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I'ANCEED  AND  •GISMUNDA. 


EDITION. 

The  Tragedie  of  Toficred  and  Oiemund,  Compiled  bjf 
the  Gentlemen  of  the  Inner  Temple^  and  by  them  pre* 
sented  before  her  Maiutie,  Newly  reuiued  and  poluhed 
'  7  according  to  the  decorum  of  these  dates.  By  J2,  W, 
London^  Printed  by  Thomas  Scarlet^  and  are  to  he  solde 
by  E.  Robins<my  1591,  4to. 

[Some  copies  are  dated  1592  ;  but  there  was  only  a 
single  edition.  Of  the  original  text^  as  written  in  1568> 
theie  is  no  printed  copy ;  but.  MSS.  of  it  are  in  MS. 
Lansdowne  786,  and  Hargrave  MS.  205,  neither  of 
which  appears  to  present  any  evidence  of  identity  with 
the  copy  mentioned  by  Isaac  Reed  below  as  then  in 
private  hands.  Both  these  MSS.  have  now  been  col- 
lated with  the  text  of  1591,  and  the  conclusion  must 
be,  that  Wilmot,  though  he  unquestionably  revived, 
did  not  do  so  much,  as  he  might  wish  to  have  it  inferred, 
in  polishing  the  play.  The  production  was  formed  on  a 
classical  model,  and  bears  marks  of  resemblance  in  tone 
and  style  to  the  "  Jocasta*'  of  Euripideaf  as  paraphrased 
by  Qascoigne  in  1566.  The  Lansdowne  MS.  of  "  Tan- 
cred  and  Gismunda"  was  written  about  1568-70,  while 
the  Hargrave  is  much  more  modem.] 
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INTRODUCTION. 


It  appears  from  William  Webbo'e  Epistle  ppefiseil  U> 
thii  piece,  thnt  after  ila  first  cxliibition  it  vaa  laid  aside, 
and  at  aonie  distance  of  time  wa^  oew-vritlea  Lv  R. 
Wilinot.  The  reader,  therefore,  niny  not  be  displeased 
with  a  specimen  uf  it  in  its  original  dress.  It  is  here 
t^iven  from  the  fragment  of  on  ancient  MS.  taken  out 
of  a  cliiat  of  papers  formerly  belonging  to  Mr  Powell, 
fatlier-in-law  to  the  author  of  "  Paradise  Loat,"  at  Forest 
Hill,  about  four  milea  from  Oxford,  where  in  all  proba- 
bility Bome  cnriositles  of  the  same  kind  may  remain, 
the  contents  of  these  chests  (for  t  think  there  are  more 
than  one)  having  never  yet  been  properly  examined. 
The  following  extract  ia  from  the  conclusion  of  the 
piece. — Beed.  [Reed's  extract  has  been  collated  with 
tlie  two  MSS.  before-mentioned  ;  where  the  Powell  MS. 
may  now  be,  the  editor  cannot  say.  The  differences, 
on  the  whole,  ate  not  material ;  but  the  Lansdowne 
MS.  766  has  supplied  a  few  superior  readings  and 
correctioiu.] 
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ISTRODUCTION. 

Bnl  in  tb;  breit  if  eny  spiiTk  remains 

Of  thj  dere  lore.     If  ever  yet  1  coulde 

So  moclie  of  thee  deserve,  or  at  the  leaat 

IC  with  my  lut  desire  I  miy  obtains 

Ttiia  at  thy  handea,  gere  me  this  one  requett 

And  let  me  not  spend  my  last  breath  in  vaine. 

My  life  desire  1  not,  which  neither  is 

In  thee  to  gere  nor  in  my  self  to  save, 

Althoughe  I  nolde.     Nor  jet  I  aske  not  tbia 

As  mercje  for  myne  Erie  in  onght  to  crave, 

Whom  I  to  w«ll  do  knowo  bowe  thou  bast  Blaycn. 

So,  DO,  father,  thy  hard  aad  cruell  wronge 

With  pacicDcc  as  I  may  I  will  aiutaine 

In  woefull  life  which  now  shall  not  be  longe. 

But  Ibis  one  suite,  father,  if  unto  mo 

Thou  grannt,  though  I  cannot  the  la 

Th'  immortall  goddea  sliill  render  u 

Thy  due  reward  and  largely  guerdon 

Tliat  sins  it  pleased  thee  not  thus  eeeretly 

1  might  enjoy  my  love,  bia  i^orpe  and  mync 

May  natheleaae  together  graved  be 

And  in  one  tombe  our  bodies  both  to  shrini: 

With  which  this  small  request  eke  do  I  praie 

That  on  Ibe  same  graven  in  braase  thou  place 

This  woefuli  epitaphe  which  1  shall  aaye, 

That  all  lovera  may  rue  this  mornefull  case  ; 

Loe  here  within  one  tombe  where  harbor  twain 

Oiamonda  Queue  and  Conntie  Fallurine  ! 

She  loved  him,  be  for  her  love  wta  alayen, 

For  wbou  revenga  eke  lyei  she  here  in  shrine. 

[GiSMQSDA 

TaKCBED.  0  me  alas,  nowe  do  the  cruell  paii 
Of  curted  death  mj  dere  daughter  bereave. 
Alas  wbie  bide  I  here!  the  sight consiriun>» 
He  woefnll  man  thia  woefuU  place  to  Icaue. 


INTnODPCriON. 


SCENE  III. 

Tancbed  coinah  ouf  (/Oihuohd's  Chamitr. 

TA.vcnED.  0  doloroui  bappe,Tiilliefiit)  aocl  all  of  «i 
AIM  I  urefall  wretchs  whu  resleth  mel 
Shall  I  noT  live  tbat  wiUi  tbeu  eves  did  toe 
Beholde  my  daugbter  die !  wbat,  ahall  1  aec 
Her  death  before  my  fnco  that  was  my  lyfc 
And  I  to  lyre  that  wia  her  lyvea  decayf 
Shall  not  tbia  hand  reache  to  this  bait  Ihe  knife 
That  maye  bercve  bolhe  Bight  and  life  away, 
And  in  the  abadowes  darke  to  aeke  her  ghoelc 
And  Tander  there  willi  her)  ahall  not,  nJas, 
Thii  Epcdy  death  be  wrought,  aitbe  I  hate  loBt 
My  deareat  ioy  of  all !  vhal,  shall  1  paase 
My  later  dayes  in  paine,  and  apendc  myne  age 
In  teres  and  pbint!  ihall  I  now  leade  my  life 
All  golitarie  aa  doeth  bird  in  cage, 
And  fed«  my  woefnil  yeres  vithir^llfiiil  grefet 
No,  no,  BO  will  not  I  my  dayes  prolonge 
To  aeke  to  live  one  boure  aith  ehe  is  gone : 
This  breat  so  can  not  bende  to  suche  a  vronge, 
Tbat  she  ehald  dye  and  I  Ui  live  alone. 
No,  thia  will  I :  ahe  aball  have  her  request 
And  in  moat  royall  sorle  hcT  funerall 
Will  I  perfonne.    Within  one  tombe  ahall  r»t 
Her  carle  and  ahe.  her  epitaph  withall 
Orayed  thereon  aba)  be.     This  will  1  doe 
And  when  these  eyea  some  aged  teres  have  shed 
The  tomb  my  self  then  will  I  erepc  into 
And  with  my  blood  all  bayne  their  bodiea  dead. 
Thia  heart  there  will  I  perce,  and  rere  this  brcet 
The  irk«ome  life,  and  wreke  my  wrathful  ire 
Upon  my  eelf.    She  ahall  have  her  request, 
And  I  by  death  will  purchace  my  desyre. 
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INTKODtrCTION. 


EPILOaUS. 


If  DOW  perhippei  ye  «ith«r  loke  to  »ee 
Tb'  UDhippia  loien,  or  Ibe  craell  sire 
Here  to  be  buried  m  fittea  th«ir  degree 
Or  as  the  dyeng  l>die  did  require  ' 
Or  BB  the  nitbef  ull  kioge  in  deepe  despaire 
Behigbt  of  Ul«  (who  nowe  hinucU  b&tb  slaveni 
Or  if  percbauQBe  jou  stand  in  daulfull  fere 
Bitbe  mad  Megera  ia  not  raturade  a^ine 
Least  windridg  in  Itie  world  abe  ao  beslowe 
Tbe  snakes  that  crall  about  her  furious  face 
As  they  may  rai«c  nef  mthea,  new  kiadea  of  woo 
Bathe  ao  and  there,  and  such  as  you  percue 
Wold  be  full  lothe  to  great  ao  nete  to  see 
I  am  come  forth  to  do  you  all  to  wet« 
Through  grefe  wheria  tho  lordes  of  Salcrne  be 
The  buriall  pompe  is  not  prepared  yet : 
And  for  the  furie,  you  shall  onderstand 
That  Deither  doelh  the  litle  greatest  g'od 
Finde  anch  rebelling  here  in  Brit«ia  land 
Againat  his  royall  power  as  aakelh  rod 
Of  rutb  from  bell  to  wreke  bis  names  deefti« 
Nor  Fluto  beareth  English  ghostea  complune 
Our  damee  dijteyned  Ijves,    Therfore  ye  miyo 
Be  free  from  feare,  anfficetb  to  moiatsine 
Tbe  vertuea  which  we  honor  in  you  all, 
So  u  our  Britain  ghoites  when  life  is  past 
Haie  praise  in  heren,  not  pi  sine  In  Plutoes  hall 
Our  damcB,  but  hold  them  vertuous  and  chast, 
Worlhie  to  lire  where  furie  never  came, 
Where  lo»e  can  see,  »nd  beires  no  deadly  bo  we, 
WhoM  lyve«  eternal)  tromp  of  glorious  fame 
Witii  joyfull  aounde  to  honest  eates  shall  blowe. 


The  Tragedie  oE  Qlsmonde  of  Salcmc. 


Such,  is  t.  Bpecimen  of  the  pUj  aa  it  was  or^inilly 
acted  before  Queen  Elizabeth,  at  the  Inner  Temple,  in 
the  year  1563.  It  wag  the  production  of  five  gentlemen, 
who  were  probably  students  of  that  society  ;  and  by 
nue  of  them,  Robert  Wibnot,  afterwaniB  much  altered 
and  published  in  the  year  1591.'  [Wilmot  had  mesn- 
while  become  rector  of  North  Okenliam,  in  Essex] ;' 
and  in  his  Dedication  to  the  Societies  of  the  Inner  and 
Middle  Templea,  he  speaks  of  the  censure  which  might 
be  cast  upon  him  trom  the  indecorum  of  publiahiiig  a 
dramatic  work  arising  from  Im  wiUing.  When  he  died, 
or  whether  he  left  any  other  works,  ore  pointa  equally 
uncertain. 

"  Kearly  a  century  after  the  date  of  that  play,"  ob- 
serves Lamb,  in  his  "  Extracts  &om  the  Qorrick  Fkys," 
"  IJrydeu  produced  his  admirable  version  of  the  same 
fltory  from  Boccaccio.    Tiie  speech  here  extracted  (the 


'  He  is  mentioned  by  Wabb«,  in  his  "  Diacanrseof  Engliih 
I'oetrie,"  ISSS,  Siga.  C  i,  with  other  poets  of  that  time,  as 
Whetstone,  Munday,  Orange,  Knight,  Wtlmot,  Dsrrell,  F.  C. 
F.  K.,  0.  B.,  and  others,  whose  names  he  cauld  not  re- 
member. 

'  Robert  Wilmot,  A.M.,  was  presented  to  the  rectory  of 
Korth  Okenhom,  in  Essex,  the  SSth  of  November  ]  5SS,  by 
Oabriel  Poynlz:  and  to  the  vicarsge  of  Horodon  on  the 
Kilt,  in  the  some  caaoty,  the  2d  December  ISSS,  by  tho 
Dean  and  Chapter  of  St  Paul's. — Newcourt's  "  Eepertorium." 
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INTRODUCTION. 


scene  between  the  messengers  and  Gismnnda)  may  be 
compared  with  the  corresponding  passage  in  the  *  Sigis- 
mnnda  and  Quiscardo'  with  no  disadvantage  to  the 
older  performance.  It  is  quite  as  weighty,  as  pointed, 
and  as  passionate." 


To  the  Right  WotBhipfnl  and  Virtuona  LnJiCB,  the 

Lady  Mary  Peter  and  the  Lady  Annb  Grat,  Idok 

health  of  body,  with  quiet  of  miod,  in  the  favour 

of  God  and  men  for  ever. 

It  is  most  certain  (right  virtuous  and  worahipful)  that 

of  all  human  ]eaniin){,  poetry  (how  contemptible  BOever 

"    le  days)  is  the  most  ancient ;  and,  in  poetrj'. 


a  argument  of  u 


"  O 

^51^- 

B  antiquity  and  eJeRaney     "^  .jf^' 


the  world,  and  to  bear  date  from  the  first  time  that  man 
and  woman  von :  tlicrefore  in  this,  as  in  the  fineitt  metal, 
the  freBheatwita  have  in  nil  ages  shown  their  best  work- 
manship. So  amongst  others  these  gentlemen,  which 
with  what  sweetness  of  voice  and  liveliness  of  action 
they  then  expressed  it,  they  which  were  of  her  Majesty's 
right  Honourable  maidens  can  testify. 

Which  being  a  discourse  of  two  lovers,  perhaps  it 
may  seem  a  thing  neither  fit  to  be  offered  unto  your 
ladyships,  nor  worthy  me  to  busy  myself  withal  :  yet  1 
can  I  tell  yon,  niadames,  it  differeth  so  far  from  the  1 
ordinary  amorous  discourses  of  our  days,  as  the  man-  I 
ners  of  our  time  do  from  the  modesty  and  innocency  / 
of  that  age. 

And  now  for  that  weary  winter  is  come  upon  ns, 
which  bringeth  with  him  drooping  days  and  tedious 
nights,  if  it  he  true,  that  the  motions  of  oiir  minds  fol- 
low the  temperature  of  the  air  wherein  we  live,  then  I 
think  the  perusing  of  some  mournful  matter,  tending 
to  the  view  of  a  notable  example,  will  refresh  your  wits 
in  a  gloomy  day,  and  ease  your  weariness  of  the  iourinj{ 
night,  Which  if  it  please  you,  may  serve  ye  also  for  a 
solemn  revel  against  this  festival  time,  for  OumuiuTt 
bloody  shadow,  with  a  little  cost,  may  be  entreated  in 
her  self-like  person  to  speak  to  ye. 

Having  therefore  a  desire  to  be  known  to  your  W., 
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I  devised  thit  wtj  with  myself  to  piocare  the  Mine, 
pereoadiiig  mrmUL  there  is  nothing  more  wdoome  to 
TOUT  wisdoms  than  the  knowledge  <rf  wiscy  gmve,  and 
worthy  matters,  tending  to  the  good  instnictions  o^ 
youths,  of  whom  yon  are  mothers. 

In  this  respect,  therefore,  I  sluJl  hnmblj  desire  ye  to 
bestow  a  faronraUe  countenance  upon  this  little  labour, 
which  when  ye  have  graced  it  withal,  I  must  and  will 
acknowledge  myself  greatly  indebted  unto  your  lady- 
ships in  this  behalf:  neither  shall  I  amongst  the  rest, 
that  admire  your  rare  virtues  (which  are  not  a  few  in 
Essex),  cease  to  commend  this  undeserved  gentleness. 

Thus  desiring  the  king  of  heaven  to  increase  his 
graces  in  ye  both,  granting  that  your  ends  may  he  as 
honourable  as  your  lives  are  virtuous,  I  leave  with  a 
vain  babble  of  many  needless  words  to  trouble  you 
longer. 

Your  Worships'  most  dutiful 

and  humble  Orator, 

ROBERT  WILMOT. 


L 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  B.  W. 

MMterB.W.,look  not  now  for  tlie  tenns  (iC  an  inlrenler: 
I  will  beg  no  longer ;  and  Cor  jour  promises,  I  will 
refuse  them  ae  bod  ps^ent :  neither  can  I  be  satisfied 
with,  anything  but  a  peremptory  performance  of  an  old 
intention  of  yours,  the  publishing  I  mean  of  those  waste 
papers  (as  it  pleoaeth  you  to  call  them,  hnt,  as  I  esteenk 
them,  a  most  exquisite  invention)  of  Oismund's  tragedy. 
Think  not  to  shift  me  off  with  longer  delays,  nor  allege 
mote  eicnses  to  get  further  respite,  lest  I  arreflt  you 
with  my  odtcnKff,  and  commence  such  a  suit  of  unlcind- 
neu  against  you,  as  when  the  csm  shall  be  scann'd  before 
the  judges  of  courtesy,  the  court  will  cry  out  of  your 
immoderate  modesty.  And  thus  much  I  tell  jou  be- 
fore ;  you  shall  not  be  able  to  wage  against  me  in  the 
charges  growing  upon  tliia  action,  especially  if  the 
woraliipful  company  of  the  Inner-Temple  gentlemen 
patronise  my  cause,  as  undoubtedly  they  will,  yea,  and 
rather  plead  partially  for  me,  than  let  nij'  cause  mis- 
carry, because  themselves  are  parties.  The  tragedy  was 
bf  them  moat  pithily  framed,  and  no  less  curiously  acted 
inTiewof  herMiye8ty,by  whom  it  was  then  aii  princely 
accepted,  as  of  the  whole  honourable  audience  notably 
applauded  ;  yea,  and  of  all  men  generally  desired,  aa  «_ 
work,  either  in  Btateliness  of  showj  depth  of  conceit,  or 
true  ornament*  of  poetical  art,  inferior  to  none  of  the 
best  in  that  kind :  no,  were  the  Roman  Seneca  the 
_cenjurer.  The  brave  youths  that  then  (to  their  high 
prused]  so  feelingly  performed  the  same  in  action,  did 
shortly  after  lay  up  the  book  unregarded,  or  jverhaps  let 
it  run  abroad  (as  many  parents  do  their  children  once 
past  dandling)  not  respecting  so  much  what  hard  for- 
tune might  befall  it  being  out  of  their  fingera,  as  how 
their  heroical  wits  might  again  l>c  quickly  conceived 
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with  new  inventiona  of  like  wortluDeM,  wbereof  tbey 
Iiuve  been  ever  since  wonderful  fertile.  But  thia  orphan 
of  thein  (for  he  wand'reth  aa  it  were  fatherless)  hath 
notwithstanding,  by  the  rare  and  beautiful  perfcctionn 
appearing  in  him,  hitherto  never  wanted  great  favourers 
and  loving  preservem.  Among  whom  I  cannot  suffi- 
eiently  conimend  your  charilnble  zeal  and  scholarly 
companion  towards  him,  that  have  not  only  rescued 
and  defended  him  from  the  devouring  jaws  of  oblivion, 
bnt  vouchsafed  also  to  apparel  him  in  a  new  suit  at 
your  own  chaises,  wherein  he  may  again  more  boldly 
come  abroad,  and  by  your  permission  return  to  his  old 
parents,  clothed  perhaps  not  ia'iricher  or  ninre  costly 
ftimituro  than  it  went  from  them,  hut  in  handsomeness 
and  fashion  more  answerable  to  these  times,  wherein 
fashions  are  so  often  altered.  Let  one  woid  suffice  for 
your  encuura^'cjiiOTit  lierRin  ;  namely,  that  your  com- 
■!■  1  iiiii.;  him  of  hia  antique 


"4^ 


niiniahin^;,  but 


rsr^ 


.1.!.:.,...^  I...  ..L. .:!...!.:  ■■  l^'UJ-j  of  obsolut^  poeay,  derived 
Trom  hia  Prat  iiareiita)  cannot  but  be  grateful  to  most 
men's  appetitea,  who  upon  our  Mperience  we  know 
highly  to  esteem  such  lofty 'measures  of  sententioudy 
composed  tragedicir" 

How  much  you  aholl  make  me  and  the  rest  of  yout 
})rivate  friends  beholden  to  you,  I  list  not  to  discourse.'* 
!Lnd  therefore  grounding  upon  these  alleged  reasonaj 
that  the  suppressing  of  this  tragedy,  so  worthy  for  the 
press,  were  no  other  thing  than  wilfully  to  defraud 
yourself  of  an  universal  thank,  your  friends  of  thei 
expectations,  and  sweet  Oismund  of  a  famous  etemit} 
I  will  cease  to  doubt  of  any  other  pretence  to  cloa' 
youi  boshfulness,  hoping  to  read  it  in  print  (whi 
lately  lay  neglected  amongst  your  jiapers)  at  onr  n 
appointed  meeting. 
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•   I  bid  you  heartily  farewell    From  Pyigo  in  Essex, 
August  the  eighth,  1591. 

Tuusjide  dbfacultate 

GUIL.  WEBBK* 


^  The  same  person,  who  was  the  author  of  "A  Discourse  of 
English  Poetrie:  together  with  the  Authors  iudgment, 
touching  the  reformation  of  our  English  Verse.*'  B.  L. 
4to,  1586.  [This  "  Discourse"  is  reprinted  in  Haalewood*s 
"Ancient  Critical  Essays,"  1811-15.]  , 


\ 
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To  Ute  Wonhipfnl  and  Leuned  Socie^,  the  Okxtle* 

UEN  Stcdbhtb  of  the  Inner  Temple,  with  the  rest 

of  lu8  singuJar  good  Friends,  the  Uentleubn  of  the 

Middle  Temple,  and  to  all  other  courteous  Readeni, 

B.  W.  wisheth  increase  of  all  heslth,  worship,  and 

learning,  with  the  immortal  gtorj  of  the  gcacea 

adorning  tlie  same. 

Ye  may  perceive  (rij^ht  Worahipfui)  in  perusing  the 

former  epietle  sent  to  me,  how  eore  I  am  heaet  with  the 

importuniticB  of  my  friends  to  publish  this  pamphlet  r 

tmly  I  am  and  have  been  (if  there  be  in  me  any  sound- 

ness  of  judgment)  of  this  opinion,  that  whatsoever  is 

committed  to  the  press  is  commended  to  eternity,  and 

it  shall  stand  a  lively  witness  with  our  conscience,  to 

our  comfort  or  confusion,  in  the  reckoning  of  that 

great  day. 

^Advi8edly,therefore,wafl  that  proverb  used  of  our  elder 
philoBophera,  Manwn  a  tabula :  withhold  thy  hand  from 
the  paper,  and  thy  papers  from  the  print  or  light  of  the 
world  :  for  a  lewd  word  escaped  is  irrevocable,  but  a 
d  or  base  discourse  published  in  print  is  intolerable. 
Hereupon  I  have  endured  some  conflicts  between 
reason  and  judgment,  whether  it  were  convenient  for 
the  commonwealth,  with  the  indecorum  of  my  calling 
(as  some  think  it)  that  the  memory  of  Taiicred's  tragedy 
should  be  again  by  my  means  revived,  which  the  oftener 
I  read  over,  and  the  more  I  considered  thereon,  the 
BOoner  I  was  won  to  consent  thereunto  :  culling  to 
mind  that  neither  the  thrice  reverend  and  learned  father, 
M.  Beza,  was  atthamed  in  his  younger  years  to  send 
abroacl,  in  his  own  name,  his  tragedy  of  "  Abraham,"  ^ 
nor  that  rare  Scot  (the  scholar  of  our  age)  Buchanan, 
hia  moat  pathetical  Jephtha, 

>  [An  English  transbilioo  wu  puhliihed  in  ]£77.] 
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Inileetl  1  must  willingly  confess  this  work  simple, 
and  not  worth  compariBon  to  auy  of  tliein :  for  the 
writers  of  them  were  grave  men  ;  of  t|»B,  young  henda : 
in  them  in  ehowu  the  perfection  of  theirBtudieB  ;  in  this, 
lie  imperfection  of  their  wits.  NerertheleM  hercinl 
they  all  agree,  commending  virtue,  delettiiig  \-ice,  and 
lively  deciphering  their  overthrow  that  suppresB  not 
their  unruly  affectionB.  Thege  things  notej  herein,  how 
simple  soever  the  verae  be,  I  hope  the  matter  will  be 
acceptable  to  the  wise. 

Wherefore  I  nm  now  bold  to  present  Qiemund  to 
your  aightB,  iuid  unto  yours  only,  fur  therefore  have  I 
conjured  her,  by  the  love  that  hath  been  these  twenty- 
four  years  betwixt  us,  that  she  wax  not  so  proud  of  her 
freah  painting,  to  straggle  in  ber  plumes  abroad,  but  to 
contain  herself  within  the  walls  of  your  house  ;  so  am 
I  sure  she  shall  be  safe  from  the  tragidian  lyranti  of  our 
tim,e,  who  are  not  ashamed  to  affirm  that  there  cj 


iT  of  any  sharpness  of  wil,  unles 


be  geasoned  with  scurrilous  worJg. 

But  leaving  tbeni  to  their  lewdneis,  I  hope  you,  anil 
all  discreet  readers,  will  thankfully  receive  my  pains, 
the  fruits  of  my  first  harvest :  the  rather,  perceivi 
that  my  purpose  in  this  tragedy  tendelh  only  t 
exaltation  of 


e  to  profit  and  help  all  n      

As  for  such  a»  have  neither 
good   gift,    to   do   well   ihemselve 
honesty  to  speak  well  of  othen,  1  must  (as  I  may)  hea 
and  bear  their  baitings  with  patience. 

Yours  devoted  in  his  ability, 

R.  WILHOT. 


75vr 
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A  PREFACE  TO  THE  QUEEN'S  MAIDENS 
OF  HONOUR.' 


1.   A  SONNET  OP  THE  QUEEN'S  MAIDS. 

They  which  tofore  thought  that  the  heaven's  throne 
Is  placed  ahove  the  Gldes,  and  there  do  feign 
Tlie  gods  and  all  the  hpavenly  powers  to  reign, 
They  err,  and  but  deceive  themselves  alone. 
Heaven  (unless  you  think  mo  be  than  one) 
Is  here  in  earth,  and  by  the  pleasant  side 
Of  famous  Thames  at  Greenwich  court  doth  biile. 
And  as  for  other  heaven  is  there  none. 
There  are  the  goddesses  we  honour  so  : 
There  Pallas  sits  :  there  ahineth  Venus'  face  : 
Bright  beauty  there  poaaeaseth  all  the  place  : 
Virtue  and  honour  there  do  live  and  grow ; 
There  reigneih  slie  such  heaven  that  doth  tleserve. 
Worthy  whom  bo  fair  goddesses  should  serve. 

2.    ANOTHER  TO  TflE  SAME. 

Flowers  of  prime,  pearls  couched  all  in  gold, 
Light  of  our  days,  that  glads  the  fainting  hearts 

>  [TbsM  three  wnneti  following  occur  both  in  Linidawne 
MS.  (786)  >nd  Bargnve  H3.  (SOfi),  but  the  firat  wu  not  ln> 
eluded  in  the  priDled  cop;  of  ISSl.] 

VOU  VII.  B 
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Of  them  that  shall  your  shining  gleams  behold, 

Salve  of  each  sore,  recure  of  inward  smarts, 
In  whom  virtue  and  beauty  strivetli  so 
Aa  neither  yields :  behold  here,  for  your  gain, 
/  Gismund'a  unlucky  love,  her  fault,  her  woe, 
I  And  death ;  at  last  her  cruel  father  slain 
Through  his  mishap ;  and  though  you  do  not  see, 
Yet  read  and  rue  tlieir  woful  tragedy. 
So  Jove,  as  your  high  virtues  done  deserve. 
Grant  you  suckjhpprsi  ««  may  VQur  virtues  serye 
Wi^h  like  virtues  ;    and  >i]J!^')fnl  Vfiiiifi  aend 
"OntQ  your  happyjnvpw  an  hajniy  eml, 

3.    ANOTHER   TO  THE  SAJIE, 

Gismund,  that  whilome  liv'd  her  father's  joy 
And  died  his  death,  now  dead,  doth  (as  she  may) 
By  us  pray  you  to  pity  her  annoy. 
And,  to  requite  the  same,  doth  humbly  pray, 
Heavens  to  forefend  "  your  loves  from  like  decay. 
The  faithful  earl  doth  also  make  request. 
Wishing  those  worthy  knights  whom  ye  embrace. 
The  constant  truth  that  lodged  in  his  breast. 
His  hearty  love,  not  his  unhappy  case, 
Befall  to  such  as  triumph  in  your  grace. 
The  king  prays  pardon  of  his  cmel  hest,' 

'  Pktrr  aignifiei  a  hiubind,  a  friend,  or  %  compsnion, 
and  in  all  these  Kenam  il  ll  oied  in  our  ancient  writers.     It 
bere  means  a.  kti^aad.     So  in   Lily's  "Euphucg,"  IGSl. 
p.  29:  "If  he  be  young,  he  is  the  more  fitter  to  be  tbj  ^ 
pitA-c     it  he  bflfl  olde,  the  Ijker  to  thine  »ged  falher,"  " 

It  occurs  again  in  act  il  sc.  S.  and  act  ir.  se.  3. 

'  Prtvtnt,  OT  forbid.  So  in  "Euphues  and  hia  Eng'land," 
3582,  p.  40:  "For  nerer  Bball  it  be  mid  that  [fiida  wai  false 
to  'I'lursuB,  thougli  Thinus  be  faithlesse  (which  the  gods 
fortfcnd)  unto  IfGda." 

'  Comniuni    So  in  Ljlj'g  "Euphuea  and  his  England," 

S.  7S:  "Far  this  I  aweare  by  her  vhosc  lightea  canne  ntTcr 
le,  Vests,  and  by  b«r  wAoi;  httutt  an  not  to  b«  broken, 
Diana,"  4tc. 
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Aiid  for  amends  deBirea  it  may  suffice, 
That  by  liis  blood  ho  warneth  all  tlie  rest 
Of  foud  fathers,  that  they  in  kinder  wise 
Intreat  the  jewels  where  their  comfort  lies. 
We,  as  their  measengers,  beseech  ye  all 
On  their  behalfs  to  pity  all  their  smarts. 
And  for  ourselves  (although  the  worth  be  small) 
We  pray  ye  to  accept  our  humble  hearts, 
Avow'd  to  serve  with  prayer  and  with  praise 
Your  honours,  all  unworthy  other  ways.^ 

.\g>!D,  in  Sbakeapon'B  "Tcapeit,"  act  iii.  hc.  1  — 


And  in  the  prologue  to  [Peelc's]  "  Aroygnctnent  of  I'sl 


The  word  o 


a  aeaiu  in  act  v 


c.  9,  act  ii 


'  [The  ucDnd  uid  thirU  Bonoets  are  now  giren  (rfrbalini 
rt  lileratint)  in  ■  note,  as  Ihey  stand  in  LauBdovne  US.  TBS, 
They  will  terve  to  show  how  alight  were  Wilmol'a  improTv- 
meutB,  and  will  leave  it  perbapii  open  to  doubt  whether  llic 
changea  made  in  ISOl  «ck  ulwaya  cbangei  for  the  tietttr. 

An  other  to  ilie  tame. 

Flowers  oF  prime,  pearle*  couched  in  gold, 

Bonne  ai  our  day  thai  t(laddeneth  Iho  hart 

of  thtim  that  ghall  jo*  Bhioing  beamea  behold, 

ialue  of  eche  lom,  recorc  of  euery  amart, 

in  whome  verlue  and  beaulie  atnueih  Boc 

that  neither  yeldes:  loe  bere  for  jod  againc 

QiBmoDdea  rnlucky  loue,  her  fault,  her  woe, 

and  death  at  last,  here  f^re  and  father  alayen 

through  ber  nioebap.   And  Ihout'h  ye  cuuld  not  an, 

yet  rede  and  rue  their  woeful!  dotlnie. 

Bo  Joue.  OB  jour  bye  vertuea  doen  deaeme, 

gflue  yun  auch  f^reg  as  may  yo''  vertuea  lerue 

w»  tike  rertuta:  and  bliaafuU  VeDiu  aend 

^'uto  your  happy  loue  an  happy  end. 


JiD 


PREFACB. 


An  other  to  the  same, 

QiSMOMD,  that  whilom  liued  her  fathers  ioy, 

and  dyed  hit  death,  now  dead  doeth  (as  she  may) 

by  Ys  pray  yon  to  pitie  her  anoye ; 

and,  to  reacquite  the  same,  doeth  humbly  pray 

Joue  shield  yo'  vertnons  loues  from  like  decay. 

The  faithful!  earle,  byside  the  like  request, 

doeth  wish  those  wealfull  wightes,  whom  ye  embrace, 

the  constant  truthe  that  lined  within  his  brest ; 

his  hearty  lone,  not  his  nn happy  case 

to  fall  to  such  as  standen  in  your  g^ee. 

The  king,  praves  pardon  of  his  cruel  best : 

and  for  amendes  desireth  it  may  suffise, 

that'W^  his  blood  he  teacheth  now  the  rest 

of  fond  fathers,  that  they  in  kinder  wise 

entreat  the  iewelles  where  their  comfort  lyes. 

And  we  their  messagers  beseche  ye  all 

on  their  behalfes,  to  pitie  all  their  smartes : 

and  on  our  own,  although  the  worth  be  small, 

we  pray  ye  to  accept  our  simple  hartes 

auowed  to  seme,  w**»  prayer  and  w**»  praise 

your  honors,  as  ynable  otherwayes.] 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE.1 

CCPID. 

Tancbed,  the  King, 
GiSMUNDA,  the  King*8  Daughter, 
LuoBKCE,  her  Aunt. 
OuiscARD,  Count  Palurin. 
Benuchio,  Captain  of  the  Ouard. 
Julio,  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Meojera. 

Choruses.' 


>  [The  play,  as  written  in  1568,  and  as  altered  by  Wilmot 
in  1591,  differs  so  much  throughout,  that  it  has  been  found 
impracticable,  without  giving  the  earlier  production  entire, 
to  notice  all  the  changes.  Certain  of  the  yariations,  how- 
ever, and  specialities  in  the  Lansdowne  MS.,  as  far  as  the 
first  and  second  scenes  of  the  first  act,  will  be  printed  (as  a 
specimen)  in  the  notes.] 

'  [In  the  Lansdowne  MS.  another  person  of  the  drama 
is  mentioned  :  '*  Claudia,  a  woman  of  Gismunda*s  privie 
chamber ;  "  and  for  Choru»e$  we  have  :  "  Chorus,  four  gentle- 
women of  Salerne."] 


ARGUMENT  OF  THE   TRAGEDY.^ 

Tancred,  the  Prince  of  Saleme,  overlovea 
His  only  ilaugbter  (wonder  of  that  age) 
Gismund,  wlio  loves  the  County '  Palurui 
Guiscard,  who  qiiitea  her  likings  with  bis  love ; 
A  letter  in  a  cane  describes  the  means 
Of  their  two  meetings  in  a  secret  cave. 
Un constant  fortune  leadeth  forth  the  king 
To  this  unhappy  sight,  wherewith  in  rage 
The  gentle  earl  he  doometh  to  his  death, 
Am)  greets  hia  daught«r  with  her  lover's  heart, 
Gismunda  fills  the  goblet  with  her  tears, 
And  drinks  a  poison  which  she  had  distiird, 
Whereof  she  dies,  whose  deadly  countenance 
So  grieves  her  father,  tliat  ho  slew  liiiuself. 

AJJOTHEH  OF  THE  SAUE,   MORE  AT  LAILGR, 
IS  PROSE,* 

Tancred,  King  of  Naples  and  Prince  of  Salerne, 
gave  his  only  daughter  Gismund  (whom  he  moat 
dearly  loved)  in  marriage  to  a  foreign  prince,  after 
whose  death  she  returned  home  to  her  father,  who 

1  [Not  in  the  MSS.] 

■  The  County  Palurin,  k  few  IJnei  lower,  a  ealled  Sir\. 

Mr  TjrwhiLl  ayn  that  CouhI^  lignificd  nobltmrn  in  getural ; 
and  Ute  Himplea  whioh  might  be  quoted  from  tbii  plaj 
would  luSciently  prove  the  truth  of  the  obaervation.  See 
■■Shtkeipeiro,"  vol.  i.,  p.  39.  [Counlg  for  Count  j*  not 
lery  unuauil ;  but  it  may  be  doabted  if,  *s  Tyrwhitt  thought, 
Coimiy  aignififld  noblenei  in  piatral.] 

■  [This  U  in  the  two  M33,,  but  Ttries  in  many  verbcl 
parliopUn.] 


^H                    31                ARGUUENT  OF  THE  TRAGEDY.                              ^M 

^H                 having  felt  great  grief  of  her  absence  whilst  her         V 
^H                   husband  lived,  immeasurably  esteeming  her,  de-           H 
^H                   termined  never  to  suffer  aoy  second  marriage  to           H 
^H                  bereave  htm   of  her.     She,   on  the   other  side,           m 
^H                    waxing  weary  of  that  her  father's  purpose,  bent 
^^                    her  mind  to  the  secret  love  of  the  County  Palurin  : 
^ft                  to  whom  (he  being  likewise  inflamed  with  love  of 
^^^               her)  by  a  letter  subtly  enclosed  in  a  cloven  cane, 
^H                  she  gave  to  understand  a  convenient  way  for  their 
^H                  desired  meetings,  through  an  old  ruinous  vault, 
^^M                  whose  mouth  ojiened  directly  under  her  chamber 
^^M                  floor,     Into  this  vault  when   Bhe   was   one   day 
^^M                descended  (for  the  conveyance  of  her  lover),  her 
^^m                  father  in  the  mean  season  (whose  only  joy  was  in 
^^M                 his  daughter)  caroe  to  her  chamber,  and  not  finding 
^H                 her  there,  supposing  her  to  have  been  walked 
^H                 abroad  for  her'  disiwrt,  he  threw  him  down  on 
^H                   her  bed,  and  covered  his  head  with  a  curtain, 
^H                 minding  to  abide  and  rest  there  till  her  return. 
^H                    She,  nothing  suspecting  this  her  father's  unseason- 
^H                   able  coming,  brought  up  her  lover  out  of  the  cave 
^H                 into  her  chamber,  where  her  father  espied  their 
^H                  aecret  love  :  and  he  (not  espied  of  them)  was  upon 
^H                    this  sight   stricken   with   marvellous  grief;    but 
^m                    either  for    that  the  sudden  despite  had  amazed 
^H                    him,  and  taken  from  him  all  use  of  speech,  or  for 
^H                  that  he  resolved  himself  to  a  more  convenient  re- 
^H                  veoge,  he  then  spake  nothing,  but  noted  their 
^H                    return    into    the   vault,    and    secretly   departed. 
^H                    Afterward,  bewailing  his  mishap,  he  commanded 
^H                  the  earl  to  be  attached,  imprisoned,  strangled,  un- 
^M                  bowelled,  and  his  heart  in  a  cup  of  gold  to  be 
^H                    presented  to  his  daughter : '    she  thankfully  re- 

^m                          >  [Not  ID  the  copy  of  1591.1 

^H                       the  Wrt  was  brought  with   her  lean  nnd  will,  certam 
^K                       poiaonons  water,  by  her  diatUlcd  for  that  purpoae,  and  drank 
^M                      oat  tbia  deadly  diiak..—Cop>,  of  1S68.  ] 
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ceiveth  the  present,  filling  the  cup  (wherein  the 
heart  was)  with  her  tears,  with  a  venomous  potion 
(by  her  distilled  for  that  purpose)  she  drank  to 
her  earl  Which  her  father  hearing  o^  came  too 
late  to  comfort  his  dying  daughter,  who  for  her 
last  request  besought  him  that  her  lover  and  lier- 
aelf  might  in  one  tomb  be  together  buried  for  a 
perpetual  memory  of  their  faithful  loves ;  which 
re<][uest  he  granted,  adding  to  the  burial  himself, 
slam  with  his  own  hands,  to  his  own  reproach,  and 
the  terror  of  all  other  hard-hearted  fathers.' 


i 


Ikibodcotio  in  Actuu  Sbouhdem, 

Bkpobg  the  secoQi]  set  there  waa  heard  n  svcet  noise  of  still 
pipes,  which  sounding,  Lucreoe  enlerud,  atWnded  by  a 
maiden  of  honour  with  a  cOTsred  goddard  of  ftold,  and, 
drawing  the  curUina,  she  oSereth  unto  Oinaanda  to  taste 
thereof ;  whicb  when  she  had  dune,  the  maid  returned, 
■nd  Lacrece  raiaetb  up  Gianiiinda  from  lier  bed,  aud  then  it 
follovelh  ul  In  act  IL  sc.  1. 


Ihtboovctid  in  Ai;ti;ti  TERtiuv. 

Before  thia  act  the  bnutboys  sounded  a  lofty  almain,  and 
Capid  usliereth  after  him  Ouiacard  and  Qismunda,  hand  in 
band ;  Julio  and  Lucrece,  IteoBchio  and  another  maiden  of 
honour.  The  njeMurcs  trod,  Qismiinda  giyea  a  eane  into 
Qniscard's  hand,  and  the)'  are  all  led  Eortli  again  by  Cupid, 

iMTBosrcno  IN  Actum  Qdirtcm. 

Before  this  act  there  was  heard  a  consort  of  sweet  music, 
which  playing,  Tancred  cometh  forth,  and  drawclb  Ois- 
mnnds's  eurtaini,  and  lies  doiin  npon  her  bed ;  then  from 
nnder  the  sloge  ascendetb  Ouiscard,   ond   he  I: ~ 


':  they  amorously  embrace  and  depart.  The  king 
ariseth  enraged.  Then  was  heard  and  seen  a  storm  of 
tbnnder  and  lightning,  in  which  the  fories  rise  up,  ut 

ISTHODCcnO  IS  ACTDM   QUIHTDU. 

Before  this  act  was  a  dead  march  plijed,  during  irbich 
entered  on  the  stage  Henucbio,  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
attended  upon  by  the  guard.  They  took  up  Ouiscard  from 
under  the  stage;  then  after  Ouiscard  £ad  kindly  taken 
leave  of  them  all,  a  itrangling-eord  was  fastened  aboot  his 
neck,  and  he  haled  forth  by  them.  Kenuchio  bewailetb  it ; 
and  then,  entering  in,  bringeth  forth  a  standing  cup  of 
gold,  with  a  bloody  beoit  reeking  hot  in  it,  and  then  aaitb. 


TANCRED   AND   GISMUNDA.' 


ACT  I.,  SCENE  1. 

Cupid  cometh  otU  o/lhe  heaven*  in  a  cradle  ofjiotcert, 
dratfiiig  forth  upon  the  stage,  tn  a  blue  twut  of 
lilk,  from  hit  left  hand.  Vain  Jlope,  BriltU 
Jot/:  <"*d  *''*'*  c-  carnation  twUt  of  silk  from 
hit  rigfU  Juuid,  Fair  Resemblance,  Late  lie- 
pentanee. 

CuFiD.  There  reat  my  chariot  on  the  mountain- 
tops.* 


'  Tha  «tory  of  thia  tragedy  ia  taken  from  BoeeaccioV 
DtCMnernn,"  day  <th,  norel  flrat.  f"  [Tt  wM  tufflU  InUl 
erae]  by  William  nailer,  a  relainerto  Sir  Honrj-  Mtro^J 
Chanceltor  of  tbe  Duchr  of  Lancaster,  [nnil  prinUd  by| 
WjBkyn  de  WorJa  in  li'32.  pA  IlIBiKIH  TmlCT"  ItpTmlW^ 
in]  lS97,  niidBr  the  title  of  "The  Statly  Tragedy  of 
Uuiatard  and  Sismond,  in  l«o  Uookee,"  in  a  volame 
entitled,  "  Certaine  Worthye  Manaacript  Paema  of  pyat 
Antiquitie,  reaerred  long  in  the  Studie  of  a  Nortbfolke 
Gent^  and  now  fi«t  puWiahecl  bj  J.  S."  'TTr  Brydeh  aTao 

edition,  p.  2*6.  rOHya, 


H_»5ncin 
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I,  that  in  shape  appear  unto  yoiir  sight  ^ 
A  naked  boy,  not  cloth'd  but  with  my  winga, 
And  that  great  God  of  Love,  who  with  his  migbt 
Euleth  the  vast  wide  world  and  living  things.' 
This  left  hand  bears  Vain  Hope,  short  joyful  state. 
With  Fair  Kesemblance,  lovers  to  allure  : 
This  right  hand  holds  Bepentance  all  too  late,  : 
War,  itre,"  blood,  and  pains  without  recure. 
On  sweet  ambrosia  is  not  my  food, 
Nectar  is  not  my  drink  :  as  to  the  rest 
Of  all  the  gods  :  I  drink  the  lover's  blood. 
And  feed  upon  the  heart  *  within  bis  Weaat. 
Well  hath  my  power  in  heaven  and  earth  been 

try'd, 
And  deepest  hell  my  piercing  force  hath  knowiu 
The  marble  seas  ^  iny  wonders  hath  descry'd, 
Which    elder    age    throughout    the   world    hatli 

blown.* 
To  me  the  king  of  gods  and  men  doth  yield, 
As  witness  can  the  Greekish  maid,^  whom  1 
Made  like  a  cow  go  glowing  through  *  the  field, 
Lest  jealous  Juno  should  the  'scape  espy. 

'  [Lo  I  in  shape  that  teem  unto  joar  aighl.^iainrfoiojie 

MS.] 
'  [Do  rule  the  world,  ind  evciy  liring  thing. — Iblit,] 
'  Thin  word  uema  aauietilly  la  have  been  pronounced  as 

two  ijUnblea.     See  "Cornelia,"  act  ir.,  Chorue. 

*  [And  eat  the  liring  hearl-^Iniudotffne  MS.] 

'  An  epithet  adopted  from  Virgil's  ".Sneid,"  lib.  vi.  line 
729— 

"Its 
Ibid.  lib.  vii.  V.  28— 

Again,  "  Georg.  I.,"  r.  254 — 

■'lofidam  remt"  topellere  marainr."— Simmhi. 

*  [What  secret  hollow  doth  the  huge  seas  hide, 

When  bliBling  fame  mine  acta  hath  not  forth  lilown.- 
Laniiitrmie  US.] 

'•    \o.  ■  [Qraiing  in.— £aniJo.M«  3f5.] 
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The  doubled  night,  the  aun'e  restrained  course, 

His  secret  stealths,  the  slander  to  eschew. 

In  shape  transform'd,'  we  '  list  not  to  discourse,   . 

All  that  and  more  we  forced  him  to  do. 

The  warlike  Mare  hath  not  subdu'd  our  °  might, 

We  fear'd  him. not,  his  fury  nor  disdain. 

That  can  the  gods  record,  before  whose  sight 

He  lay  fast  wrapp'd  in  Vulcan's  subtle  chain. 

He  that  on  earth  yet  hath  not  felt  our  power, 

hei  him  behold  the  fall  and  cruel  spoil 

Of  thee,  fair  Troy,  of  Asia  the  flower, 

So  foul  defac'd,  and  levell'd  *  with  the  soil. 

Who  forc'd  Leander  with  his  naked  breast 

So  many  nights  to  cut  the  frothy  waves. 

But  Hero'a  love,  that  lay  inelos'd  in  Sest  1 

The  stoutest  hearts  to  me  shall  yield  them  slaves. 

AVho    could    have   raatch'd  the    huge  Aleides'^ 

Btrength ) 
Great  Macedon "  what  force  might  have  subdu'd  1 
Wise  Scipio  who  overcame  at  length, 
But  we,  that  are  with  greater  force  endu'd  1 
Who  could  have  conquered  the  golden  fleece ' 
But  Jason,  aided  by  Medea's  art ) 
Who  durst  liave  stol'n  fair  Helen  out  of  Greece 
But  I,  witli  love  that  bold'ned  Paris'  heart ) 
What  bond  of  nature,  what  restraint  avails  ' 
AgaioBt  our  power  t    I  vouch  to  witness  truth. 
The  myrrh  tree,'  that  with  shamefast  tears  bewails 


'  Like  to  . 


uphitr 


[when   he  presenled    hiniKlC]   lo 


•  [Mb.— iorurfoimf  MS.] 

•  [Tho  bloody  M>n  bxib  felt  my.-  Do.] 

•  [Kvened.— i>o.] 

'  [Won  the  famous  polden  fleece,— tfS.l 
<  [Wbat  nature's  bond  or  lao's  reilrabt  a 

To  conquer  sod  d«f»ce  me  ever;  hour.— 


a 
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Her  father's  love,  still  weepeth  yet  for  ruth,' 
But  now,  this  world  not  seeing  in  these  daya 
Such  present  proofs  of  our  all-daring  *  power, 
Disdains  our  name,  and  seeketh  sundry  ways 
To  scorn  and  scoff,  and  skaine  as  every  hour. 
A  brat,  a  bastard,  and  an  idle  boy  : 
A  '  rod,  a  staff,  a  whip  to  beat  him  out ! 
And  to  be  sick  of  love,  a  childish  toy : 
These  are  mine  honours  now  the  world  about, 
My  name  diegr&cr'd  to  raise  again  therefore, 
And  in  this  age  mine  ancient  renown 
By  mighty  acts  intending  to  restore, 
Down  to  the  earth  in  wrath  now  am  I  come  ; 
And  in  this  place  such  wonders  shall  ye  hear, 
As  these  your  stubborn  and  disdainful  hearts 
In  melting  tears  and  humble  yielding  fear 
Shall  soon  relent  by  sight  of  others'  smarts. 
This  princely  palace  wBl  I  enter  in. 
And  there  inflame  the  fair  Gismuuda  so. 
Enraging  all  her  secret  veins  within, 
Tlurough  fiery  love  that  she  shall  feel  much  woe.* 
Too-late-Repentance,  thou  shalt  bend  my  bow  ; 
Vain  Hope,  take  out  my  pale,  dead,  heavy  shaft, 
Thou,  Fair  Resemblance,  foremost  forth  shalt  go, 


i 


!,,  For  pi 


,4 


WIlluntcD  nuA  CDmmuuled  lu  u  do." 

Jlgsin,  in  Uilion'i  "  l.jeidu,"  i.  103 — 

And,  O  je  DolphlDi.  wtJt  the  kdpleu  joalb." 
And  in  CLarchyard-ii  ■■  Woriliinew  of  Wales,"  1587— 

tLVt^^  \  ^'^  *  [M'i=  »lraighly.-J/a] 

^'^Ty'i        ^  ■  [This,  and  Ibe  three  following  lines,  are  not  in  the  MSS.] 

^.^  ^        kV'')  '  [In  creeping  tbarongh  all  hor  reiiit  witbin. 

V  '  That  she  thereby  shall  raus  much  rutti  anil  woe.— J/S,] 
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With  Brittle  Joy :  myself  will  not  be  least, 

But  after  me  comes  Death  and  deadly  Pitin. 
Thus  shall  ye  march,  till  we  return  again,' 
Meanwhile,  sit  still,  and  here  I  shall  you  show 
Such  wonders,  that  at  last  with  one  aucord 
Ye  shall  relent,  and  say  that  now  you  know 
Love  rules  the  world,  Love  it  a  mighty  lord.* 

[OuPtB  with  kU  tfuiin  entt7'eth  iiUo  KtNi 
TAMC'tiKD's  palace. 


ACT  L,  SCENE  S 


GiSMUNDA  iji  purple  Cometh  out  of  Iter  chamber, 

attended  by/our  maidt  that  are  the  Chortu. 


isteadfast  state  of  mor- 


"  GiSMUSDA.    0  V 

tal  things ! 
Who  trust  this  world,  leans  to  a  brittle  stay : 
Such  fickle  fruit  hta  flattering  bloom  forth  brink's, 
Ere  it  be  ripe,  it  falleth  to  decay," 
The  joy  and  bliss  that  late  1  did  possess, 
lu  wed  at  will,  with  one  I  loved  best, 
la  turned  now  into  so  deep  distress, 
As  teacheth  me  to  know  the  world's  unrest.' 
For  neither  wit  nor  princely  stomachs  serve 
Against  his  force,  that  slays  without  respect 
The  noble  and  the  wretch :  ne  doth  reserve 
So  much  as  one  for  worthiness  elect. 
Ah  me,  dear  lord !  what  well  of  tears  may  serve 

>  [This,  Bud  the  fire  preceding  linea,  ore  not  in  tb«  MS3.] 
*      [Lo,  lliii  before  vaur  eyes  m>  trill  I  Kbow, 
That  ye  aliall  jiiUy  My  with  one  Mcord 
W(!  iDiut  relent  uid  yield ;  far  dow  ire  knoir 
Lore  rulea  the  norld,  love  only  is  the  lDrd.^^5,] 
'  [Hath  laught  me  plniu  to  know  oui  ilate's  uoKat. — if.''.] 
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To  feed  the  streams  of  my  foredulled  eyes, 

To  weep  thy  death,  as  thy  death  doth  deserve. 

And  wail  thy  want  in  fuU  sufficing  wise  1 

Ye  lamps  of  heaven,  and  all  ye  heavenly  powers,' 

Wherein  did  he  prorare  your  high  disdain  1 

He  never  sought  with  vast  huge  mountain  towers 

To  reach  aloft,  and  over-view  your  reign : 

Or  what  oflfence  of  mine  was  it  unwares. 

That  thus  your  fury  should  on  me  he  thrown. 

To  plague  a  woman  with  such  endless  cares  ? 

I  fear  that  envy  hath  the  heavens  this  shown  : 

The  sun  hie  glorious  virtues  did  disdain  ; 

Mars  at  his  manhood  mightily  repin'd ; 

Yea,  all  the  gods  no  longer  could  sustsjn, 

Each  one  to  be  excelled  in  his  kind. 

For  he  my  lord  surpass'd  them  every  one  ;  ^ 

Such  was  his  honour  all  the  world  throughout. 

But  now,  my  love,  oh  I  whither  art  thou  gone  1 

1  know  thy  ghoat  doth  hover  hereabout, 

Expecting  me,  thy  heart,  to  follow  thee  ; 

And  I,  dear  love,  would  fain  dissolve  this  strife. 

But  stay  awhile,  I  may  perhaps  foresee 

Some  means  to  be  diaburden'd  of  this  life, 

"  And  to  discharge  the  duty  of  a  wife,' 

Which  ia,  not  only  in  this  life  to  love. 

But  after  death  her  fancy  not  remove," 

Meanwhile  accept  of  these  our  daily  rites, 

Which  with  my  maidens  I  shall  do  to  thee, 


*  ro  mighty  Jora,  0  heavens  »nd  hearcnlj  poveis.^ SfS.] 

•  ITbig,  kod  tbe  next  line,  do  not  occur  in  ihe  MSa] 
'  [Tb;  Bprilc,  I  linoir,  dolh  linger  heroaboat 

And  looks  that  I,  poor  wretch,  ihould  after  come ; 

i  voold,  Qod  vot,  m;  lord,  if  so  I  mooght : 

But  jet  abide,  I  n>a;  perhaps  deviBc 

Some  way  lo  t>e  unburdened  of  mj  life. 

And  with  tn;  ghoat  approach  thee  in  aome  win 

To  do  therein  the  dntj  of  a  vHt.—MS.] 


1 
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Which  is  in  eongs  lo  cheer  our  dying  sprites      ,  . 

With  hymns  of  praises  of  thy  memory,  ^^^>-v^'C^i«'-*^ 

Quie  mUii  caaCio  uaadum  occurril? 


TJu:  snivj  I 


ACT  I,  SCENE  3. 

EHiifil,  Tancred  the  King  eoviHh  o 
his  palace  toith  kit  yuard. 


Tascbed.  Fmf  daughter,  I  have  sought  thee 

out  with  grief, 
To  eaae  the  sorrows  of  thy  vexed  heart. 
How  loug  wilt  thou  torment  thy  father  thus, 
Who  daily  dies  to  see  thy  needless  tears  ? 
!juch  bootless  plaints,  that  know  nor  mean  iiur 

end, 
Do  but  increase  the  floods  of  thy  lament ; 
.\nd  since  the  world  knows  weli  there  was  no  want 
In  thee  of  ought,  that  did  to  him  belong. 
Vet  all,  thou  seest,  could  not  his  life  prolong. 
Why   then    dost  thou    provoke   the    heavens   to 

wrath  I 
His  doom  of  death  was  dated  byjiis  stars, 
"  AnTTwho  IS  he  r.hfttmay"wiEl>  stand  his  fate  1 " 
By  these  comptaiTitssma![l  good  to  him  thou  dost, 
Much  grief  to  me,  more  hurt  unto  thyself, 
And  unto  nature  "reatest  wrong  of  all. 
GiSMUNDA.  Tell  me  not  of  the  date  of  uature'.i 

days, 
Then  in  the  April  of  her  springing  age : 
No,  no,  it  was  ray  cniel  destiny, 
That  spited  at  the  pleasance  of  my  life. 


...     .  e  frequent  in  our  old  plira.     See 

lote  OD  "  LoTe'i  Liboar  IjMt,"  ediL  of  Bhakspeare,  1T7G, 
'ol.  ii.  p,  *10. — Sttat'1%. 
VOt.  Vll.  0 


34 


TANCRED  AND  GISMUXDA. 


Tancred.    My  daughter   knows  the  proof  of 
nature's  course. 
"  For  as  the  heavens  do  guide  the  lamp  of  life, 
So  can  they  reach  no  farther  forth  the  flame, 
Than  whilst  with  oil  they  do  maintain  the  same." 
GisMCNDA.  Curst  be  the  stars,  and  vanish  may 
they  curst, 
Or  fall  from  heaven,  that  in  their  dire  aBpfeet  ^ 
Abridg'd  the  health  and  welfare  of  my  love. 

Tancred.  Gismund,  my  joy,  set  aU  these  griefs 
apart; 
"  The  more  thou  art  witli  lianl  mishap  Iwset, 
The    more    thy  jwitience    should    procure    thitu: 

GiSMUNDA.  ^Tiat  hope  of  hap  may  cheer  my 

hapless  chance  7 
What    sighs,    what    tears    may    countervail    my 

cares  1 
What  should  I  do,  but  still  his  dpAth  bewail. 
That  was  the  solace  of  my  life  and  Boul  ? 
Now,  now,  I  want  the  wonted  guide  and  stay 
Of  my  desires  and  of  my  wreakless  thouglits. 
My  lord,  my  love,  my  life,  my  liking  gone. 
In  whom  was  all  the  fulness  of  my  joy. 
To  whom  I  gave  the  first-fruits  of  my  love, 
Who  with  the  comfort  of  his  only  sight 
All  care  and  sorrows  could  &om  me  remove. 
But,  father,  now  my  joys  forepast  to  toll. 
Do  but  revive  the  horrors  of  my  helL 
As  she  that  seems  in  darkness  to  behold 
The  gladsome  pleasures  of  tiie  cheeri'ul  light. 
Takcred.  What  then  avails  thee  fruitless  tlius 

to  rue 
His  absence,  whom  the  heavens  cannot  return  1 
Impartial  death  thy  husband  did  subdue. 
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Yet  hiith  he  spar'd  thy  kiiisly  father's  life  : 

Wlio  during  litb  to  thee  a  douhle  stay,                    ■♦  '"* 

AsTatKer  ana  aa  husband,  will  remain,  i 

VTiih  double  love  to  ease  thy  widow's  want, 

Of  him  whoae  want  ia  cause  of  thy  complaint. 

Forbear  thou  therefore  all  these  needless  tears, 

That  nip  the  blossoms  of  thy  beauty's  pride. 

GiSMUNDA.  Father,  these  tears  love  chailengeth 
of  due, 

TANCRiS).  But  reason  eaitli  thou  shouldst   the 
same  subdue, 

GisMU.NDA.    His  funerals  are  yet  before   my 

sight. 

Takcred.  In  endless  moans  princes  should  not 

delight 
GiSiMUNDA.  The  turtle  pines  in  loss  of  her  true 

mate. 
Tascred.  And  ao  continues  poor  and  desolate. 
GiSMUNDA.    Who  can  forget  a  jewel  of    mch 

price  t 
TancRED.  She  that  hath  leani'd  to  master  her 

desires. 

Til  meanpRt,  wit,Sj_tfl  heiir  the  irreutest  ills." 

GissrPNDA,  So  plenteous  are  the  springs 
Of  sorrows  that  increase  my  passions. 
As  neither  reason  can  recure  ray  smart, 
Nor  can  your  care  nor  fatheriy  comfort 
Appease  the  stormy  combats  of  my  thoughts ; 
Such  is  the  sweet  remembrance  of  his  life. 
Then  give  me  leave  :  of  pity,  pity  me. 
And  as  I  can,  I  shall  aUay  these  griefs. 

Tancred.  These  solitary  walks  thou  dost  fre- 
quent. 
Yield  fresh  occasions  to  thy  secret  moans :                   ^H 
We  will  therefore  thou  keep  us  company,                       ^^^^^H 
Leaving  thy  maidens  with  their  harmony.                    ^^^^H 

b       1 
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Virgins,  witiidra 


Wend '  thou  ' 
selves. 

[Tancred   and  GlSMUNDA,  wil/i   tlie  guard. 
dfjMirt  into  the  palace;  the  fuur  maidenx 
\  tlay  bfhind,  at  Cliorus  to  the  Tragrdy. 

Chorus  1.  The  diverse  hai*  wliich  always  work 
our  care. 
Our  joys  ho  far,  our  woes  so  new  at  haod, 
Have  long  ere  this,  and  daily  do  declare 
The  fickle  foot  on  which  our  state  doth  stand. 

("  Who  plants  his  pleasures  here  to  gather  root. 
And  hopes  Ids  happy  life  will  still  endure, 
Let  him  behold  how  death  with  eteahng  foot 
Steps  in  when  he  shall  think  his  joys  most  sure.'' 
No  ransom  serveth  to  redeem  our  days 
If  prowess  could  preserve,  or  worthy  deeds, 
He  had  yet  liv'd,  whose  twelve  labours  displays 
His  endless  fame,  and  yet  his  liouour  spreads. 
And  that  great  kmg,^  that  with  so  small  a  power 
Bereft  the  mighty  Persian  of  his  crown, 
Doth  witness  well  our  life  is  but  a  flower, 
Th ouf^h  it  he  deck'i.1  witli  Jionour  and  ren own. 
Chorus  2.  "  What  grows  to-day  iiTTavuur  uf 
the  heaven. 


n  lhc"Eettini  from  Pama«ua,".]COR. act  v.ec.  4- 
'■Tboeiiij  comjiutoDi  itln  trltb  me  must  irnid  " 
George    a    Green    Pinner   of  Wikefield,"   [Dree 
-  --'  Paele,"  1861,  p.  259,  te.]— 


Redj  to  iH«d#n  on  my  plUirlnm^e, 
To  CuIiutiBTj  vUh  rul  dEVimt  coni 
Alexander. 
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Nura'd  witli  the  sua  and  with  the  showers  awt-et, 

Pluck'd  with  the  hand,  it  withereth  ere  even. 

So  pass  our  days,  even  as  the  rivers  Heet." 

The  valiant  Greeks,  that  unto  Traia  gave 

The  ten  years'  siege,  left  hut  their  names  behind. 

And  be  that  did  so  long  and  only  save 

His  father's  walls,'  found  there  at  lost  his  end. 

Proud  Kome  herself,  that  whilonte  kid  her  yoke 

On  the  wide  world,  and  vanquish'd  all  with  war, 

Yet  could  she  not  remove  the  fatal  stroke 

Of  death"  ffom~tBCBl""tiiat  stretch'd  her  pow'r  *■ 

&£_"      '~~ '^ ' ~~ 

Chorus  3.  Look,  what  the  cmel  sisters  onee 

decree'd, 
The  Thunderer  himself  cannot  remove  ; 
They  are  the  ladies  of  our  destiny, 
To  work  beneath  what  is  conspiPd  above. 
But  happy  he  that  ends  this  mortal  life 
By  speedy  death ;  who  is  not  forc'd  to  see 
The  many  cares,  nor  feel  the  sundry  griefs, 
Whieh  wo  sustain  in  woe  and  misery. 
1  Here  fortune  rules  who,  when  she  list  to  play, 
WbidetE"her  wheel,  and  bnugs  ihe  hi;;h  tull  low  : 
To-morrow  takea,  what  she  liatli  given  to-dar. 
To  snow  shp  pan  flrlYaii'^i^  ""'I  "YfTthrow' 
Not  Huripus"  (unquiet  flood)  so  oft 
Ebbs  in  a  day,  and  flowetli  to  and  fro, 
As  fortune's  change  plucks  <lown  that  was  aloft. 
And  mingleth  joy  with  interchange  of  woo. 


*  SKrij 


I  Euboieai,  OT  CAaUidirTi 


w  paesnge  of 


tbe  Gtilf  of  NcgrvpoHt,  It  ebbs  and  Bows  tejea  limes  every 
day  :  the  reuon  of  wliich.  it  ia  asud,  when  Arietotle  coald 
not  find,  he  threw  himHelf  into  the  ee&  with  Iheee  woHb  : 
Quia  ttjo  von  eapiu  te.  tu  eapiat  me.  Sir  Thomas  Brawn,  in 
hia  "  Enquirie*  inlo  Valgar  Erron,"  b.  viL  e.  14,  tppeirs  to 
hare  been  not  uliB&ed  with  tbii  account  of  Ariittolle'i  death, 
which  he  has  taken  soma  poina  to  render  doubtful. 


I> 
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Chorus  4.  "  Who  lives  below,  and  feeleth  not 
the  strokes,  O^ 

Which  dften-times  on  highest  towers  do  fall,  -u 

Nor  blustering  winds,  wherewith  the  strongest  oaks  .^ 
Are  rent  and  torn,  his  life  is  sur'st  of  all :"  ^ 

For  he  may  fortune  scorn,  that  hath  no  power         »^ 
On  him,  that  is  well  pleas'd  with  his  estate  :  ^ 

He  seeketh  not  her  sweets,  nor  fears  her  sour,  -c 

But  lives  contented  in  his  quiet  rate,  dU 

And  marking  how  these  worldly  things  do  vade,^    ftr 
Rejoiceth  to  himself,  and  laughs  to  see  ^ 

The  folly  of  men,  that  in  their  wits  have  made       _^ 
Fortune  a  goddess,  placed  in  the  sky.  r^ 

[Exegit  RoD.  Staf.^ 

Finis  Actus  L 


ACT  II.,  SCENE  1. 

GiSMUNDA  AND  LUCRECE. 

GiSMUNDA  D^  aunt,  my  sole  companion  in 
distress. 
And  true  copartner  of  my  thoughtful  cares  : 
When  with  myself  I  weigh  my  present  state, 
Comparing  it  with  my  forepassed  days, 
New  heaps  of  cares  afresh  begin  t'  assay 
My  pensive  heart,  as  when  the  glittering  rays 
Of  bright  Phoebus  are  suddenly  o'erspread 
With  dusky  clouds,  that  dim  his  golden  light : 


k\.  O.^ 


*  [Go],    So  act  ii.  sc.  8 — 

"  Therefore  mj  coansel  is  you  shall  not  stir,   ^-  ^  '"^  '  "^  ,.  ^ 

Nor  fiuther  voadt  in  such  a  case  as  tills."  iOvi.*.^  (\\^  ,^--  -   . 

And  in  Turberrile'g  "  Tragical  Tales,"  1587-  ■  -  •  -^  -^"'^' ' 


**  Eare  thou  doe  vaadt  so  farre,  revoke 
to  minde  the  bedlam  hoy. 
That  in  his  forged  wings  of  waxe 
reposed  too  great  a  Joj."     ,t         ^         \\  (      i       I 


fv:'  ch  -lU.    -nu  I  '\y     \ 

<^(^*jc  voiceless    S    ;  ^c-.<!e.    KM 


/ 
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Namely,  wlieti  I,  laid  in  my  widow's  bedj 
Amid  the  silence  of  the  quiet  night, 
With  curious  thought  the  fleeting  course  obst;rve 
Of  cla<Uorae  youth,  how  soon  his  flower  decays,  ^ 
"  How  time  once  past  may  never  have  recourse, 
No  more  than  may  the  running  streams  revert 
To  climb  the  hills,  when  they  been  rolled  down 
The  hollow  vales.     There  is  no  curious  art, 
\or  worldly  power :  no,  not  the  gods  can  hold 
The  sway  of  flying  time,  nor  hira  return. 
When  he  is  past :  all  things  unto  his  might 
Must  bend,  and  yield  unto  the  iron  teeth 
Of  eating  time."     This  in  the  shady  ni^ht 
WHien  I  record  :  how  soon  ray  youth  withdraws 
I  Itself  away,  how  swift  my  pleasant  spring 
Runs  out  his  race, — this,  this,  aunt,  is  the  cause, 
jWhen  I  advise  me  satlly'  on  this  thing. 
That  make»  my  heart  in  pensive  dumps  dismay'd. 
For  if  I  should  mv  sprineing  vearB  neglect. 
And  suffer  youth  fniitleas  to  fade  away  ; 
Whereto  live  1 1  or  whup-tn  wm  T  hnrn  i 
Wherefore  hath  nature  deck'd  me  with  her  grace  t 
\Vhy  have  1  tasted  these  delights  oi  love, 


I 


*  Sadly,  in  moit  of  our  (ncietil  vriten.  !•  Died  u  licre 
for  Krimidg.  So  in  Nmh'B  "  LeoWn  Stuflf,"  IfiBB  :  "  Naj-, 
I  Kill  Uy  no  iTRgers,  tor,  now  I  pcrponder  more  latlli/  uiKin 
it,  I  think  1  am  out  indeed." 

Aroin,  in  Hill's  ■'  Cbroniele,"  IGGO,  fa.  2 :  "  Uii  coa.vn 
^-ermune  vras  nowe  brought  to  th»t  trade  of  livjnge,  ih'il 
he  title  or  DOthjnge  regarded  the  counuull  of  bie  unrtei, 
nor  of  other  ^rave  and  laddr  peraonei,  but  did  ■]]  thytige 
nl  his  pleaaure." 

In  Aachsm'ii  "  Toxophilue,"  1E71  :  "  And  wlien  I  sairenot 
you  intouge*  thvm,  but  at  iha  last  «pyeil  you  lookinge  on 
your  bookc  here  lo  tadlye,  1  thought  to  como  and  liold  you 
ivilh  gome  connnuDication." 

And  iD  Warton'a  "Life  of  Sir  Thomaa  Pope,"  p.  30  : 
•'Wherein  i«»n  ahbeenainydlhime  Alice  Kitiherbert,  of  the 
o^e  Lx  yeire«,  a  rery  nifitc,  diicreate,  and  relegyouB  (roman. ' 


I 
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And  felt  the  sweets  of  Hymeneus'  bed  t 
But  to  a&y  Gooth,  dear  aunt,  it  is  not  I, 
Sole  iLud  alone,  can  thoa  content  to  spend 
My  cheerful  yean :  m^JatJieE-HdlLuot-fitill 
Prolong  mr  mouriiuigs,  wliich  have  griev'il  lii 
Then  this  I  crave 


1 


And  pli 

To  be  resolved  of  his  pniicely 

For,  stood  it  with  the  pleaaure  of  his  will 

To  marry  me,  my  fortune  is  not  such, 

So  hard,  that  1  so  long  should  stiil  persist 

Makeless  alone  in  woful  widowhood. 

And  shall  I  tell  mine  aunt  1     Come  hither  then, 

Give  me  that  hand :  By  thine  own  right  hand, 

1  charge  thy  heart  my  counsels  to  conceal. 

Late  have  1  seen,  and  aeeing  took  dehght, 

^  An^witn  delight.  1  will  not  say,  l  iflyo 
A  pnnce,  an  earl,  a  county  m  the  court. 
But  love  and  dutylorce  me  to  reTfaiii, 
And  drive  away  these  fond  afTecttoos, 
Submitting  them  unto  my  father's  hest. 
But  this,  good  aunt,  this  is  my  chiefest  pain, 
Because  I  stand  at  such  uncertain  stay. 

J>  For,  if  my  kingly  father  would  decree 
His  flnal  doom,  that  1  must  lead  my  life 
Such  as  I  do,  I  would  content  me  then 
To  frame  my  fancies  to  his  princely  hest, 
And  as  I  might,  endure  the  grief  thereof. 
But  now  his  silence  doubleth  all  my  doubts, 
Wiiilst  my  suspicious  thoughts  'twixt  hoj)e  and 

fear 
Distract  me  into  sundry  passions : 
Therefore,  good  aunt,  this  labour  must  be  yours. 
To  understand  my  father's  will  herein, 
For  well  I  know  your  wisdom  knows  the  means, 
So  shall  you  both  allay  my  stormy  thoughts, 
And  bring  to  quiet  my  unquiet  mind. 
LucRECK  Sufficeth  this,  good  niece,  that  you 
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fur  I  perceivu  what  sundry  pasaions 
Strive  in  your  breast,  which  oftentimes  ere  this 
Your  couDtenance  contiised  did  bewray. 
The  ground  whereof  since  I  perceive  to  grow 
On  juBt  respect  of  this  jrour  £ole  estate, 
And  sldlfuf  care  of  fleeting  youth's  decay. 
Your  wise  foresight  such  sorrowing  to  escliew 
I  much  commend,  and  promise  as  I  may 
To  break  this  matter,  and  impart  your  mind 
Uuto  your  father,  and  to  work  it  so. 
As  )Hith  your  honour  shall  not  be  iui>eacli'd, 
Nor  hi>  unsatisfied  of  your  deaire. 
Be  you  no  farther  grieved,  but  return 
Into  your  chamber.     I  ahatl  take  this  charge, 
And  you  shall  shortly  truly  underHtand 
What  I  have  wrought,  and  what  the  kiug  affirms. 
GlsMUNDA,  I  leave  you  to  the  fortune  of  my 

[Gism'NDA  ilfpnrielh  into  hrr  chitmhrr, 
LuCRBCB  abiding  on  the  ita-jt. 
LrcRKCE.  The  heavens,  I  hope,  will  favour  your 
request. 
My  niece  shall  not  impute  the  cause  to  be 
In  my  default,  her  will  should  want  effect : 
But  in  the  kiug  is  all  my  doubt,  iest  he 
My  suit  for  her  new  marriage  should  reject. 
Yet  shall  I  prove  him :  and  I  heard  it  said, 
He  means  'Tijg  flyi'iiim;  iy  t,h<>  park  fg  \>}\v>- ' 
Hero  will  I  wait  attending;  '  ' 


'  Formerly  this  divemian  tu  u  mnch  followed  in  tli« 
evening,  u  U  wu  at  an  curlier  hour  in  Iho  diy.  In  "  Lanc- 
hatn'a  Account  of  the  EnlerlainmeDt  at  Kenelworth  Castle," 
we  End  that  Queea  Elinbcth  sInayE,  while  there,  hunted  in 
the  afiernooD.  "  Mooday  waa  hot.  and  tlierelore  bcr  bigh- 
nesa  kept  in  till  JIrt  a  tlot  in  tJit  retting;  what  lime  it 
pleai'd  to  o'de  forth  into  the  cbaai  too  hunt  the  hart  of 
ion :  which  found  anon,  and  after  Bor«  ehated,"  &c.   .Again, 
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ACT  IL,  SCENE  2. 

TancRED  ooToel/i,  out  of  his  palace  with  GUISCARD, 
tht  County  Palurin,  Jclio,  tlu  Lord  Cham- 
berlain,  Renuchio,  captain  of  hit  guaij,  all 
ready  to  hunt. 

Tancred.  Uncouple  all  our  hounds ;  lords,  to 
thechaae — 
Fair  sister  Lucre[ce],  what's  the  news  with  you  T 
LucRKCE.  Sir,  as  I  always  have  eroploy'd  my 
power 
And  faithful  service,  such  as  lay  in  me. 
In  my  best  wise  to  honour  you  and  yours : 
So  now  my  bounden  duty  moveth  me 
Your  majesty  most  humbly  to  entreat 
With  patient  ears  to  understand  the  state 
Of  my  poor  niece,  your  daughter. 

Tancred.  What  of  her  ? 

Is  she  not  well  1    Enjoys  she  not  her  health  1 
Say,  sister :  ease  me  of  this  jealous  fear  t 

LuCRECK.  She  lives,  my  lord,  and  hath  her  out- 
ward health ; 
But  all  the  danger  of  her  sickness  lies 
In  the  disquiet  of  her  princely  mind. 

Tancred.  Resolve  me  ;  what  afflicts  iny  daugh- 
ter sot 
Ldcrec£.  Since  when  the  princess  hath  entorab'd 
her  lord. 
Her  late  deceased  husband  of  renown ; 
Brother,  I  see,  and  very  well  perceive, 

"  Munda;  the  IS  of  tbi>  Julj,  tba  weather  being  hot,  her 
highnets  kept  the  cutle  for  coolneu,  till  sboat^iK  a  dok, 
her  majeetj  in  the  ehue,  banted  the  hart  (ai  ijefore)  of 
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Bufas  she  lives,  so  living  m^  she  feel 
Such  passions  as  our  tender  hearts  oppress, 
Subject  unto  th'  impressions  of  desire  ; 
FotJKgllJ  wot  my  niece  ffaa  nnvpr  wm ugl 1 1 
Of  steel,  nor  carved,  from  the^  stony  rock  ; 
Such  st«rn  banlness  we  ought  not  to  exjiect 
In  her,  whose  princely  heart  and  springing  years 
Yet  fiow'ring  in  the  chiefest  heat  of  youth. 
Is  led  of  force  to  feed  on  such  conceits, 
As  easily  beialls  that  age,  wliich  asketh  ruth 
Of  them,  whom  nature  bindetb  by  foresight 
Of  their  grave  years  and  careful  love  to  reach 
The  things  that  are  above  their  feeble  force  : 

And  for  that  cause,  dread  lord,  although 

Tancred.  Sister,  I  say. 
If  you  esteem  or  ought  i-espect  my  life. 
Her  honour  and  the  welfare  of  our  house. 
Forbear,  and  wade'  no  farther  in  this  speech. 
Your  words  are  wounils.     I  very  well  perceive 
The  purpose  of  this  smooth  oration  : 
Tliis  I  suspected,  when  you  first  began 
This  fair  discourse  with  us.     la  this  the  end 
Of  all  our  hopes,  that  we  have  promised 
Unto  ourself  by  this  her  widowhood ) 
Would  our  dear  daughter,  would  our  only  joy, 
Would  she  forsake  na  1  would  she  leave  us  now. 
Before  she  hnth  clos'd  up  our  dying  eyes. 
And  with  her  tears  bewail'd  our  funeral  t 
No  other  solace  <loth  her  father  crave  ; 
Butjwhilst  the  fates  maintain  his  dving  life. 
Her  healthful  presence  glad^me  tg  \\\p  ao"l , 
Which  rather  than  he  wilUng  would  forego, 

I  His  heart  desires  the  bitter  taste  of  death. 
Her  late  marriage  hath  tanglit  us  to  our  grief, 
L 


'  ThM  i^pi'ttcttd  no /HrtkVi 
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That  in  the  fruits  of  her  perpetual  sight 
ConsistB  the  only  comfort  and  relief 
Of  our  unwieldy  age  ;  for  what  delight. 
What  joy,  what  comfort,  have  wc  in  this  world  ; 
Now  grown  in  years,  and  overworn  with  eares. 
Subject  unto  the  sudden  stroke  of  death. 
Already  falling,  like  the  mellowed  fruit, 
And  dropping  by  degrees  into  our  grave  1 
fbttt  what  revives  us,  what  maintains  our  soul 
'iVi'ithin  the  prison  of  our  wither'd  breast, 
jlBut  our  Gismunda  and  ber  cheerful  sight  t 
0  daughter,  daughter  !  what  desert  of  mine, 
'Wherein  have  I  been  ao  unkind  to  thee, 
Thou  shouldst  desire  to  make  my  naked  house 
Yet  once  again  stand  desolate  by  thee  I 
0,  let  such  fancies  vanish  with  their  thoughts ; 
Tell  her  I  am  her  father,  whose  estatfi. 
Wealth,  honour,  life,  and  all  that  we  possess, 
Wholly  relies  upon  her  presence  here. 
Tell  her,  I  must  account  her  all  my  joy. 
Work  as  she  will :  but  yet  she  were  unjust 
To  haste  his  death,  that  liveth  by  her  sight. 

LucRECK  Her  gentle  heart  abliors  sucii  nitli- 
lesB  thoughts. 

Tancred.  Then  let  her  not  give  place  to  thesr. 
desires. 

LuCRECE.    She  craves  the  right  that  natun- 
challengeth. 
V  Tancred.    Tell    her,    the    king    comniandcth 
otherwise. 

LuCRECE.    The   king's    commandment    always 
should  be  jusL 

Tancred.  Whate'er  it  be,  the  king's  command 
is  just. 

Lucreck.  Just  to  command :  but  justly  most 
he  charge. 

Tancred.  He  chargeth  justly  that  commands 
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LucRECE.   The  king's  command  eonrems  the 

body  best. 
TanC'RED.  The  king  commands  obedience  of  the 

mind. 
LucRECE.  That  ia  exempted  by  the  law  ef  kind. 
Tanpred.  That  law  of  kind'  to  children  duth 

belong. 
LuciiEck.  In  dueobedience  to  their  open  WTongl 
Tancked.  1  then,  as  king  and  father,  will  exim- 

mand. 
LucRKCK  No  more  tlian  may  with  right  of 

reason  stand. 
Tancreii.    Thou   knowest  our  mind,    resolve* 
her,  depart — 
lleturu  the  cliase,  we  have  been  chaa'd  enough. 

[Tancred  raumelh  into  hid  palace,  and 
leavttK  the  hunt. 
LucRECE.  He  cannot  bear,  anger  hatb  fitoppd 
his  ears, 
Ant^  fivpr-lnvH  bin  iud^ent  hath  decav'd. 
Ah,  my  poor  niece !  I  shrewdly  fear  thy  cause, 
Tliy  just  complaint,  shall  never  be  reliev'd, 


ACT  II.,  SCENE  3. 
GlSMUNDA  eotiuth  alone  out  of  her  cfutmler. 

GiRMUNDA.  By  tliis  I  hope  my  aunt  bath  mo^ 
the  king. 


'  Acquaint  ber  irith  m;  rcBolutioD.  To  raolrc,  hovevcr, 
wiB  (omcllniM  used  for  ennrina,  or  nadt/jf,  U  may  Iherv- 
fora  mean,  tvnrina  her  of  the  propritty  of  my  tmmaiHf.  So 
in  Middleton'B  "  More  DiaBcmbleiB  buidei  Women,"  act  i. 


k 


igirfptifeeilBB  10  four  Umiht*,  lidT, 
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And  knows  his  mind,  and  makes  return  to  me 

To  end  at  once  all  tliis  mrplexity. 

Lo,  where  she  staniis.    O,  how  my  trembling  heart 

In  doubtful  thoughts  panteth  within  my  breast. 

For  in  her  message  dolh  rely  my  smart, 

Or  the  aweet  quiet  of  my  troubled  mind. 

LuCRECE.  Niece,  on  the  point  you  lately  willeil 
me 
To  treat  of  with  the  king  on  your  behalf, 
I  brake  even  now  with  him  so  far,  till  he 
In  stiddeu  ra^  of  grief,  ere  I  scarce  had 
My  tale  out-told,  pray'd  me  to  stint  my  suit. 
As  that  from  whii-h  his  mind  abhorred  most. 
And  well  I  see  his  fancy  to  refute, 
Ib  but  displeasure  gain*d  and  labour  lost. 
So  firmly  fixed  stands  his  kingly  will 
That,  till  his  body  shall  be  laid  in  t;ravi', 

In  marriiif^e  to  any  pnnce  on-peer — 
Thn"i3  tiis  final  resolutian. 

GiSUUNDA.    A    resolution    that    resolves     my 
blood 
Into  the  icy  drops  of  Lethe's  flood. 


^ 


B  right  ii 


expluiatian ;  it  is  eo  used  ii 


Reed  ii   .  „ 
Chaptn«n'ii "  M«y  Dbj,"  act  i.  > 

"Tell  her  Buch  >  man  will  mcivt  ber  naming  me."— 
"Anc.  Dram.,"  vol.  yi.  p.  0. — GilekrUt, 

(A  fe«  lines  further  on  in  the  tcit,  howerer,]  raalre  has 
the  rame  meaniiif;  aa  di>ii>lce  ;  and  so  in  Lyly't  "  Knphaes 
and  hii  England,"  p.  38  :  "1  eonld  be  content  to  rtiolvt 
mj$t]U  into  tearei  to  rid  thee  of  trouble." 

Marlowe,  an  qnotcd  in  "EnglFind's  pBrnaMus."  1600,  p. 
4S0  [see  Dyce'e  "Marlowe,"  iii.,  30]],  uaea  it  in  tlie  mme 
wny— 

'■  No  BoUen  Chriiimll  bm  a  Richer  ni!n*, 
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Lui'BECE.  Therefore  my  couneet   is,  you  simll 
not  Btir, 
Nor  farther  wade  in  such  a  caau  as  this  : 
But  aince  his  will  is  grounded  on  your  lore, 
And  that  it  lies  in  you  to  save  or  spill 
His  old  forecasted  age,  you  ought  t'  eschew 
The  tiling  that  grieves  bo  much  his  crazed  heart, 
y  And  in  the  state  you  stand  content  yourself: 
And  let  tlus  thought  appease  your  troubled  miud, 
That  in  your  hands  relies  your  father's  death 
Or  blissful  life  ;  and  since  without  your  sight 
He  cannot  live,  nor  can  his  thoughts  endure 
Your  hope  of  marriage,  you  must  then  relent,    SCt  4v— i^-^  w/d 
I  And  overrule  these  fond  atiections  ;  .Jj^  A^^2a\ 

\  Lest  It  be  said  you  wrought  your  father's  end. 

GiSMltN'DA.  Dear  aunt,  1  ha^'e  with  patient  eai-K 
endur'd 
The  hearing  of  my  father's  hard  behest ; 
And  aince  I  see  that  neither  I  myself, 
Nor  your  request,  can  so  prevail  with  him, 
Nor  any  sage  advice  persuade  his  mind 
To  grant  me  my  desire,  in  willing  wise 
I  must  Buhmit  me  unto  his  command, 
And  frame  my  heart  to  serve  liis  majesty. 
And  (as  I  may)  to  drive  away  the  thoughts 
That  diversely  distract  my  passions. 
Which  as  I  can,  I'll  labour  to  suhduo. 
But  sore  I  fear  I  shall  but  toil  in  vain. 
Wherein,  good  aunt,  I  roust  desire  your  pain. 

LvcRKCE.  What  lies  in  me  by  comfort  or  advice, 
I  shall  discharge  with  all  humility. 

[GlSUUNDA  and  LUCRECE  drpart  intii 

GiSMUNDA's  ehatnbtr. 


»  bnQliei,  midii  thHo  in 
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Chorus  1.  Who  marks  our  former  times  uml 
present  years, 
AVhat  we  are  now,  and  looks  what  we  have  been. 
He  cannot  but  lament  with  bitter  tears 
The  great  decay  ami  change  of  all  women. 
For  .as  the  world  wore  on.  and  waxed  old, 

So  that  that  age,  that  whilome  wan  of  gold, 
Is  worse  than  brass,  more  vile  than  iron  now. 
The  times  were  such  {that  if  we  aught  beUeve 
Of  elder  days),  women  examples  ware 
Of  rare  virtues  :  Lucrece.  diadain'd  to  live 
Longer  than  chaate ;  and  boldly  without  fear 
Took  sharp  revenge  on  her  enforced  heart 
With  her  own  hands :  for  that  it  not  withstood 
The  wanton  will,  but  yielded  to  the  force 
Of  proud  Tarquin,  who  bought  her  fame  with  blood. 
Chorus  3,  Qiif>p^  ^rt^tmisin  thought  an  lieap  of 
stones 
(Although  they  were  the  wonder  of  that  age)  -^ 
A  worthless  grave,  wherein  to  rest  the  bones 
Of  her  dear  lord,  but  with  bold  courage 
She  drank  his  heart,  and  made  her  lovely  breast 
His  tomb,  and  failed  not  of  wifely  faitli. 
Of  promis'd  love  and  of  her  bound  behest. 
Until  she  ended  had  her  days  by  death. 
Ulysses'  wife  (such  was  her  steadfastness) 
Abode  his  slow  return  whole  twenty  years  : 


See  alEO  Mr  SteeTena's  notes  on  the  "  Firat  Part  of  llenrv 
IV.,"  act  iv.  »c.  2,  »nd  "  CymlwIinB,"  act  v.  «o.  5. 

'  [Sad  Ihv  irriier  thig  ptusage  in  hia  mind  vhea  he  wrolc 
the  well-tiDowa  1iR«8  on  ShakcBpeare,  "  What  need  m]' 
Shakeapeare,"  &c,  irbich  occur  ia  the  folio  of  1032  !] 


I 
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And  Spent  her  youthful  days  in  pensiveness, 
Bathing  her  widow's  bed  with  hriuieh  tears.' 
Chorus  3.  The  stout  daughter  of  Cato,  Brutus' 
wife,  Portia. 
When  she  had  heard  his  death,  did  not  desire 
Longer  to  live :  and  lacking  use  of  knife 
(A  most  strange  thing)  ended  her  life  by  fire, 
And  ate  whot-buming  coals.     0  wortliy  dame  ! 

0  virtues  worthy  of  eternal  praise  ! 

The  flood  of  Lethe  cannot  wash  out  thy  fame, 
To  others'  great  reproach,  shame,  and  dispraise. 
Chohus  4    Rare   are   those   TJrt.iiPH   now   in 
wi)Pbti'b  mind  I 
\Vhere  shall  we  seek  such  jewels  passing  strange ) 
Scarce  can  you  now  among  a  thouEond  find 
One  woman  stedfast :  all  delight  in  change. 
Mark  but  thia  princess,  that  lamented  here 
Oflate  BO  Eorelier  noble  husband's  death. 
Aiigt,hmip;hf.  t.n  [ivp  nlnnn  wir,tini7l.  a.  phppr  ■ 
BeTibId  how  soon  s lie  chiuiKed  hath  that  hreath  ! 

1  think  those  ladies  that  have  lived  'tofiM-e^ 
I  A  mirror  and  a  glnsa  t,A  wnnirnlrind  ; 

By" those  their  virtues  they  did  set  such  store, 
That  unto  us  they  none  bequeath'd  behind ; 
j  Eke  in  bo  many  years  we  might  have  seen 
Ab  virtaous  as  ever  they  have  been. 

Chorus  I.  Yet  let  not  us  maidens  condemn  our 
kind. 
Because  our  virtues  are  not  all  so  rare : 
For  we  may  freshly  yet  record  in  mind, 
There  lives  a  virgin.'  one  without  conipare^ 
Who  of  &1I  graces  hath  her  heavenly  share  : 


X 


■  [Theaecond  CfaoruBM  leitTe  off  abruptly  wilh  Ihk  vatil, 
llio  third  ClioruB  Uklns  up  the  narralivc] 

•  A  cotnpUment  to  Queen  Elizabeth.— S.  F. 

U  WBB,  m  Mr  SleeveiiB  observeB,  no  unoomnjon  thini;  lo 
introduce  ■  compUmetU  to  Queen  Eliwbetli  iu  Iha  body  of 
VOL.  VII.  D 
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In  whoie  reno'WTL  and  for  whose  happy  darsu 
\jX  va  Ttcf^  this  pjgn  of  her  praise. 

CaiUanL 

Fixis  Actus  IL    Per  Hex.  No.* 


*  p«*T,    %t»  **  Mjdsommer'i  NighiVDreftm,**  met  u.  sc  2. 
>/«  *^  *  UwriB-e,"  act  T.  ac  Uit. 

•  FfvytW/  He«fT  Xoel.  rooager  brother  to  Sir  Andrew 
X'let,  m4  4««  of  the  ipentlemen  pensioneri  to  Queen  Elira- 
vsfJk ;  %  mmo^  ttj«  Wood,  of  excellent  parta.  and  veil  skilled 
lA  mmk^,.  5Vse  "  Factr."  p.  145.  A  poem,  entitled,  "  Of  dis- 
^.aa^fal  iHphne,"  hf  3f  [attcr]  H.  Xowell,  is  printed  in  **  Enir- 
:4art's  H*:ie»>n,"  1  W>,  4to.  The  name  of  Mr  Henrr  Xovell 
a*iw>  »§yan  in  the  lisi  of  those  lords  and  gentlemen  that 
rvk  tt  ^  Ultint;   before  Qneen    Elizabeth.     See   Peele's 

**  \  ^Mkntyi  here  let  pa«  onremembered  a  worthy  frentle- 
fMth^  KUuOer  Henry  Koel,  brother  to  the  said  Sir  Andrew 
}f^^,  <vn<  ^  the  ii^entlemen  pensioners^  to  Qaeen  Elizabeth ; 
%  SMA  fm  p^no«a^,  parentage,  grace,  gesture,  valour,  and 
many  4:«4ellent  parts,  inferior  to  none  of  his  rank  in  the 
e^iurt;  wk^,  tboo^  bis  lands  and  livelihoods  were  but 
•mall,  baring  nothing  known  certain  but  his  annuity  and 
hi«  p<nMi«yn«  yet  in  state,  pomp,  magnificence  and  expenses. 
<iid  eqnalise  barons  of  great  worth.  If  any  shall  demand 
wb^m^  tliiii  proceeded,  I  must  make  answer  with  that 
.Hpanish  prorerb — 

'  AiptHiA  ^/tud  vUmne  de  arriba  nina%n»  lo prtffunia.* 
*  That  whfeb  eooMth  from  abore  let  no  one  qaeftUon.* 

"This  is  the  man  of  whom  Queen  Elizabeth  made  this 
4nigmatif;al  distich — 

'  Th*  wnrd  of  deoiat  and  letter  of  fifty, 
1»  that  fentleman's  name  that  will  nerer  be  thriftj. 

Ife,  lieing  challenged  (as  I  have  heard)  by  an  Italian 
gentleman  at  the  baioune  (a  kind  of  play  with  a  great  hall 
t/issed  with  wooden  braces  upon  the  arm),  used  therein  such 
violent  motion,  and  did  so  overheat  his  blood,  that  he  fell 
into  a  calenture,  or  burning  fever,  and  thereof  died,  Feb. 
*Zfif  \lj^(i,  and  was  by  her  majesty's  appointment  buried  in 
the  abbev  church  of  Westminster,  in  the  chapel  of  St 
Andrew.'— /ie/iion  in  Nicholas  *' LeieeaterahircJ*  vol.  iii. 
p,  249. 

I  nee  Pfck'i  "  Uft  of  Milton,"  p.  225,  for  the  Gkntlemen  Pensioners. 
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ACT  m.,  SCENE  1. 

Cupid.  So  now  they  feel  what  lordly  Love  can  <n>rT 
That  proudly  practise  to  deface  his  name ;  I 

In  vain  they  wraatle  with  eo  fierce  a  foe ; 
Of  little  Bparks  arise  a  blazing  flame. 

''  By  small  occasions  love  can  Idndle  heat, 
And  waste  the  oaken  breast  to  cinder  dust." 

Her  widow's  weeds,  and  burn  in  raging  lust:  _  / 
'Twas  1  eutbrc'd  her  father  to  deny 
Her  second  TngrrBlse  tg  any  peci* ; 
'Twaa  1  aliur'il  her  once  again  to  try 
The  sour  sweets  that  lovers  buy  too  dear. 
The  CountyTPaluririjjinian  right  wise, 

A  man  nf  ^vqiijqfff  jm^ppfiATia^ 

1  have  like  wounded  with  her  piercing  eyea, 

These  two  wliall  joy  in  tasting  ofmy  sweet, 
To  make  them  prjjvff  Tnf\Tf  fn^linglylhn  grief 
That  t.;M»r  h""f:'i  ■  <*"■•  »!""■  *>"""'■  jifyti  "h""  fleet. 
Their  dole  shall  be  incn^as'd  wJt.hnnt-.  rt-byf 
Thus  Love  shall   make  worldlings  to  know  his 

fi^fc; — 
Thus  Lore  shall  force  great  princes  to  obey ; 
Thus  Love  shall  daunt  each  proud,  rebelling  spirit ; 
Thus  Love  shall  wreak  his  wrath  on  their  decay. 
Their  ghosts  shall  give  black  hell  to  understand, 
How  great  and  wonderful  a  god  is  Love  : 
And  tnis  shall  learn  the  ladies  of  this  land 
With  patient  minds  his  mighty  power  to  prove. 

Henrv  >'nel  wu  the  second  w>n  of  Sir  Edn&rd  Koel,  of 
D&tbj,  iiy  bii  second  wife,  Elixabeth,  daughter  and  heir  of 

Williani  HoptoQ,  of ,  Shropshire,  relict  of  Sir  John 

Perjent,  Knt.— /( ~" 


'tr^' 


'#i 


of ,  Shropshi 

irf.,  25t.-Gi/driH 
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From  whence  I  did  descend,  now  will  I  taonnt 
To  Jore  and  all  the  gods  in  their  delights : 
In  throne  of  triumph  there  will  I  recount, 
How  I  by  eharp  revenge  on  mortal  wights 
Have  taught  the  earth,  and  learned  hellish  sprites 

fTo  yield  with  fear  their  stubborn  hearts  to  Love, 
Lest  their  ^liaHftin    his  plagues   and  vengeance 
prove.  [CuriD  remounUth  into  the  l^vena. 

ACT  IIL,  SCENE  2. 

LUCEECE  eomdh  out  of  GisuimDA's  chamber 

Klitary. 
LUCRECE.  Pity,  that  moveth  eveiy  gentle  heart 
To  rue  their  griefs,  that  be  distrese'd  in  pain, 
Enforceth  me  to  wail  my  niece's  smart. 
Whose  tender  breast  no  long  time  may  sustain 
The  restless  toil,  that  her  unquiet  mind 
Hath  caus'd  her  feeble  body  to  endure ; 
But  why  it  is  (alack  !)  I  must  not  find. 
Nor  know  the  man,  by  whom  I  might  procure 
Her  remedy,  as  I  of  duty  ought. 
As  to  the  law  of  kinship  doth  belong. 
With  careful  heart  the  secret  means  I  sought, 
Though  small  efiiect  is  of  my  travail  sprung  : 
Full  often  as  I  durst  I  have  assay'd 
With  humble  words  the  princess  to  require 
To  name  the  man  which  she  hath  so  denay'd,^ 

^  In  the  tonner  ediUon,  the  irord  dtnay'd  ■ww  altered  to 
the  men  modem  one  of  dtny'd.  Dmay'd,  however,  was  the 
nncient  manDer  of  tpelliiiK  iL  So  in  the  "  Second  Part  of 
Heniy  VI.,"  »ct  i.  lo.  8— 

•'  Th*B  let  hln  bo  doMir'd  the  rcgiMitihlp.'' 
Again,  in  the  "  First  Part  of  Jeronimo,"  IBOS— 

And  in  "  Osmmer  Qurton'i  Needle  " — 

"  Lok^  M  I  baTt  pmnlicd,  I  will  not  dauy  U.' 

—CoUirr. 
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That  it  abRsh'd  me  further  to  desire, 

Or  ask  from  whence  those  cloudy  thoughts  pro- 

Whose  stony  force,  that  smofey  aigha  forth  send, 
la  lively  witness  how  that  careful  dread 
And  hot  desire  within  her  do  contend  ; 
Yet  she  denies  what  she  confess'd  of  yore. 
And  then  conjoin'd  me  to  conceal  tho  same  ; 
She  loved  once,  she  saith,  but  never  more, 
Nor  ever  will  her  fancy  thereto  frame. 
Though  daily  I  observed  in  my  breast 
'What  sharp  conflicts  disquiet  her  so  sore. 
That  heavy  sleep  cannot  procure  her  rest, 
But  fearful  dreams  present  her  evermore 
Most  hideous  sights  her  quiet  to  molest ; 
That  starting  oft  therewith,  she  doth  awake, 
To  muse  upon  those  fancies  which  torffieat 
Her  thoughtful  heart  wiSh-hciiDr,  tfiat  doth  make 
Her  cold  chill  sweat  break  forth  incontinent 
From  her  weak  liraba.    Ajid  while  the  quiet  night 
Gives  others  rest,  she,  tui3iijigJo-«»i-fro, 
Doth  TTJnh  ffr  iltiy    but  when  the  day  brings 

light. 
She  keeps  her  bed,  there  to  record  her  woe. 
Ab  soon  aa  when  she  riseth,  flowing  tears 
Stream  down  her  cheeks,  immixed  with  deniUy 

groans, 
Whgtetiylierinward  aorrow  go  appears. 
That  as  8alE~tears1he  cruel  cause  bemoans. 
In  case  she  be  constrained  to  abide 
In  prease'  of  company,  she  scarcely  may 


'  PrtoM  tlgaiSta  a  eromd  or  mtiltiluile,  or       , 
of  a  nunftcr  nf  ptnoni,     Su  in   "Dunon  and  PJttiiu," 
vol.  iv.,  pp.  «,  fiS— 

"Tha  Klsf  li  at  band,  lUndclMe  In  tkiprtatt,  bcwtn,"ic. 
AadMU.— 

^'Awij  Trom  the  piiioaer,  what  a  pruuEuTc  vobervl" 
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Her  trembling  voice  restrain  it  be  not  spy'd. 
From  careful  plainta  her  Borrows  to  bewray. 
By  which  restraint  the  force  doth  bo  increase, 
When  time  and  place  give  liberty  to  plain. 
That  as  small  streams  from  running  never  cease, 
Till  they  return  into  the  seas  again ; 
So  her  Uments,  we  fear,  will  not  amend, 
Before  they  bring  her  princely  life  to  end. 
To  others'  talk  when  as  she  should  attend, 
Her  heaped  cares  her  senses  so  oppress, 
That  what  they  speak,  or  whereto  their  words 

She  knows  not,  as  her  answers  do  expresB. 

Her  chief  delight  is  still  to  be  alone, 

Her  pensive  thoughts  within  themselves  debate  : 

But  whereupon  this  restless  life  is  grown, 

Since  I  know  not,  nor  how  the  same  t'sbate  ; 

I  can  no  more  but  wish  it  as  I  may, 

That  he  which  knows  it,  would  the  same  allay, 

For  which  the  Muses  with  my  song  shall  pray. 


ACT  m.,  SCENE  3. 

After  the  tmg,  which  vxu  hp  report  very  twettly  rt- 
ptaied  by  the  Charm,  Lucrece  departeih  into 
Gisuunsa's  chamber,  and  GuiSCABD  cometh 
out  of  the  palace  wiih  JULIO  and  Renuchio, 
gerUlemen,  to  uAom  he  tumeth,  and  taiih ; 

GutSCARD,  Leave  me,  my  friends ;  this  solitary 
walk 

A^n,  In  the  "  Hiatory  of  Euordanua  Prince  of  Denmark," 
1005,  aig.  H  :  "  The  Priace  pusing  fonrardB  Mr«l;  ahkkeo, 
hsTing  loit  both  bii  stirrupt :  at  length  recoTering  himaelfe, 
eatred  Vie  prrate,  where  on  all  sides  he  beale  dowiie  kniebtt, 
and  imhAtTed  belmt." 
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Enticeth  me  to  break  your  company. 
Leave  me,  my  friondB,  I  can  endure  no  talk. 
Let  me  entreat  this  common  courtesy. 

[7'A«  gtntlemm  ileparl. 
What  grievous  paon  they  'dure,  wliich  neither  may 
Forget  their  loves,  ne  yet  enjoy  their  love, 
I  know  by  proof,  and  daily  m^e  assay. 
Though  Love  hath  brought  my  lady's  heart  to  love, 
My  faithful  Jove  with  like  love  to  requite  ; 
This  doth  not  quench,  but  rather  cause  to  flame 
The  creeping  fire  which,  spreading  in  my  breast 
With  raging  heat,  grants  me  no  time  of  rest. 
If  they  bewail  their  cruel  destiny, 
Which  spend  their  love,  where  they  no  love  can 

find, 
Well  may  I  plain,  since  fortune  haleth  ^  me 
To  this  torment  of  far  more  grievous  kind ; 
Wherein  I  feel  as  much  extremity. 
As  may  be  felt  in  body  or  in  mind. 
For  by  that  sight,  which  should  recure  my  pain,  . 
My  sorrows  are  redoubled  all  in  vain. 
Now  I  perceive  that  only  I  alone 
Am  her  beloved,  her  looks  assure  me  so  : 
The  thought  thereof  provokes  me  to  bemoan 
Her  heavy  plight  that  grieveth  at  my  woe. 
This  intercourse  of  our  affections — 
T  her  to  serve,  she  thus  to  honour  me — 
Bewrays  the  truth  of  our  elections. 
Delighting  in  this  mutual  sjTtipathy. 
Thus  love  for  love  entreats  the  queen  of  love, 
That  with  her  help  Love's  solace  we  may  prove. 
I  see  my  mistress  seeks  as  well  as  I 


[ll  mutt  be  repeateil,  once  for  tX\,  thtt  such  tatilly  ua- 
neceusry  notes  lU  thia  have  Lccn  retained  only  frun  a 
reluctance  to  inpart  (o  these  valumea  tbe  cbaneler  of  an 
abridged  or  mutilated  repullicttion.] 

'  [DniweUi.] 
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To  stay  the  strife  of  her  perplexed  mind : 
Full  fain  she  would  our  secret  company, 
If  she  the  wished  way  thereof  might  find. 

i  Heavens,  have  ye  seen,  or  hath  the  age  of  man 
Kecorded  such  a  miracle  as  thia — 
In  equal  lore  two  noble  hearts  to  frame, 
That  never  spake  one  with  another's  bliss  t 
I  am  assnred  that  she  doth  assent 
To  my  relief,  that  I  should  reap  the  same. 
If  she  could  frame  the  means  of  my  content. 
Keeping  herself  from  danger  of  defame. 
In  happy  hour  right  now  I  did  receive 
This  cane  fcpia-hBr ;  which  gift  though  it  be  small, 
Beceivmg  it,  what  joys  I  did  conceive 
Within  my  fainting  spirits  therewithal ! 
Who  knoweth  love  aright,  may  well  conceive 
By  like  adventurea  that  to  them  befalL 
"For  needs  the  lover  must  esteem  that  well, 
Which  comes  from  her,  with  whom  his  heart  doth 

dweE" 
Assuredly  it  is  not  wi^out  cause 
She  gave  me  this ;  something  she  meant  tbeteby : 
For  Uierewithal  I  might  perceive  her  pause 
Awhile,  aa  though  some  weighty  thing  did  lie 
Upon  her  heart,  which  she  concealed,  because 
The  standers-by  should  not  our  loves  descry  : 
This  clift  bewrays  that  it  hath  been  disclosed-) — ^ 
Perhaps  herein  she  hath  something  inettS^:    "•    \ 
([He  breakt  it ) 

0  thou  great  thunderer  I  who  woul^^t  aervej^,- ' 
Where  wit  with  beauty  chosen  have  tfifeir^Sw  ^ 
Who  could  devise  more  wisely  to  conserve 
Things  from  suspect  1    0  Venus,  for  this  grace 
That  deigns  me,  all  unworthy,  to  deserve 

So  rare  a  love,  in  heaven  I  should  thee  place. 
This  sweet  letter  some  joyful  news  contains, 

1  hope  It  brmgs  recure  to  both  our  pains. 

[Se  rtadi  it. 
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Mine  own,  a»  I  am  youri,  v/ltote  heart,  I  knov. 
No  las  than  mine,  for  lingermg  help  of  uio« 
Doth  long  too  lonif :  love,  tendering  your  case 
And  mine,  hath  tavght  reeure  of  both  our  pain.  ^'.a^ 

Mff  chamber-finoT  ffnth  hidr.  a  cave,  where  mu  -^U^ 

An  old  vaults  month:  the  otAerTn  the  platn 
Dolh  rite  aoHthward,  a  furlong  from  the  wall, 
Detcnid  you  there.     Thit  thall  »uffice.     And  to 
I  ifielJ  mi/telf,  mine  lionour^  Itff,  fitii.  if/r, 
/  TJ  yau.      U It  you  the  same,  as  t/iere  mar/  ^rojii 
Your  hlits  and  mine,  miite  earl,  iind  that  the  tame 
Free  may  abide  from  danger  of  defame. 
Fareweil ;  andfare  to  teell,  a*  tliat  your  joy, 
Which  only  can,  may  eomfoii  mine  annoy. 

Tourt  more  than  her  oum, 

GlsmiND. 

0  bliasfiil  chance  my  goitows  to  assuage  I 

Wonder  of  nature,  marvel  of  our  age  ! 

Comes  thia  from  Gismund  1  did  she  thus  enfold 

This  letter  in  the  cane  1  may  it  be  bo  ! 

It  were  too  aweet  a  joy  j  I  am  deceiv'd. 

Why  shall  I  doubt,  did  she  not  give  it  me  T 

Therewith  she  smil'd,  slie  joy'd,  she  raught '  the 

cane, 
And  with  her  own  sweet  hand  she  gave  it  me  : 
And  oa  we  danc'd,  she  dallied  with  the  cane. 
And  sweetly  whisper'd  I  should  be  her  king. 
And  with  this  cane,  the  sceptre  of  our  rule, 
Command  the  sweets  of  her  surprised  heart. 
Therewith  she  raught  from  her  alluring  locks 
This  golden  tress,  the  favour  of  her  grace. 
And  with  her  own  sweet  hand  she  gave  it  me : 
O  peerless  queen,  my  joy,  my  heart's  decree  1 

'  Sought  jalhe  nncient  preterite  of  the  word  rracK.     It  is      cV.    '^*-*' 
fTcqaentlj  used  by  Spciuer,  Sliakeapeue,  and  other  ancient 
writen. 
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And,  thou  fair  letter,  how  shall  I  welcome  thee  1 
Both  hand  and  pen,  wherewith  thou  written  wert, 
Blest  may  jb  be,  Buch  aolace  that  impart  1 
And  blessed  be  this  cane,  and  he  that  taught 
Thee  to  descry  the  hidden  entry  thus  : 
Not  only  through  a  dark  and  dreadful  vault. 
But  fire  and  sword,  and  through  whatever  be, 
Mistress  of  my  desires,  I  come  to  thee. 

[GUISOABD  departelh  iti  hatte  unto  tlit  palace. 
■     Chorus  1.  Bight  mighty  is  thy  power,  0  cruel 

■'Love, 
High  Jove  himself  cannot  resist  thy  bow ;       , 
Thou  sent'st  him  down,  e'en  from  the  heavens  above. 
In  sundry  shapes  here  b>  the  earth  below : 
Then  how  shall  mortal  men  escape  thy  dart. 
The  fervent  flame  and  burning  of  thy  fire  ; 
Since  that  thy  might  is  such,  and  since  thou  art 
Both  of  the  seas  and  land  the  lord  and  sire ) 
Chorus  2.  But  why  doth  she  that  sprang  from 
Jove's  high  head, 
Anii  Phoebus's  sister  sheen,  despise  thy  power, 
Ne  fear  thy  bow  1    Why  have  they  always  led 
A  maiden  life,  and  kept  untouch'd  the  flower  1 
Why  doth  ^gistus  love,  and  to  obtain 
His  wicked  will,  conspire  his  uncle's  death  ? 
Or  whyMoth  Phsedra  burn,  from  whom  is  slain 
Theseus'  chaste  son,  or  Helen,  false  of  faith  1 

And  such  as  live  in  pleasure  and  delight : 
He  Juxneth  oft  their^^iadsome-joys  to  smart, 

Chorus  3.    'Tis  true,  that  Dian  chi^eth  with 
her  bow 
The  flying  hart,  the  goat,  and  foamy  boar : 
By  hiU,  by  dale  :  in  heat,  in  frost,  in  snow : 
She  recketh  not,  but  laboureth  evermore  ; 
Love  seeks  not  her,  ne  knoweth  where  *  to  find. 

'  [Old  copy,  «pl«rc  l«r.] 
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Whilst  Paris  kept  bis  herd  on  Ida  down, 
Cupid  ne'er  sought  him  out,  for  he  is  blind ; 
Bui  when  he  left  the  field  to  live  in  town, 
'  He  fell  into  his  snare,  and  brought  that  brand 
From  Greece  to  Troy,  which  after  set  on  fire 
Strong  Ilium,  and  all  the  Phr^ges  land : 
"  Sucn  are  the  fruits  of  love,  such  is  his  lure."  ' 
CHOKrs  4.  Who  yieldeth  ,nnto  him  his  capti^ 
heart, 
Ere  he  resist,  and  holds  his  open  breast 
Withouten  war  to  take  his  bloody  dart, 
Let  him  not  think  to  shake  off,  when  him  list. 
His  heavy  yoke.     "  Resist  his  first  assault ; 
Weak  is  his  bow,  his  quenched  brand  is  cold ; 
Cupid  is  but  a  child,  and  cannot  daunt 
The  muid  that  bears  {um^  or  hig  virtues  Ixild." 
But  he  gives  poison  so  to  drink  in  gold, 
And  hideth  under  pleasant  baits  his  hook ; 
But  ye  beware,  it  will  bu  hard  to  hold 
Your  greedy  minds,  but  if  ye  wisely  look 
Wimt  sly  snake  lurks  under  those  dowers  gay. 
But  ye  mistrust  some  cloudy  smokes,  and  tear 
A  stormy  shower  after  so  fair  a  day  : 
Ye  may  repent,  and  buy  your  pleasure  dear  ; 
For  seldom-tiroes  is  Cupid  wont  to  s 
"  Unto  an  idle  love  a  joyful  end." 
Finis  Actus.    G.  At. 
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ACT  IV.,  SCENE  I. 

Before  ihii  act  NXXIXRA.  rueth  out  of  kill,  with  the 
other  furUt,  Alecto  and  Tysiphone  dwRiaxg 
an  lieliiih  round/  which  done,  ifu  tailh  : 
Mecera.  Sisters,  begone,  bequeath  the  rest  to 
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That  yet  belongs  unto  this  tragedy. 

[The  ttoo/Kriti  depart  dotm. 
Vfttipance  and  death  from  forth  the  deepest  hell 
J  I  bring  the  curaed  houBe.  where  Gisnmffi^  ^^wfHn 
Sent  from  the  grisly  god,  that  holds  his  reign 
In  Tartar's  ugly  realm,  where  Pelops'  sire 
{Who  with  his  own  son's  flesh,  whom  he  had  slain. 
Did  feast  the  gods)  with  famine  bath  his  hire ; 
To  eape  and  catch  at  flying  &uits  in  vain, 
And  yielding  waters  to  his  gasping  throat ; 
Where  stormy  JEol'a  son  with  en£ess  pain 
Bolls  up  the  rock  ;  where  Tytius  faath  his  lot 
To  feed  the  gripe  that  gnaws  bis  growing  heart ; ' 
Where  proud  Ixion,  wUrled  on  the  wheel, 
Pursues  himself;  where  due  deserved  sm^ 
The  damned  ghosts  in  burning  flame  do  feel — 
From  thence  I  mount :  thither  the  winged  god, 
Nephew  to  Atlas  that  upholds  the  sky, 
Of  late  down  from  the  earth  with  golden  rod 
To  Stygian  ferry  Saleme  soiils  did  guide. 
And  made  report  how  Love,  that  lordly  boy, 
I  Highly  disdaining  bis  renown's  decay, 
[  Slipp'd  down  &om  heaven,  and  filled  with  fickle 
joy 
Gismunda's  heart,  and  made  her  throw  away 
Chastenesa  of  life  to  her  immortal  shame : 
Minding  to  show,  by  proof  of  her  foul  end, 
Some  terror  unto  those  that  scorn  his  name. 
Black  Pluto  (that  once  found  Cupid  his  friend 
Id  winning  Ceres'  daughter,  queen  of  hells ;) 
And  Parthie,  moved  by  the  grieved  ghost 
Of  her  hit*  husband,  that  in  Tartar  dwells, 

'  Alluding:  to  the  Tulture  (bat  gn»wed  the  lirer  of  Titiiu. 
In  "  ^errex  and  Porrci,"  act  ii.  k.  1,  is  this  line — 
"  Or  crucll  gripe  to  gntu  m;  gniuilDC  hart. ' 

— Rod,     The  alluuon  is  ratbsr  to  the  Tuttnre  of  Prome- 
tb«D». — SImwiu. 
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^Vho  pray'd  due  pains  for  her,  that  thus  hath  lost 

All  care  of  hint  and  of  her  chastitj. 

The  senate  then  of  hell,  by  grave  advice 

Of  Minos,  .^nc,  and  of  Kadamant, 

Commands  me  draw  this  hateful  air,  and  rise 
|Al)Ove  the  earth,  with  dole  and  death  to  daunt 

The  pride  and  present  joys,  wherewith  tliese  two 
'  Feed  their  disdained  hearts ;  which  now  to  do, 

BehoIdX i-finm  wiMi  iiistj-uinents  of  dt^th. 

I'll  fix  upon  liei'  father's  lipftrt.  fyH  fusf.. 
And  into.h'"''  ^'''■'  "^l""-  will  T  rj^at.  , 

'  Whose  raiikluiK  veiiom  sh^l  infw;t  them  an  ' 

'  With  envious  wrath  and  with  recureleaa  woe. 
EachThflJl  be  other's  plague  and  overthrow. 
/' ' '  Funea  must  aid,  when  men  surcease  to  Imow 
Their  gods  :  and  hell  sends  forth  revenginj 
On  those  wh        '  "  ' 


e  whom  shame  from  S. 


ACT  IT.,  SCENE  II. 

Meg^RA  ejilerelh  into  ihr  palncf,  amt  ntftUlh  V'ilh 
TaNCRED  coming  out  o/Gismunda'S  c/iatnltr  with 
Eknuchio  and  JuiJO,  vpoa  wliom  sin  tliraweth  iter 

Tancred.  Gods  1  are  ye  guidea  of  justice  and 
revenge  1  ~'    "     ~~" 

0  thou  great  Thunderer  I  dost  thou  behold 
With  watchful  eyes  the  aubUe  'scapes  of  men 
Harden'd  in  shame,  sear'd  up  in  the  desire 
Of  their  own  lusts  %  why  then  dost  thou  withhold 
The  blast  of  thy  revenge  ?  why  dost  thou  grant 
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Such  liberty,  such  lewd  occasion 
To  execute  their  shameless  villainy  1 
Thou,  thou  art  cause  of  all  this  open  wrong, 
Thou,  that  forhe&r'Bt  thy  vengeance  all  too  long.  - 
If  thou  spare  them,  rain  then  upon  my  head 
The  fulness  of  thy  plagues  with  deadly  ire, 
To  reave  thia  ruthful  soul,  who  »11  too  anm 
Bums  in  the  wrathfiil  torments  of  revenge. 
0  earth,  the  mother  of  each  living  wightj 
Open  tby  womb,  devour  thia  wither'd  corpse. 
And  thou,  0  hell  (if  other  bell  there  be 
Than  that  I  feel),  receive  my  soul  to  thee. 
0  daughter,  daughter  (wherefore  do  I  grace 
Her  with  so  kind  a  name  1)  0  thou  fond  girl,* 
The  shameful  ruin  of  thy  father's  bouse, 
Is  this  my  hoped  joy  "i     Is  this  the  stay 
Must  glad  my  grief-ful  years  that  waste  away  1 
For  Me,  which  first  thou  didst  receive  from  me, 
Ten  thousand  deaths  shall  I  receive  by  thee. 
For  all  the  joys  I  did  repose  in  thee. 
Which  I,  fond  man,  did  settle  in  thy  sight, 
Is  this  thy  recompense — that  I  must  see 
The  thing  so  shameful  and  so  villanous : 
That  would  to  God  this  earth  had  swallowed- 
■    This  worthless  burthen  into  lowest  deeps, 
-^  Rather  than  I,  accursed,  had  beheld 
The  sight  that  hourly  massacres  my  life  1 
^  ^  ,0  whither,  whither  fly'st  thou  forth,  my  soul  1 

)o   ^^'    .    0  whither  wand'reth  my  tormented  mind  t 

Those  pains,  that  make  the  mjser '  ^lad  of  death. 
Have  seiz'd  on  me.  and  yet  1  cannot  have 
What  vilJMns  may  command — a  speedy  Heath. 
Whom  shall  I  first  a  ~ 


;;:'^ 


I  >'.«.,  The  wretch.  The  irord  mun-  tu  AQcientlj  used 
without  comprehendiDg  any  ides  of  svsrice.  See  note  on 
"  Kins  Henry  VL,  Put  I.,"  edit,  of  Shakeepeare,  1778,  vol. 
Ti.  p.  27B.-  "■ 
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That  God  that  guijeth  all,  i 

Thi*  damned   deoTtT     Shall   I    blaspheme   theii' 

names — 
ITie  gods,  the  autliors  of  this  spectacle  1 
Or  Rliall  t  inptly  c.ur^  t**"*  """•'  a*:ari_ 
Whose  innuepce  liisipTi'd  thjfi  itnrtiny  1 
But  Diay  that  triutor,  shaU  that  vile  wretch  live. 
By  whom  1  have  receiT'd  this  inlu^  t 
Or  shall  I  longer  make  account  of  her, 
That  fondly  pr()stitutes  her  widow's  shame  ? — 
I  have  bethought  me  what  I  shall  request. 

, [ffe  imetU. 

On  bended  knees,  with  hands  heav'd  up  to  lieaveiii  - 
This,  sacred  senate  of  the  gods,  I  crave  : 
First  on  the  traitor  your  consuming  ire ; 
Next  on  the  cursed  strumpet  dire  revenge  ; 
Last  on  mysell^  the  wretched  father,  shame. 

\llf  ri*,th. 

0  I  could  I  stamp,  and  therewithal  commauil 
Armies  of  furies  to  assist  my  heart. 
To  prosecute  due  venKeance  on  their  souls  ! 
dear  me,  my  friends  ;  but  as  ye  love  your  lives, 
Reply  not  to  me  ;  hearken  and  stand  umaz'(L 

Wiiifn  T^  IL1  IB  mv  wflTlt.  0  f'"''  -l-'ir''*  I  - 

Went  forth  to  seek  my  daughter,  now  my  death — 
Witliin  her  chamber,  as  I  thoiipht.  she  was-       ' 
BuTTEerg  I  fOUiiit  ht>r  nutr— i  deemed  then 
For  her  aisport  she  and  her  maidens  were 
Down  to  the  gartien  waiK'd  to  com  tort  them  ; 
Aud  thinking  tn us,  it  came  mto  my  mind 
There  all  alone  to  tarry"  her  return  : 

Upon  bey  Tt-idow'a  bqd.-fgi-3."  T  tlinnght. 
And  in  tjie  curtain  wrftpp'H  my  i-iirgi..i  head.  - 
Thus  as  I  lay,  anon  I  might  behold 
Out.iJThe  vault,  up  through  her  chamber. flooi^ 
My  daiigbter  Gismund  bringing  Jiandiu-baiid 
The  i"'.iiint.y  Pftliiriti      Alas  1  it  is-too  true  ; 
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At  her  bed's  feet  this  traitor  made  me  see 
Her  shame,  his  treason,  and  my  deadly  grief^- 
Her  princely  body  yielded  to  this  thief ; 
The  nigh  den>ite  wnereof  so  wounded  me 
That,  trance-like,  irt^a^ensel^gjatone  I  lay ; 
For  neither  wit  nor  tongtlS~ooald  use  the  mean  ^ 
V  express  the  passions  of  my  pained  heart. 
Forceless,  perforce,  I  sank  down  to  Uiis  pain. 
As  greedy  fiamine  doth  constrain  the  hawk 
Piecemeal  to  rend  and  tear  the  yielding  prey : 
So  far'd  it  with  me  in  that  heayy  stound. 
Bat  now  what  shall  I  do  1  how  may  I  seek 
To  ease  my  mind,  that  bnmeth  witn  desire 
Of  dire  revenge  1    For  never  shall  my  thoughts 
Grant  ease  unto  my  heart,  till  I  have  found 
A  mean"of  vengeance  to  requite  his  pains.  ^ 
That  first  convey'd  this  s^ht  unto  my  souL — 
Benuchio ! 

Benuchio.  What  is  your  highness'  will  ? 

Tancred.  Call  my  daughter:  my  heart  boils, 
till  I  see 
Her  in  my  sight,  to  whom  I  may  discharge 
All  the  unrest  that  thus  distempereth  me. 

[JExie  Renuchio. 

Should  I  destroy  them  both  ?    0  gods,  ye  know 
JE|ow  near  and  dear  our  daughter  is  to  us. 
And  yet  my  rage  persuades  me  to  imbrue 
My  thirsty  hands  in  both  their  trembling  bloods, 
LTherewith  to  cool  my  wrathful  fury's  heat.  ^ 
But,  Nature,  why  repin'st  thou  at  this  thought  ? 
Why  should  I  think  upon  a  father's  debt 
To  her  tliat  thought  not  on  a  daughter's  due ) 
But  still,  methinks,  if  I  should  see  her  die. 
And  therewithal  reflex  her  dying  eyes 
Upon  mine  eyes,  that  sight  would  slit  my  heart : 
Not  much  unlike  the  cockatrice,  that  slays 
The  object  of  his  foul  infections, 
0.  what  a  conflict  doth  my  mind  endure  1 
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Now  fiEht  mv  thoug|hts  aeftinst  my  passions  : 

1 

Now  strive  my  passions  aemnst  my  thoucUts  : 

Now  Bweatfi  my  heart,  now  chiU-coltl  I'alls  it  -lead.                       H 
Help,  heaven!!,  and  succour,  ye  celestial  powers !                          ^H 
Infuse  your  secret  virtue  on  my  soul.                                           ^H 
Shall  nature  winl  shall  Justice  not  prevail  t                                    ^| 
Shall  I,  a  king,  be  proved  partial  t                                    ^^^^H 
"  How  shall  our  s\ibjects  then  insult  on  US,                        ^^^^^H 
When  our  examples,  that  are  light  to  them,                    ^^^^H 
Shall  be  eclipsed  with  our  proper  deeds  1 "                      ^^^H 
And  may  the  arms  be  rented  ^om  the  tree,  -                    ^^^^^H 
The  members  from  the  body  be  dissever'd  1                       ^^^H 
And  con  the  heart  endnre  no  violence  1                            ^^^^^H 
My  daughter  is  t«  me  mine  only  heart,                            ^^^^^H 
My  life,  my  comfort,  my  continuance  ;                                ^^^^^H 
Shall  1  be  then  not  only  so  nnkind                                   ^^^H 
To  pass  all  nature's  strength,  and  cut  her  offl                  ^^^^H 
But  therewithal  so  cruel  to  myself,                                      ^^^^H 
Agfunst  all  law  of  kind  to  shred  in  twain                             ^^^^^B 
The  golden  thread  that  doth  us  both  maintain  1                         ^H 
But  were  it  that  my  rage  should  so  command,  ~                          ^| 
And  I  consent  to  her  untimely  death,                                          ^H 
Were  this  an  end  to  all  our  miseries  1                                              ^M 
No.  no,  her  ehost  will  still  jiursue  our  life.                                      ^^ 

And  from  the  deep  her  blooiUess.  ehastfiil  sni 

di                  ^M 

^^^^^1 

Because  he  scorned  the  favour  of  hia  king,                      ^^^^^H 

His  slaughter,  with  her  sorrow  for  his  blood,  >                ^^^^H 
Shall  to  our  rage  supply  delightful  food.                          ^^^^^H 

Julio,  What  is't  your  majesty  commands)                   ^^^^^B 

Tancred.  Julio,  if  we  have   not  our  hope  in                    ^H 

vain.                                                                                     ■ 

Nor  all  the  trust  we  do  repose  in  thee,                                        ■ 

Now  must  we  try,  if  thou  approve  the  same.                                  ^| 

VOU  VIL                                                     E                                    H 

»                           1 

Y'' 
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Herein  ihy  force  and  wisdom  ve  muat  Bee, 
For  our  command  requireB  them  both  of  thee. 

Julio.  How  by  your  grace's  bounty  I  am  bound 
Beyond  the  common  bond,  wherein  each  man 
Stands  bound  unto  his  king :  how  I  have  found  * 
Honour  and  wealth  by  faTour  in  your  sight, 
I  do  acknowledge  with  most  thankful  mind. 
My  truth  (with  other  means  to  serve  your  grace, 
whatever  you  in  honour  shall  assign) 
Hath  sworn  her  power  true  vassal  to  your  best : 
For  proof  let  but  your  majesty  command, 
I  shall  unlock  the  prison  of  my  soul ; 
Although  unkindly  horror  would  gainsay, 
Yet  in  obedience  to  your  highness'  will. 
By  whom  I  hold  the  tenor  of  this  life,~ 
ThiH  hand  and  blade  vrill  be  the  instnimenta 
To  make  pale  death  to  grapple  with  my  heart 
Tancrkd.  Well,  to  be  short,  for  I  am  griev'd 
too  long 
-'Y  By  wrath  without  reven^.  I  think  you  know 

^  Whilom  there  was  a  palace  builded  stittng 

For  war  within  our  court,  where  dreadless  peace 
Hath  planted  now  a  weaker  entrance. 
But  of  that  palace'  yet  one  vault  remains 
Within  our  court,  the  secret  way  whereof 
Is  to  our  daughter  Gismund's  chamber  laid  :- 
There  is  also  another  mouth  hereof 
Without  our  wall,  which  now  is  overgrown  ; 
But  you  may  find  it  out,  for  yet  it  lies 
Directly  south  a  furlong  from  our  palace  I 
It  may  be  known — hara-by  an  ancient  stoop,' 
Where  grew  an  oak  in  elder  days  decay'd ; 
There  will  we  that  you  watch ;  there  shall  you  see 
A  villain  traitor  mount  out  of  a  vault 


'  "  A  Moop,  or  idnrp ;  >  pMt  futcned  in  thg  esrtb,  from 
the  Latin  (tKpa, "—Ba;'i  "North  Coontrj  Wonlt,"  p.  66, 
edit  1712. 
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Bring  him  to  us ;  it  is  th'  Earl  Palurin. 
What  is  his  fault,  neither  ehall  you  inquire,* 
Nor  li^t  wo  to  disclose.     These  cursed  eyes 
Have  seen  the  flame,  this  heart  hath  felt  the  fire 
That  cannot  else  be  quench'd  but  viih  his  blood. 
This  must  be  done  ;  this  will  we  have  you  do. 
Julio.  Both  this,  and  else  whatever  you  think 
good.  [Julio  dtparutk  into  tki  jialac. 


ACT  IV.,  SCENE  3. 

KeSUCHIO  brinoeth  GiSMUND  out  of  ktr  chamber,  to 
wliom  TiNtjltED  taitk. 

Tancred.  Benuchio,  depart :  leave  us  alone. 

[Exit  Renucuio. 
Gismnnd,  if  either  I  could  cast  aside 
All  care  of  thee !  or  if  thou  wouldst  have  had 
Some  care  of  me,  it  would  not  now  betide, 
That  either  tlkorough  tliy  fault   my  joy  should  ") 

fade, 
Or  by  thy  folly  I  should  bear  the  pain 
Thou  Iiast  procur'd  :  but  now  'tis  neither  I 
Can  shun  the  grief,  whom  thou  hast  more  than 

slain  : 
Nor  may'st  thou  heal  or  ease  the  grievous  wound 
"Which  thou  hast  given  me.     That  unstained  life. 
Wherein  I  jo/d,  and  thought  it  thy  delight. 
Why  Imst  thou  lost  it  1    Can  it  be  restor'd  1 
Where  in  thy  widowhood,  there  is  thy  ehame. 
Gismund,  it  is  no  man's  nor  men's  report, 
That  have  by  likely  proofs  inform'd  me  thus. 
Thou  know'st  how  hardly  I  could  be  iiiduc'd 
To  vex  myaelf,  and  bo  diapleas'd  with  thee, 
With  flying  tales  of  flattenng  sycophants. 
No,  no,  there  was  in  us  such  settled  trust 
Of  thy  chaste  life  and  uncorrupted  mind 
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That  if  these  eyes  had  not  beheld  thy  shame, 
In  vain  ten  thousand  cennires  could  have  told 
That  thou  didst  once  nnprincelike  make  agree 
Witii  that  vile  traitor  County  Paltirin : 
Without  regard  had  to  thyself  or  me, 
Unahamefastly  to  stain  thy  state  and  mine. 
Bnt  I,  unhappiest,  have  beheld  the  same, 
And,  seeing  it,  yet  feel  th'  exceeding  grief 
That  slays  my  heart  with  horror  of  that  thought : 
Which  grief  commands  me  to  obey  my  rage, 
And  justice  nrgeth  some  extreme  revenge, 
To  wreak  the  wrongs  ttiat  have  been  offer'd  ua. 
But  nature,  that  hath  lock'd  within  thy  breast 
Two  lives,  the  same  inclineth  me  to  spare 
Thy  blood,  and  so  to  keep  mine  own  ungpilt. 
This  is  that  oTerweenitig  love  I  bear 
To  thee  nndutifiil,  and  undeserved. 
But  for  that  traitor,  he  shall  surely  die ; 
For  neither  right  nor  nature  doth  entreat 
For  him,  that  wiliiilly,  without  all  awe 
Of  gods  or  men,  or  of  our  deadly  hate, 
Incurr'd  the  just  displeasure  of  his  king ; 
And  to  be  brief,  I  am  content  to  know 
What  for  thyself  thou  canst  object  to  ns, 
Why  thou  should'st  not  together  with  him  die, 
So  to  assuage  the  griefs  that  overthrow 
Thy  father's  heart 
GiSHDXD.  O  king  and  father,  humbly  give  heij 
leave 
To  plead  for  grace,  that  stands  in  your  disgrace. 
Not  that  ^e  recks  this  life,'  for  I  confess 
I  have  deserv'd,  when  so  it  pleaseth  you. 


*  Not  that  ihe  is  cutfnl  or  aniioat  about,  or  regr«tt  the 
loH  of  thii  life.  So  in  Milton'i  "  PaiwliM  Lort,"  Bk.  iz.; 
line  171— 
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To  diu  the  death,  tuine  honour  aud  my  name. 

As  you  suppose,  distained  with  reproach  : 
j  And  well  contented  shall  I  meet  the  etroke 
'  That  muBt  dissever  tliis  detested  head 

From  these  lewd  Umba,     But  this  I  wiali  wer* 
kuown, 

That  now  I  live  not  for  myself  alone. 

For  when  I  Baw  that  neither  my  request, 

Nor  the  entreaty  of  my  careful  aunt, 

Could  win  your  highness'  pleasure  to  our  will ; 

"  Then  love,  heat  of  the  heart,  life  of  the  soul, 

Fed  by  desire,  increasing  by  restraint," 

Would  not  endure  controlment  any  more, 

But  violently  enforo'd  my  feeble  heart 

(For  who  am  I,  alas !  still  to  resist 

Such  endless  conflicts!)  to  relent  and  yield : 

Therewith  1  chose  liim  for  my  lord  and  pheer, 

Guiscard  mine  Earl,  that  holds  my  love  full  dear. 

Then  if  it  be  so  settled  in  your  mind, 

He  shall  not  live,  because  he  dar'd  to  love 

Your  daughter :  thus  I  give  your  grace  to  know. 

Within  his  heart  there  is  inclos'd  my  life. 

Therefore,  O  father,  if  that  name  may  be 

Sweet  to  your  ears,  and  that  we  may  prevail 

By  name  of  father,  that  you  favour  ub  : 

But  otherwise,  if  now  we  cannot  find 

That  which  our  falsed  hope  did  promise  us ; 

Why  then  proceed,  and  rid  our  trembling  hearts 

Of  these  suspicions  ;  since  neither  in  this  cose 

His  good  deserts  in  service  to  your  grace, 

Which  always  have  been  just,  nor  my  desires, 

May  mitipate  the  cruel  rage  of  grief  /*       („,.<»l^ 

That  Btruna  your  heart,  but  that  mine  Earl  must   V>>^J"^~Tr 

31^1 


And  »gkin,  in  the  "  Hiitor;  of  Sir  Jahn  Oldctstle,"  1600— 
'IrMtsrdnUilhclcula  ttaalldla. 
Not  bj  [be  leutciin  of  (hat  cdtIdu  prtart.'' 
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Then  all  in  vun  yon  ask,  what  I  can  say, 
'Why  I  Bhould  live.     Sufficeth  for  my  part 
'  To  say  I  will  not  lire,  and  so  resolve. 

TakcRBD.  Dar'st  thou  so  desperate  decree  thy 

death  1 
GlSMUND.   A  dreadless  heart  delights  in  such 

decrees. 
Tancred.  Thy  kind  abborreth  such  unkindly 

thoughts. 
GlSHUND.  Unkindly  thoughts  they  are  to  them 
that  lire 
In  kindly  love. 
Tancred.  As  I  do  nnto  thee. 

GiSHUND.  To  take  his  life  who  is  my  love  from 

me) 
Tancred.  Have  I  then  lost  thy  lovel 
GiSMUND.  If  he  shall  lose 

His  life,  that  is  my  love. 

Tancrbd.  Thy  hjve  t  Begone. 

Betum  into  thy  chamber. 

GlSMDND.  I  will  go. 

[GiSMUND  deparUik  to  /ifr  diamhfr. 


ACT  IV.,  SCENE  4. 

Julio  vikh  hit  guard  hringeth  in  the  CoC^JTY 
Palurin  priioner. 

Julio.  If  it  please  your  highness,  hither  have 
we  brought 
This  captive  Earl,  as  you  commanded  us. 
Whom,  as  we  were  foretold,  even  there  we  found. 
Where  by  your  majesty  we  were  enjoin'd 
To  watch  for  him.    What  more  your  highness  wills. 
This  heart  and  hand  shall  execute  your  best. 
Tancred.   Julio,  we  thank  your  pains.     Ah, 
Palurin! 
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Have  we  deserved  in  Buch  traitorous  sort 
Thou  shouldHl  abuse  our  kingly  courtesies. 
Which  we  too  long  in  favour  have  bestoVd 
Upon  thy  false,  dieGembting  heart  with  us  t 
What  grief  thou  therewith^  hast  thrown  on  us, 
\Vhat  shame  upon  our  house,  what  dire  distress 
Our  soul  endures,  cannot  be  utt«red. 
And  durst  thou,  villain,  dare  to  undermine 
Our  daughter's  chamber  1  durst  thy  shameless  fac<^ 
Be  bold  to  kiss  her  1  th'  rest  we  will  conceal. 
SutEueth  that  thou  know'st  I  too  well  know 
All  thy  proceedings  in  thy  private  shames. 
Herein  what  hast  thou  won  ?  thine  own  content, 
With  the  difipleasure  of  thy  lord  and  king; 
The  thought  whereof  if  thou  hadst  had  in  mind 
The  least  remorse  of  love  and  loyalty 
Might  have  restrain'd  thee  from  so  foul  an  act. 
But,  Palurin,  what  may  I  deem  of  thee, 
Whom  neither  fear  of  gods,  nor  love  of  him, 
Whose  princely  favour  hath  been  thine  uprear, 
Could  quench  the  fuel  of  thy  lewd  desires  1 
Wherefore  content  thee,  that  we  are  resolv'd 
(And  therefore  laid  to  snare  thee  with  this  bait) 
That  thy  just  death,  with  thine  effused  blood, 
Shalt  cool  the  heat  and  choler  of  our  mood. 
GuiscARD.  My  lord  the  king,  neither  do  I  mis- 

Ilike 
Your  sentence,  nor  do  y  onr  a  mold  ng  sighs, 
Reach'd  from  the  entraUs  of  yo^r  boilin"  neart, 
Disturb  the  cniiet  of  my  calmed  thoughts  : 
For  this  I  feel,  and  by  experience  prove, 
Such  is  the  force  and  endless  might  of  love. 
As  never  shall  the  dread  of  carrion  death, 
That  hath  env/d  our  joys,  invade  my  breast. 
For  if  it  may  be  found  a  fault  in  me. 
That  evermore  hath  lov'd  your  majesty, 
Likewise  to  honour  and  to  love  your  cluld; 
If  love  unto  you  both  may  be  a  faults— 


(T^-^n' 


72  JAUCBMD  AXDOOMUVDA. 

But  tmto  h«r  1117  IoV9  exoeede  compare — 
Then  this  luth  been  my  fault,  for  vhich  I  joy, 
That  in  the  greateat  lust  of  all  my  life, 
I  shall  sabnut  for  her  sake  to  endure 
The  pangs  of  death.     0  mighty  lord  of  Love, 
Strengthen  thy  vaaoal  boldly  to  receive 
Large  wounds  into  thia  body  for  her  salce ! 
Then  use  my  life  or  death,  my  lord  and  king, 
For  your  relief  to  ease  your  grieved  soul : 
For  whether  I  live,  or  else  that  I  must  die 
To  end  your  pains,  I  am  content  to  bear ; 
Knowing  by  death  I  shall  bewray  the  truth 
Of  that  Bound  heart,  which  living  was  her  own. 
And  died  alive  for  her,  that  lived  mine. 

r*  Tancred.   Thine,  Palurin  1     What !   lives  my 
daughter  thine  1 

[Traitor, Uiou  wrong'st  me,  for  she  liveth  mine. 
Katber  I  wish  ten  thousand  sundry  deaths. 
Than  I  to  live,  and  see  my  daughter  thine. 
Thine  that  is  dearer  than  my  Me  to  me  1 
Tbiae  whom  I  hope  to  see  aa  emp[e]ress  1 
Thine  whom  I  cannot  pardon  from  my  sight  T 
Thine    unto    whom   we    have    bequeath'd    our 

crown! — 
Julio,  we  will  that  thou  inform  from  us 
Benucbio  the  captain  of  our  guard. 
That  we  command  this  traitor  be  convey'd 
Into  the  dungeon  underneath  our  tower ; 
There  let  him  rest,  until  he  be  rssolv'd 
What  farther  we  intend ;  which  to  understand 
We  will  Kenuchio  repair  to  ub. 

Julio.  O,  that  I  might  your  majesty  entreat 
With  clemency  to  beautily  your  seat 
Toward  thia  prince,  distress'd  by  his  desires, 
Too  many,  all  too  strong  to  captivate. 
TahCR£D.    "  This  is  the  soundest  safety  for  a 

I  king. 

'  To  cut  theiB  off,  that  vex  or  hinder  1dm." 
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Julio.  "  This  have  I  found  the  safety  of  a.  king. 
To  spare  the  subjects  that  do  honour  him." 

Tancred.  Have   we    been    honour'd    by  this 
lecher'a  lust  1 

Jtnjo.  No,  but  by  his  devout  submission. 

Tancred.  Our  fortune  says  we  must  do  what 
we  may. 

Julio.  "  This  ia  praise-worth,  not  to  do  what 
you  may." 

Tancred.  And  may  the  subject  countermand 
the  king  t 

Jdlio.  No,  but  entreat  him. 

Tanueed.  What  he  shall  decree!  a    . 

Juuo.  What  wisdom  shall  discern.-    S'^*~i(iLM  t  a.(.  - 

Tancred,  Nay,  what  cur  word 

Shall  best  determine.     We  will  not  reply. 
Thou  know'st  our  mind  ;  our  heart  cannot  be  eas'd , 
But  with  Ibo  slaughter  of  this  Palurin. 

[The  King  hatifth  into  hit  paturf. 

GuiSCARD.   0   thou  groat  god,  who  from  thy 
highest  throne 
Host  stooped  down,  and  felt  the  force  of  love, 
Bend  gentle  ears  unto  the  woful  moaa 
Of  me  poor  wretch,  to  grant  that  I  require  ! 
Help  to  persuade  the  same  great  god,  that  he 
So  tar  remit  his  might,  and  slack  his  fire 
From  my  dear  lady's  kindled  heart,  that  she 
May  hear  my  death  without  her  hurt.     Let  not 
Her  face,  wherein  there  is  as  clear  a  light 
As  in  the  rising  moon  :  let  not  her  cheeks. 
As  red  aa  is  the  party-colour'd  roae, 
Be  paled  with  the  news  hereof:  and  so 
I  yield  myself,  my  8eely*Boul  and  all, 
To  him,  for  her,  for  whom  my  death  shall  show 
I  liVd ;  and  as  I  Uv^d,  I  died  her  thrall. 
Grant  this,  thou  Thunderer :  this  shall  suffice, 
My  breath  to  vuiiah  in  the  liquid  skies. 

[GUUGABD  M  Ud  to  prim*. 
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Chorus  1.  Who  doth  not  know  the  fruits  of 
Paris'  love, 
J} or  understand  the  end  of  Helen's  joy  t 
He  may  behold  the  fatal  overthrow 
Of  Priam's  house  and  of  the  town  of  Troy — 
His  death  at  la^t  and  her  eternal  shame  ; 
For  whom  so  many  noble  knights  were  slain. 
So  many  a  duke,  so  many  a  prince  of  fame 
Bereft  his  life,  and  left  there  in  the  plain. 
Medea's  armed  hand,  Eliza's  sword, 
Wretched  Leander  drenched  in  the  flood. 
Phillis,  so  long  that  waited  for  her  lord  : 
All  these  too  dearly  bonght  tlieir  loves  with  blood. 

Choku3  3.  But  he  in 'virtue  that  his  lady  serves, 
Ke  wills  but  what  untoTer  honour  'loiigs, 
tie  never  fronTthe  rule  of  reason  swervea  ; 
He  feeleth  not  the  pangs  ne  raging  tlirongs 
Of  blind  Cupid  :  he  lives  not  in  despair, 
As  done  his  servants ;  neither  spends  his  days 
In  joy  and  care,  vain  hope  and  throbbing  fear ; 
[But  seeks  alway  what  may  his  sovereign  please 
jn  honour,  he  that  thus  serves,  reaps  the  finiit 
Of  his  sweet  service ;  and  no  jealous  dread, 
Nor  base  suspect  of  aught  to  let  his  suit, 
Which  causeth  oft  the  lover's  heart  to  bleed. 
Doth  fret  his  mind,  or  bumeth  in  liis  breast : 
He  waileth  not  by  day,  nor  wakes  hy  night, 
When  every  other  living  thing  doth  rest ; 
Xor  finds  fais  life  or  death  within  her  sight 
^ — Ghokus   3.    Jtemember   thou   in  virtue    serve 


:  beware  thou  do  not  love. 


Aa  wliilom  Venurijid  the  fair  Adope, 
But  as  Diana  lov'd  th'  Amazon's  son  : 
Through  wEose  req^uest  the  gods  to  nim  alone 
BestoPa  new  life.     Tlie  twine  that  was  undone, 
Was  fiy  ffie  sisters  twisted  up  again. 
The  love  of  virtue  in  thy  lady's  looks, 
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The  love  of  virtue  in  her  learned  talk ; 
This  love  yields  matter  for  eternal  books. 
This  love  entieeth  him  abroad  to  walk. 
There  to  invent  and  write  new  roundelays 
Of  leam'd  conceit,  her  fancies  to  allure 
To  vain  delights  :  such  humours  he  allays, 
And  sings  of  virtue  and  her  garments  pure. 

Chorus  4.  Desire    not   of  thy   sovereign    the 

Whereof  shame  may  ensue  by  any  mean ; 
Nor  wish  thou  aught  that  may  dishonour  brin^^. 
So  whilom  did  the  learned  Tuscan '  serve 
His  fair  lady;  and  glory  was  their  end. 
Such  are  the  praises  lovers  done  deserve, 
Whose  service  doth  to  virtue  and  honour  tend. 

Finis  Actus  IV.     Composuit  Ch.  Hat.» 


'  Petnirch  and  Laura. 

•  Tlieu  mitial«  were  almost  onqnestionably  intended  for 
Chrietophcr  Hatton,  arterirardB  knigbted  and  created  Lord 
Cliancellor  of  England.  Tn  the  (ourtb  jear  of  Queen  Eliu- 
betb,  1SS3,  about  si i  years  before  this  pla;  is  supposed  I" 
have  been  written,  we  learn  from  Dugdalo'ii  "  Originea  Jun- 
diciaica,"  p,  1£<0,  a  magnificent  Chrialmas  mu  liept  in  the 
Inner  Tepople.  at  wbicb  bcr  miycsty  •ras  prcsenl,  and  Mr 
Hatton  was  appointed  Master  of  tbe  Game.  Historians  ssy 
be  owed  bis  rise,  not  so  much  to  hifi  mentjti  sbililiea,  aa  to 
tbe  graces  of  bis  pereon  and  hia  excellenco  in  dancing, 
irhicb  captivated  Ibe  Queen  lo  bdcL  a  degree,  thai  be  arose 
gta^uall.v  from  one  of  lier  Oentlemcn  Peniionera  lo  Ibe 
hi^bcct  emptormenl  in  the  lair,  which  be,  however,  fiUcd 
without  censure,  supplying  bin  own  defccla  bj  the  (ssietance 
of  the  ablest  men  in  the  profeation.  The  gran  Lord  Kteper, 
after  his  promotion,  atill  retained  hia  fondneaa  for  that 
accomplishment  to  which  he  was  indebted  for  his  riae.  and 
ltd  the  UravU  almost  until  his  death.  In  1589,  on  tbe 
marriage  of  his  beir  with  Judge  Gawdv's  daughter,  "tbe 
Lord  Chancellor  danced  the  measures  at  ibe  eolemnitj.  and 
left  Ilia  gown  on  the  chair,  saving  Lie  iheri',  Chanceltor," 
His  death,  wbicb  bappened  two  years  after,  wot  baiteued 
bj  ID  nnexpccled  demand  of  money  from  the  Queen,  arged 
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ACT  v.,  SCENE  1. 

Bendceio  comtik  out  of  the  palace. 

Kbkcchio.  0  cruel  fate  t  0  miserable  chance ! 
0  dire  aspect  of  hateful  destinies  I 

0  woe  may  not  be  told  !     Suffic'd  it  not 
That  I  should  see,  and  with  these  eyes  behold 
So  foul,  BO  bloody,  and  so  base  a  deed : 

But  more  to  aggravate  the  heavy  cares 
Of  my  perplexed  mind,  must  o^y  I, 
Must  I  alone  be  made  the  messenger. 
That  mnst  deliver  to  her  princely  ears 
Such  dismal  news,  as  when  I  shall  disclose, 

1  know  it  cannot  but  abridge  ber  days  T 
As  when  the  thunder  and  uiree-forked  fire. 

Rent  through  the  clouds  by  Jove's  almighty  power. 
Breaks  up  the  bosom  of  our  mother  earth, 
And  bums  her  heart,  before  the  heat  be  felt. 
In  this  distress,  whom  should  I  most  bewail, 
My  woe,  that  must  be  made  the  messenger 
Of  these  unworthy  and  unwelcome  news  t 
Or  shall  I  moan  t±y  death,  O  noble  Earl  1 
Or  shall  I  still  lament  the  heavy  hap. 
That  yet,  0  Queen,  attends  thy  funeral  1 

Chorus  1.  What  moans  be  these  1 
Henuchio,  is  this  Saleme  I  see  1 
Doth  here  King  Tancred  hold  the  awful  crown  1 
Is  this  the  place  where  civil  people  be  % 
Or  do  the  savage  Scythians  here  abound } 

Chorus  2.  What  mean  these  questions  1  whither 
tend  these  words  1 

in  M>  MTcre  »  mknner,  tluit  t,\\  th«  kindneM  ihe  aftemrda 
■bowed  to  him  wu  Insafficient  to  retDov«  tbe  imprcMioa  It 
bad  made  on  him.  See  Bine's  "  Hemoin  of  (loeeD  Glin- 
b«th ."  vol.  i.  pp.  S,  60,  [and  Nioolw's  "  life  of  Hatton,"  p. 
478.] 
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Reeolve  us  maidens,  and  release  our  fears- 
Whatever  news  thou  bring'st,  diacovt-r  them, 
Detain  UB  not  in  this  euspicious  dread ! 
"  The  thought  whereof  is  greater  than  the  woe." 
Kenuchio.  0, whither  may  I  cast  my  looks?  to 
heaven  1 
Black  pitchT  <^|onds  from  thence  rain  down  reyengt- . 
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The  earth  aliall  I  behold,  stain'd  withTEe  gore 
Of  his  heart-blood,  that  died  most  innocent ! 
AVhich  way  aoe'er  I  turn  mine  eyes,  methinks 
His  butcher'd  corpse  stands  staring  in  my  face. 

Chorus   3.  We  humbly  pray  thee  to  forbear 
these  words. 
So  full  of  terror  to  our  maiden  hearts  :  i     '   I 

"  The  dread  of  things  unknown  breeds  the  inspect      Cor<i 
Of  greater  dread,  until  the  worst  be  known."  J     / 

Tell  therefore  what  hath  chanc'd,  and  whereunto   1  / 
This  bloody  cup  thou  boldest  in  thy  hand.  > 

Kenuohw.  Since  so  ia  your  request,  that  I  shall 
do, 
Although  my  mind  so  sorrowful  a  thing 
liepines  to  tell,  and  though  my  voice  eschews 
To  say  what  I  have  seen  ;  yet  since  your  will 
So  fixed  stands  to  hear  for  what  I  rue, 
Your  great  deaires  I  shall  herein  fulfil. 
Fast  by  Saleme  city,  amids  the  plain. 
There  stauds  a  hill  whose  bottom,  huge  and  rouiul. 
Thrown  out  in  breadth,  a  large  space  doth  contain ; 
And  gathering  up  in  height,  small  from  the  ground, 
Still  less  and  less  it  mounts :  there  sometime  wan 
A  goodly  tower  uprear'J,  that  flower'd  in  fame 
While  fate  and  fortuue  serv'd  ;  but  time  doth  pass. 
And  with  bis  sway  suppresaeth  all  the  same  ; 
For  now  the  walls  be  even'd  with  the  plain, 
And  all  the  rest  so  foully  lies  defoc'd. 
As  but  the  only  shade  doth  there  rWain 
Of  that,  which  there  was  built  in  time  forepnss'd  : 
And  yet  that  shows  what  worthy  work  totbre 


„J.<'«^ 
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j^T*    Hath  there  been  rear'd.    One  parcel  of  that  tower' 
^  ^           Yet  Btands,  which  eating  time  could  not  devour  : 
,    i^*  iv^ '       A  strong  turret,  compact  of  atone  and  rock, 
^\v*'         \  1.  Huevjwithout,  but  horrible  within : 
SrW'  '^   Topaaa  to  which,  by  force  of  handy  stroke, 
^y^J.''"       A  crooked  strait  is  made,  that  enters  in, 
,  ,(f  ^              And  leads  into  this  ugly  loathsome  place. 
■  -^                  Within  the  which,  carved  into  the  ground, 

A  deep  dungeon''  there  runs  of  narrow  space, 
Dreadful  aud  dark,  where  never  light  is  found  : 
Into  this  hollow  cave,  by  cruel  heat 
Of  King  Tancred,  were  divers  servants  sent 
To  work  the  horror  of  his  furious  breast, 
Erst  nourish'd  in  his  rage,  and  now  stern  bent 
To  have  the  same  pertbnn'd,     I  woful  man, 
Amongst  the  rest,  was  one  to  do  the  thing, 
That  to  our  charge  so  straitly  did  belong, 
In  sort  as  was  commanded  by  the  king. 
Within  which  dreadful  prison  when  we  came. 
The  noble  County  Palurin,  that  there 

Cflve"ii«8f«Uow«:- 

Through  Ibia  ■  caio  wu  don  wUh  ruL  fipince : 

Who,  BhcD  ibuilng  pawrr  with  lawlui  mlghi, 
Fr^m  publlo  JusUco  would  Mcurt  hii  Blghl. 

sHS^'.'r.',"„TLt '''"''•'■ 

He  lodged,  whose  lune  au  u  Ltdb  door ; 
from  whence  br  lUlri  deKtndlni  to  (be  nouDd. 

lU  oaUet  eoded  In  m  bnke  o'ergroKii 

Wllh  biwnbio.,  choU'd  bj  lime,  ud  now  UDknown. 

A  fin  there  .»,  which  from  the  kiouduIo'.  helebt 

Omnri  ■  (Umm'rHig  ud  nullnuDt  light, 

A  bremlhlDf  plsce  to  dnw  the  dumps  mtj, 

A  IwUlEht  otui  Intercepted  dnj." 

p.  251. 

»SeaHiUon'B"P8radiii!Lwt,''Bk.  i.  I.  60. 
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'        Lay  chain'd  in  gp-ea,'  fast  fetter'd  in  his  bolu, 
Out  of  the  dark  dungeon  we  did  uprear. 
And  hal'd  him  thence  into  a  brighter  place, 
That  gave  us  light  to  work  our  tyranny. 
But  vrnen  I  once  beheld  his  manly  fate, 
And  eaw  his  cheer,  no  more  appall'd  with  fear 
Of  present  death,  than  he  whom  never  dread 
Did  once  amato  :^  my  heart  abhorred  then 
To  give  consent  unto  so  foul  a  deed : 
That  wretched  death  should  reave  so  worthy  a  man. 
On  false  fortune  I  cried  with  loud  complaint, 
That  in  such  sort  o'erwhelms  nobility. 
But  he,  whom  never  grief  ne  fear  could  taint, 

'  FtUtrt  or  chaina.      So  in   Beinmont   and   Flstclier'a 
"Begg«t'iBii8h,"Botiii.w.  4— 

"  Onu  I  aiut  wmr,  wul  oold  amal  be  my  eomfon.' 
Mmton'*  ■'  What  You  Will,"  acl  ii.  ««.  1- 

"  ThiDk'U  then  ■  tlb«nli>e,  on  msWd  hnut,                                      ^^^^H 

MiltOD's  "  SaiDBOD  Aganiates,''  L  1092—                                         ^^^^^H 

'-l>«tthDD*IradT.lDgl.n.>!    I  thoaglit                                    ^^^^H 

(V»Kr  ud  the  Dili  h>d  llm'd  Iheo."                                               ^^^H 

See   Dr  Newlon's  note   on   the  lant  pusiee ;   >Q(1  Mr                        ^| 

SleeTena'a  note  on  ■'  Firtt  Part  of  Henry  IV.,"  act  ir.  te.  3.                          ■ 

'  Av>aU  ig  lo  daoDt  or  confnond.     3kian«r.  in  hii  "  Elj-                           ■ 

mologieon,"  eipluoa  it  thui  i   "  Perterrefacere,  Attonilum                          ■ 

reddere,  OlMtupcCacere,  mente  coniteniare,  Conallii  inopem                          H 

reddere."     So  in  "  Tbulo  or  Vertne'g  Historie,-'  bv  frauds                          ■ 

lioui,  lS98.aig.  B—                                                                                          ■ 

>'  At  lut  *ltt>  tlolnncc  &nd  open  rorcc,                                                               ^| 

TbcT  brake  (he  pcUeniu  ot  the  Culle  iUt.                                                  ^| 

K<>r«»M<il<fi«brliiD(nrTetUtbl>(i>»,                                                         H 
Bat  MlSe  vnh  fMn  efa  Uke  >  ■>Beil«  coth                                                 ^H 
Wbom  iriilT  Wnof  doth  »  mDch  am«le,                                                         ^H 

top«UBlV.T»la'.l«">b.d=Ld.-                                                    ^^M 

Agnin,  ;ii(f„  tig.  D-                                                                          ^^^H 

■•  He  woDld  ror»ke  bl>  cho^.  and  <huR<  hi)  f>M.                             ^^^H 

And  Inrs  her  quits,  ud  »  prMun  her  ■».                                    ^^^^H 

FiloH  that  a  luddeo  eriet  ilntb  bvr  aHofi,                                         ^^^^^H 

1 
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With  smiling  clieer  himself  oft  ^lleth  me 

To  leave  to  plain  his  case,  or  boitot  make 

For  him ;  for  he  was  far  mora  glad  apaid 

Death  to  embrace  thus  for  his  lady's  sake, 

Than  life  or  all  the  joys  of  life,  he  said. 

For  loss  of  life,  quoth  he,  grieves  me  ao  more 

Than  loss  of  that  which  I  esteemed  least ; 

My  lady's  grief,  lest  she  should  me  therefore. 

Is  all  the  cause  of  grief  within  my  breast. 

He  pray'd  therefore,  that  we  would  make  report 

To  her  of  those  his  last  words  he  would  say : 

That,  though  he  never  could  in  any  sort 

Her  gentleness  requite,  nor  never  lay 

Withm  his  power  to  serve  her  as  he  would ; 

Yet  she  possess* d  his  heart  with  hand  and  might. 

To  do  her  all  the  honour  that  he  could. 

This  was  to  him,  of  all  the  joys  that  might 

Bevive  his  heart,  the  chiefest  joy  of  all. 

That  to  declare  the  faithful  heart  which  he 

Did  bear  to  her,  fortune  so  well  did  fall, 

That  in  her  love  he  should  both  live  and  die. 

After  these  words  he  stay'd,  and  spake  no  more, 

But  joyfully  beholding  ns  each  one. 

His  words  and  cheer  amazed  us  so  sore, 

That  still  we  stood ;  when  forthwith  thereupon : 

Sut,  why  slack  you,  quoth  he,  to  do  the  thing 

For  which  you  comet  make  speed,  and  stay  no 

more: 
Perform  your  master's  will.     Now  tell  the  king 
He  hath  his  life,  for  which  he  long'd  so  sore : 
And  with  those  words  himself  with  his  own  hand 
Fast'ned  the  bands  about  his  neck.     The  rest 
Wond'ring  at  his  stout  heart,  astonied '  stand 


'  AatonUbed.  So  io  "EdpIium  snd  bit  Englsnd,"  p. 
102— "Philtatm,  atkmitd  at  this  speech."  fto.  And  sgsio, 
in  ths  "  Ftble  of  Jennimi,"  (9-  Q.  Oaaooigne,  p.  200 : 
"Wb«n  ferdinando  (loinewlist  anankd  with  bir  ttrange 
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To  see  him  ofTer  thus  Iilma^lf  to  death. 

What  Btony  breast,  or  what  IiarU  heart  of  flint 

"Woiiltl  not  relent  to  see  this  dreary  sight ) 

So    goodly   a    man,   whom   deatli    nor   fortuae's 

dint 
Conld  once  disarm,  murJer'd  with  such  deepite  ; 
And  iu  Buch  sort  bereft,  amidst  the  flowers 
Of  his  fresh  years,  that  ruthful  was  to  seen  : 
"  For  violent  is  death,  when  he  devours 
Voung   men   or  virgins,    while    their   years  be 

green." 
Lo  I    now   our    servants    seeing   bint    take    the 

bands, 
And  on  his  neck  himself  to  make  them  tuet ; 
Without  delay  set  to  their  cniel  hands, 
And   sought  to  work   their  fierce    intent   with 

baste. 
Thoy  stretch  the  bloody  bands;  and  when  tbt* 

breath 
Began  to  fail  his  breast,  they  slack'd  agun  : 
Thrice  did  they  pull,  and  iknc6  they  loosed  him, 
4S0  did  their  bands  repine  against  their  hearts  ; 
And  ofttimes  loosed  to  his  greater  pain. 
"  But  date  of  death,  that  fixed  is  so  fast. 
Beyond  liis  course  there  may  no  wight  extend  : " 
For  strangled  ia  this  noble  Earl  at  last, 
Bereft  of  life,  unworthy  such  an  end. 
CliOHDS.  0  damned  deed  ! 
Eenuchio.  What,  deem  yoii  tliis  to  !>■ 

All  the  sad  news  that  1  have  to  unfold  i 
Is  here,  think  you,  end  of  the  cruelty 
That  I  have  seen  I 

CuORUfi  Could  any  heavier  woo 

Be  wrought  to  him,  tbon  to  destroy  him  so) 


speech)  Ihn*  MBwertd."  And  in  "Thieven  Palling  Out," 
&o.,  ISIE,  b;  Roll.  Qreene:  "The  grentlemBn,  uEohmij  »t 
this  strange  mcUmorpbosis  of  hU  niatrut.'' 

VUU  VII.  B 


TANCRED   AND  GISUDNDA. 

Eenuchio,  What,  tliink  you  this  outrage  did 
end  so  well  t 
-  The  horror  of  the  fact,  the  greatest  grief, 
The  massacre,  the  terror  is  to  tell. 

Chorus.    Alack  !    what  could  be  more  1    they 
threw  percase 
The  dead  body  to  be  devour' d  and  torn 
Of  the  wild  beasts. 

Renuchio.  Would  God  it  had  been  cast  a  savage 
prey 
To  beasts  and  birds  :  but  lo,  that  dreadful  thing 
Which  e'en  the  tiger  would  not  work,  but  to 
Suffice  his  hunger,  that  hath  the  tyrant  king 
Withouten  ruth  commanded  us  lo  do, 
Only  to  ple&se  his  wrathful  heart  withal. 
Happy  Imd  been  hia  chance,  too  happy,  alaa ! 
If  birds  or  beasts  had  eaten  up  his  corpse, 
li  ea,  heart  and  all  within  this  cup  I  bring, 
lAnd  am  constrained  now  unto  the  face 
f  Of  his  dear  lady  to  present  the  same. 
I     Chorus.  Whatkindofcnieltyisthisyounamel 
Declare  forthwith,  and  whereunto  doth  tend 
This  farther  plaint. 

Renuckio.  After  his  breath  was  gone, 

Forced  perforce  thus  from  his  panting  breast, 
Straight  they  despoiled  him ;  and  not  alone 
Contented  with  his  death,  on  the  dead  corpse. 
Which  ravenous  beasts  forbear  to  lacerate, 
Even  upon  this  our  villains  fresh  begun 
To  show  new  cruelty  ;  forthwith  they  pierce 
His  naked  belly,  and  unripp'd  it  so, 
Tliat  out  the  bowels  gush'd.     Who  can  rehearse 
Their  tyranny,  wherewith  my  heart  yet  bleeds! 
The  warm  entrails  were  torn  out  of  his  breast. 
Within  their  hands  trembling,  not  fully  <lead ; 
His  veins  smok'd,  his  bowels  all-to  reeked. 
Ruthless  were  rent,  and  thrown  about  the  place  ; 
All  clottered  lay  the  blood  in  lumps  of  gore. 
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Spreiit^  OR  Ilia  corpse,  and  on  his  paled  face  ; 

His  trembling  heart,  yet  leaping,  out  they  tore, 

And  cruelly  upon  a  rapier 

They  fix'd  the  same,  and  in  this  liateful  wise 

Unto  the  king  this  heart  they  do  present ; 

A  sight  long'd  for  to  feed  his  ireful  eyes. 

The  king  perceiving  each  thing  to  be  wrought 

Aa  he  had  wiil'd,  rejoicing  to  behold 

Upon  the  bloody  sword  the  pierced  heart, 

He  calls  then  for  this  massy  cup  of  gold, 

Into  the  which  the  woful  heart  be  cast ; 

And  reaching  me  the  same :  now  go,  quoth  he, 

Unto  my  daughter,  and  with  speedy  haste 

Present  her  this,  and  say  to  her  from  me. 

Thy  lather  hath  here  in  this  cup  thee  sent 

That  thing  to  joy  and  comfort  tnee  withal, 

Which  thou  lovedst  best,  even  as  thou  wert  content     ^-^  ^-^     •    . 

To  comfort  him  with  his  chief  joy  of  all.  C  ^Af*^^^'''  VC 

Chorus.  O  hateful  fact  I  O  passing  cruelty  I  •>^  ^-  ,  J*  0*^ 
O  murder  wrou^;ht  with  too  much  hard  despite  !  *-':    "  wj 
U  heinous  deed,  wlucti  no  posterity  v^^ 

Will  once  believe !  V 

Renuchio.  Thus  was  Earl  Palurin 

Strangled  unto  the  death,  yea,  after  death 
His  heart  and  blood  diabowell'd  from  his  breast. 
But  what  availeth  plaint  ?  It  is  but  breath 
Forewasted  all  in  vain.     Why  do  I  rest 
Here  iu  this  place  ]     Why  go  I  not,  and  do 
The  hateful  message  to  my  charge  committed  1 
0,  were  it  not  that  I  am  forced  thereto 


^  SpraU  ii  BprinkliKl.      So  in   Spemer't    "Sliepbenl'i 
CatenJM,"  Decainb«r— 

"Uj  tacmd  bttprat  with  boArj  DroM  I  Bbd," 
And  FaLriu'a  "T1U80,"  cant.  ziL  il.  101  — 

•'  Bit  sllTcr  look!  nilb  dmt  he  roul  tapml." 
Again  in  Uilton's  "Comiu,"  I.  G43— 
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B^  a  king's  will,  here  would  I  stay  my  feet, 
"Ne  one  whit  fisirther  wade  in  this  intent ! 
But  I  must  yield  me  to  my  prince's  hest ; 
Yet  doth  this  somewhat  comfort  mine  unrest, 
I  am  resolv'd  her  grief  not  to  behold, 
But  get  me  gone,  my  message  being  told. 
Where  is  the  princess'  chamber  t 
Chorus.  Lo,  where  she  comes. 


ACT  v.,  SCENE  2. 

GiSMUND  cometh  out  of  her  clumtber,  to  tokom 
Kenuchio  delivereth  his  cup,  saying  : 

Kenuchio.  Thy  father,  O  queen,  here  in  this 
cup  hath  sent 
The  thing  to  joy  and  comfort  thee  withal 
Which  thou  lovedst  best,  even  as  thou  wast  content 
To  comfort  him  with  his  chief  joy  of  all. 

GiSMUNDA.  I  thank  my  father,  and  thee,  gentle 
squire, 
For  this  thy  travail ;  take  thou,  for  thy  pains. 
This  bracelet,  and  commend  me  to  the  king. 

[Rknuchio  deparietk. 
So,  now  is  come  the  long-expected  hour. 
The  fatal  hour  I  have  so  looked  for ; 
Now  hath  my  father  satisfied  his  thirst 
With  guiltless  blood,  which  he  so  coveted. 
Whatbriu^  this  cup  ?  Ah  mo  !  I  thought  no  less, 
It  is  mine  Earl's,  my  County's  pierced  heart 
Dear  heart,  too  dearly  hast  thou  bought  my  love  ; 
Extremely  rated  at  too  high  a  price  ! 
Ah,  my  sweet  heart,  sweet  wast  thou  in  thy  life. 
But  in  thy  death  thou  provest  passing  sweet. 
A  fitter  hearse  than  this  of  beaten  gold 
Could  not  be  'lotted  to  so  good  an  heart : 
My  father  therefore  well  provided  thus 
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To  close  and  wrap  tliee  up  in  massy  gold, 

Aud  therewithal  to  send  thee  unto  me, 

To  whom  of  duty  thou  dost  best  belong. 

My  father  hath  in  all  his  life  bewray'd 

A  pnnuely  care  and  tender  love  to  lue  j 

But  this  Burpasseth — in  his  later  days 

To  send  me  this,  mine  own  dear  heart,  to  me. 

AVeFt  thou  not  mine,  dear  heart,  whilst  that  my 

iJaaccd  aud  play'd  upon  thy  golden  stringij  1 
Alt  thou  not  mine,  dear  heart,  now  that  my  love 
is  ded  to  hearen,  and  got  him  golden  wings  I 
Tliou  art  miue  own,  and  etill  mine  own  dialt  be. 
Therefore  my  father  Bcudeth  thee  to  me. 
Ah,  pleasant  harborough '  of  my  heart's  thought ! 
Ah,  sweet  dehght,  the  quickener  of  my  soul  j 
Seven  times  accursed  be  the  hand  that  wrought 
Thee  this  despite,  to  mangle  thee  so  fonl: 
Yet  in  this  wound  I  see  mine  own  true  Love, 
And  in  this  wound  thy  magnanimity. 
And  in  this  wound  I  see  thy  constancy. 
Go,  gentle  heart,  go  rest  thee  in  thy  tomb, 
Ileceive  this  token  at  thy  last  farewel!, 

[She  Hsseth  it. 
Thine  own  true  heart  anon  will  follow  thee, 
Which  panting  lusteth  '  for  thy  company. 
Thus  hast  thou  run,  poor  heart !  thy  mortal  race, 
Aud  rid  thy  life  from  fickle  fortune's  snores ; 
Thus  hast  thou  lost  this  world  and  worldly  caies. 
And  of  thy  foe,  to  honour  thee  withal, 
Receiv'd  a  golden  grave  to  thy  desert. 
Nothing  doth  want  to  thy  just  funeral, 
But  my  salt  tears  to  wash  thy  bloody  wound  : 
"Which  to  the  end  thou  might'st  receive,  behold 
My  father  sends  thee  in  this  cup  of  gold ; 
And  thou  shalt  have  them,  though  Iwaa  resolv'd 

>  Harbour.  *  [Old  oop;,  hiuUlh.] 
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To  shed  no  tears,  but  with  a  cheerful  face 
Once  did  I  think  to  wet  thy  funeral 
Only  with  blood  and  with  no  weeping  eye. 
This  done,  forthwith  my  soul  shall  fly  to  thee ; 
For  therefore  did  my  father  send  thee  me. 
Ah,  my  pure  heart !  with  sweeter  company 
Or  more  content,  bow  safer  may  I  prove 
To  pass  to  places  all  unknown  with  thee  ! 
Why  die  I  not  therefore  ?  why  do  I  stay  f 
Why  do  I  not  this  woful  life  forego, 
And  with  these  hands  enforce  this  breath  away  1 
What  means  this  gorgeous  glittering  head-attire  ? 
How  ill  beseem  these  billaments  ^  of  gold 
Thy  mournful  widowhood  1  away  with  them — 

[Sfie  undresseih  her  hair. 
So  let  thy  tresses,  flaring  in  the  wind, 
Untrimmed  hang  about  thy  bared  neck. 
Now,  hellish  furies,  set  my  heart  on  fire, 
Bolden  my  courage,  strengthen  ye  my  hands. 
Against  their  kind,  to  do  a  kindly  deed. 
But  shall  I  then  unwreaken  ^  down  descend  ? 


^  Habiliments,  S.P, 

•  Unrevenged.  [The  more  correct  form  would  be  un- 
wrolcen,^  So  in  Ben  Jonson'g  ''Every  Man  out  of  hie 
Humour,"  act  ii.  sc. 


"  Would  to  heaven. 
In  yortak  of  mj  misfortunes,  I  were  tnm'd 
To  some  fair  water  nymph." 

In  "ScjanuB  his  Fall,**  act  iv. — 

"  Made  to  speak 
What  they  will  have  to  fit  their  tyrannous  wreak. 

In  Massinger'a  "  Fatal  Dowry,"  act  iv.  sc.  4 — 

<*But  there's  a  hearen  abore,  from  whose  Just  vredk 
No  mists  of  policy  can  hide  offenders." 

In  hifl  **  Very  Woman,"  act  i. 

**  And  our  Just  toreolr,  by  force  or  conning  practice 
With  scorn  prevented." 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  "CoriolanuB,"  act  iv.  so.  5. 
^'Jioriamar  tnutta/"— Virgira  "-fineid,"  lib.  it.— StcevtnH. 
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ahaM  1  not  work  some  just  revenge  on  him 

Tliat  thus  liatli  slain  my  level    shall    not  thesp 

hands 
Fire  his  gates,  and  make  the  flame  to  climb 
Up  to  the  pinnacles  with  burning  brands, 
And  on  his  cinders  wreak  my  cruel  teen ' ) 
Be  still,  fond  girl ;  content  thee  first  to  die, 
This  venom'd  water  shall  abridge  thy  life  : 

[S!ie  laX-elh  a  vial  of  poison  out  of  her  pocitf. 
This  for  the  same  intent  provided  1, 
'Which  can  both  ease  and  end  this  raging  strife. 
Thy  father  by  thy  death  shall  have  more  woe, 
Than  fire  or  fiames  within  his  gates  can  bring  ; 
Content  thee  then  in  patience  hence  to  go. 
Thy  death  his  blood  shall  wreak  upon  the  king. 
Now  not  alone  (a  grief  to  die  alone) 
"  The  only  mirror  of  extreme  annoy ; " 
Bnt  not  alone  thou  diest,  my  love,  for  I 
^  Will  be  copartner  of  thy  destiny, 
Be  merry  then,  my  soul ;  can'et  thou  refuse 
To  die  with  liira,  that  death  for  tliee  did  choose  1 
Chorus  1.  What  damned  fury  hath  possesseii 
our  Queen  t 
Why  sit  we  still  beholding  her  distress  I 
Madam,  forbear,  suppress  this  headstrong  rage. 
GiSMUNDA.  Maidens,  forbear  your  comfortable 

words. 
Chorus  2.  O  worthy  Queen,  rashness  doth  over- 
throw 
The  author  of  his  resolution. 


'  Sorrow.    Ag^n,  tet  v.  sc.  3 — 

'•  nil  dulh.  bar  WW,  ud  h«  >T«Bglii(I 
And  in  Sbaltespeare's  "  Tcnus  and  Adonis ' 
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GiSMTJNDA.  Where  hope  of  help  is  lost,  what 

booteth  fear  ? 
Chorus  3.  Fear  will  avoid  the  sting  of  infamy. 
GiSMUNDA.   May  good  or  bad  reports  delight 

the  dead? 
Chorus  4.  If  of  the  living  yet  the  dead  have 

care. 
GiSMUNDA.   An  easy  grief  by  counsel  may  be 

cur'd. 
Chorus  1.    But  headstrong  mischiefs  princes 

should  avoid. 
GiSMUNDA.  In  headlong  griefs  and  cases  des- 
perate? 
Chorus  2.  Call  to  your  mind,  Gismund,  you 

are  the  Queen. 
GiSMUNDA.  Unhappy  widow,  wife,   and  para- 
mour. 
Chorus  3.  Think  on  the  king. 
GiSMUNDA.  The  king,  the  tyrant  king  ? 

Chorus  4.  Your  father. 

GiSMUNDA.  Yes,  the  murtherer  of  my  love. 

Chorus  4.  His  force. 

GiSMUNDA,  The  dead  fear  not  the  force  of  men. 
Chorus  1.  His  care  and  grief. 
GiSMUNDA.  That  neither  car'd  for  me, 

Nor  grieved  at  the  murther  of  my  love. 
My  mind  is  settled ;  you  with  these  vain  words 
Withhold  me  but  too  long  from  my  desire. 
Depart  ye  to  my  chamber. 

Chorus.  We  will  haste 

To  tell  the  king  hereof. 

[Chorus  depart  into  tlie  palace, 
GiSMUNDA  I  will  prevent 

Both  you  and  liim.     Lo,  here  tnis  hearty  draught, 
The  last  that  in  this  world  I  mean  to  taste, 
Dreadless  of  death,  mine  Earl,  I  drink  to  thee. 
So  now  work  on ;  now  doth  my  soul  begin 
I  To  hate  this  light,  wherein  there  is  no  love ; 
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No  love  of  parents  to  their  children ; 
No  lore  of  princes  to  their  subjects  tnie ; 
No  love  of  ladies  to  tUeir  dearest  lores : 
Now  puss  I  to  the  pleasant  land  of  love, 
Where  heavenly  love  immortal  flonrisheth. 
The  gods  abhor  the  compflny  of  men  ; 
Hell  is  on  earth;  yea,  hell  itself  ia  heaven 
Comjiar'd  with  earth.     I  call  to  witness  heaven 
Heaven,  said  II    No ;  hell  >  record  I  call. 
And  thou,  atem  Roddesa  of  reveDginK  wronps, 
Witness  with  me,  i  die  for  his  pure  love. 
That  lived  mine. 
[She  tiflh  tloun,  and  coperelh  her /an-  with  her 


ACT  v.,  SCENE  3. 

TancrED  in  haile  comelh  out  ofhispalnrt 
with  Julio, 

Tancred.  Where  is  my  daughter  t 

Julio.  Behold,  here,  woftil  king ! 

Tancred.  Ah  me  1  break,  heart ;  and  thon,  Hy 
forth,  my  aoui 
What,  doth  my  daughter  Gismund  take  it  so  I 
What  hiiat  thou  done  1    0,  let  mo  nee  thine  eyes  I 
0,  let  me  drese  up  those  untrimmed  locks  I  ^ 
Look  up,  sweet  child,  look  up,  mine  only  joy. 
'Tia  I,  thy  father,  that  bescecheth  thee  : 

>  [Old  copy,  but  Ml] 

*  It/iUrimmat  lodU  »rc  lock*  diibBrclIed  or  nndnMed. 
Trim,  in  llie  I&ngiuge  of  the  times,  wa»  frequency  Dsed 
far  dreu,    So  in  llaaaiuger'a  "Emperor  of  the  E«n,"  avt 

"OarEutfrnqneeM.  »lllieirhi!llielghibo«ioilitr, 

Andan,  inlhelrliett  (WH.lhTbtUsiia>ludoHi." 

See  alKD  Mr  SleerenB'g  note  on  "Kins  Joho,"  acl  ilS.  ec.  S. 
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Rear  up  thy  body,  strain  thy  dying  voice 

To  speak  to  him ;  sweet  Gismund,  speak  to  me.^ 

GiSMUNDA.  Who  stays  my  soul  1  who  thus  dis- 
quiets me  1 

Tancred.  Tis  I,  thy  father ;  ah !  behold  my 
tears. 
Like  pearled  dew,  that  trickle  down  my  cheeks, 
To  wash  my  silver  hairs. 

GiSMUNDA.  0  father  king, 

Forbear  your  tears,  your  plaint  will  not  avail 

Tancred.  0  my  sweet  heart,  hast  thou  received 
thy  life 
From  me,  and  wilt  thou,  to  requite  the  samcf, 
Yield  me  my  death  ]  yea,death,  and  greater  grief — 
To  see  thee  die  for  him,  that  did  defame 
Thine  honour  thus,  my  kingdom,  and  thy  name  ?  >- 

GiSMUNDA.  Yea,  therefore,  father,  gave  you  life 
to  me. 
That  I  should  die,  and  now  my  date  is  done. 
As  for  your  kingdom  and  mine  own  renown. 
Which  you  affirm  dishonoured  to  be, 
That  fault  impute  it  where  it  is ;  for  he; 
That  slew  mine  Earl,  and  sent  his  heart  to  me. 
His  hands  have  brought  this  shame  and  grief  on  us. 
But,  father,  yet  if  any  spark  remain 
Of  your  dear  love ;  if  ever  yet  I  could 
So  much  deserve,  or  at  your  hands  desire,- 
Grant  that  I  may  obtain  this  last  request. 

Tancred.  Say,  lovely  child,  say  on,  wliate*er  it 
be. 
Thy  father  grants  it  willingly  to  thee. 

GiSMUNDA.  My  life  I  crave  not,  for  it  is  not  now 
In  you  to  give,  nor  in  myself  to  save ; 
Nor  crave  I  mercy  for  mine  Earl  and  me. 
Who  hath  been  slain  with  too  much  cruelty. 
With  patience  I  must  a  while  abide 
Within  this  life,  which  now  will  not  be  long. 
But  this  is  my  request — father,  I  pray  ^. 
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That,  since  it  pieased  bo  your  majesty, 
I  should  enjoy  my  love  aJive  no  more. 
Yet  ne'ertlieless  let  ub  not  parted  be. 
Whom  cruel  death  could  never  separate : 
But  aa  \re  liv'd  and  died  together  here. 
So  let  our  bodies  be  together  tomb'd  ; 
Let  him  with  me,  and  I  with  him,  be  laid 
"Within  one  slirine,  wherever  you  appoint. 
This  if  you  grant  me,  as  I  trust  you  vrill. 
Although  I  Uve  not  to  requit«  this  grace,- 
Th'  immortal  gods  due  recompense  shall  give 
To  you  for  this :  and  so,  vain  world,  farewell — 
My  speech  ia  painful,  and  mine  eyesight  fails. 
Tancred,  My  daughter  dies — see  how  the  bitter 

pangs 
Of  tyrannous  death  torments  her  princely  heart ' 
She  looks  on  me,  at  me  she  shakes  her  heail ; 
For  mo  she  groans ;  by  me  my  daughter  dies ; 
I,  I  the  author  of  this  tragedy. — 
On  me,  on  me,  ye  heavens,  throw  down  your  ire  ! 
Kow  dies  my  daughter  I  [the  tlia]  hence  with- 

princely  robes  !  [He  throto*  atide  kit  ttAet, 

0  fair  in  life  I  thrice  fairer  in  thy  death ! 
Dear  to  thy  father  in  thy  life  thou  wert. 
Bub  in  thy  death  dearest  unto  his  heart ; 

1  kiss  thy  paled  cheeks,  and  close  thine  eyes. 
This  duty  once  I  promis'd  to  myself 

Thou  shouldst  perform  to  me ;  but  ah  1  false  hope. 

Now  rutliful,  wretched  king,  what  resteth  thee  ? 

Wilt  thou  now  live  wasted  with  misery  1 

Wilt  thou  now  live,  that  with  these  eyes  didst  see 

Thy  daughter  dead  ?  wilt  thou  now  live  to  see  - 

Her  funerals,  that  of  thy  life  was  stay  1 

Wilt  thou  now  live  that  wast  her  life's  decay  1 

■Shall  not  this  hand  reach  to  this  heart  the  stroke  1 

Mine  arms  are  not  so  weak,  nor  are  my  limbs 

So  feebled  with  mine  age,  nor  is  my  heart 

So  daunted  with  the  dreaid  of  cowardice, 
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But  I  can  wreak  dne  vengeance  on  that  tiead. 
That  wrought  the  means  these  lovers  now  be  dead. 
Julio,  come  near,  and  lay  thine  own  right  hand 
Upon  my  thigh ' — now  take  thine  oath  of  me. . 
Julio.  I  swear  to  thee,  my  liege  lord,  to  dis- 

Whatever  thou  enjoinest  Julio. 

Tancred.   First,  then,  I  chai^  thee  that  my 
daughter  hare 
Her  last  request ;  thou  shalt  within  one  tomb 
Inter  her  Earl  and  her,  and  thereupon 
Engrave  some  royal  epitaph  of  love. 
That  done,  I  swear  thee  tnou  shalt  take  my  corpae 
W.hich  thou  Bhalt  find  by  that  time  done  to  death. 
And  lay  my  body  by  my  daughter's  side — 
Swear  this,  swear  this,  I  say. 

Julio.  I  swear.  - 

Sut  will  the  king  do  so  unkingly  now  1 

Tancked.  a  kingly  deed  the  king  resolves  to  do. 

Julio.  To  kill  himself  t 

Tancred.  To  send  hia  soul  to  ease. 

Julio.  Doth  Jove  command  it  1 

Tancred.  Our  stars  compel  it. 

Julio.  The  wise  man  overrules  hia  stars. 

Takcred.  So  we. 

Julio.   Undaunted  should  the  minds  of  kings 
endure. 

Tancred.  So  shall  it  in  this  resolutioiL 


'  Allading  to  a  oiutom  of  which  mention  is  nuAt  tn 
6«Deti(,  chap,  xxir.  9 — "And  the  Berraut  put  his  hand 
under  the  lliigk  of  Abrsh&m  his  muter,  and  mare  to  him 
concerning  that  matter."  The  ume  form  «m  likewlBe  ob- 
aerred  by  Jacob  and  Joaeph  when  Ihej  were  dying;.  Some 
tajtUrj  ia  inppoaed  to  be  conched  under  thia  practice.  Tlie 
Tnmt  probable,  at  leaat  the  moat  decent,  auppoailion  ia,  that 
it  wu  a  token  of  aulijectioii  or  homage  from  a  mrvaot  to 
hia  lord,  when  the  former  ulemnlj  promised  to  perform 
wtiateTcr  ahoald  be  commanded  by  w  latter. — SletrtM. 
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Julio,  forbear :  and  as  thou  lov'et  the  king, 

When  thou  shalt  eee  him  welt'ring  in  Iiis  gore, 

Stretching  his  limbs,  and  gasping  in  his  groan?^ 

Then,  JuGo,  set  to  thy  helping  hand, 

Bedouble  stroke  on  stroke,  and  drive  the  stab 

Down  deeper  to  his  heart,  to  rid  his  aoiU. 

Now  Etand  aside,  stir  out  a  foot,  leat  thou 

Make  up  the  fourth  to  fill  this  tragedy. 

These  eyes  that  first  beheld  my  daughter's  shame; 

These  eyes  that  longed  for  the  ruthful  sight 

Of  her  Earl's  heart ;  these  eyes  tliat  now  have  seen 

His  death,  her  woe,  and  her  avenging  teen ; 

Upon  these  eyes  we  must  be  first  avcng'd.- 

Unworthy  lamps  of  this  accursed  lump, 

Out  of  your  dwellings  !    [i^uM  out  kia  e^ei]    So  ;  it 

fita  na  thus 
In  blood  and  blindness  to  go  seek  the  path 
That  leadeth  down  to  everlasting  night. 
Why  fright'st  thou,  dastard  1  be  thou  desperate ; 
One  mischief  brings  another  on  his  neck, 
Ab  mighty  billows  tumble  in  the  seas, 
Now,  daughter,  seest  thou  not  how  I  amerce 
My  «Tatb,  that  thus  bereft  thee  of  thy  love. 
Upon  my  head  ?    Now,  fathers,  learn  bv  me.  - 
Be  wdse,  be  wam'd  to  use  more  tenderly 
The  jewels  of  your  joys.     Daughter,  1  come. 

[KilU  himsrl/. 
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Lo  here  the  sweets  of  grisly  jiale  despair  ! 
These  are  the  blossoms  of  this  cursed  tree, 
Such  are  the  fruits  of  too  much  lovs  and  care, 
O'er-ffhelmed  in  tlie  seiiae  of  iniaery.  .. 

With  violent  handa  he  that  bis  life  doth  end,  L  fi' 
His  damned  soul  to  endlees  night  doth  wend,  j    ^c 
Now  resteth  it  that  I  discharge  mine  oath, 
To  see  th'  imhappy  lovers  and  the  king 
Laid  in  one  tomb.     I  would  be  very  loth 
You  should  wait  here  to  see  this  mournful  thing : 
For  I  am  sure,  aud  do  ye  all  to  wit, 
Through  grief  wherein  the  lords  of  Salfme  Iw, 
These  funerals  are  not  prepared  yet ; 
Nor  do  they  think  on  that  solemnity. 
As  for  the  fury,  ye  must  understand. 
Now  ahe  hath  seen  th'  effect  of  her  desire. 
She  is  departed,  and  hatli  left  out  land. 
Granting  this  end  unto  her  hellish  ire. 
Now  humbly  pray  we,  that  our  English  dames 
'  May  never  lead  their  loves  into  mistrust ; 
But  that  their  honours  may  avoid  the  shames, 
That  follow  such  as  live  in  wanton  lust. 
We  know  they  bear  them  on  their  virtues  bold, 
With  blissful  chastity  so  well  content 
That,  when  their  lives  and  loves  abroad  are  told, 
All  men  admire  their  virtuous  government ; 
Worthy  to  live  where  fury  never  came, 
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Worthy  to  live  where  love  doth  always  see, 
Worthy  to  live  in  golden  trump  of  fame. 
Worthy  to  live  and  honoured  still  to  be. 
Thus  end  our  sorrows  with  the  setting  sun : 
Now  draw  the  curtains,  for  our  scene  is  done. 

R.  W. 


THE  WOUNDS  OF  CIVIL  WAR. 


EDITIOS. 
Tht  Wovttd*  of  Cam  War.  Ztt>«Iy  tet  forth  inOutnu 
Tragedm  of  Jfortut  and  SeiUa.  A$  it  hath  hem* 
jnMiqiuI]/ plaid*  in  London,  by  tht  Right  SoncwnMt 
the  Lord  high  Admirall  hit  Servanit.  Writtm  fry 
ThomoM  Lodge,  OmL  O  vita !  misero  long»,  fslici 
breris.  London,  Printed  by  John  Danter,  and  are  to 
be  told  at  the  tign*  qf  the  Smme  in  FauU$  Chtir^ 
yarde.    1694.    4to. 


[ME   COLLIER'S   PREFACE." 


Thouab  Lodge,  in  his  "Alaiutu  against  Usuren,' 
1Q84,  Bp«akB  of  lii«  "biitb,"  aiid  of  "tbe  o&Bpriiig  bom 
whence  lie  came,"  as  if  lie  were  at  least  reapectably 
Uescendeil ;  aud  ou  tho  authority  of  Anthony  Wood,  it 
has  been  asserted  by  all  subsequent  biographers  that 
he  was  of  a  tiuco'iahire  family.  [The  fact  is,  ^hat 
Lodge  was  iho  second  Bon  of  Sir  Thomas  Lodge,  Lonl 
Mayor  of  Loudon,  who  died  in  1584,  by  bis  wife,  the 
daughter  of  Sir  William  Laxton.]  Thomas  Salter,  about 
the  year  1680,  dedicated  his  "Mirror  of  Modesty"  lo 
[the  poet's  mother.  Lady  Anne  Lodge], 

Longbaine  seems  to  be  under  u  mistake  whea  be 
states  that  Lodge  was  of  Cambridge.  Wood  claims 
him  for  the  Universily  of  Oifurd,'  where  be  traces 
him  as  early  aa  1573,  when  he  must  have  been  about 
seventeen  years  old,  if  ho  were  bom,  aa  is  generally 
supposed,  in  1566.    We  are  told  by  himself  that  he  was 

'  [The  following  acconnt  ol  Lodge  and  bit  works  isTcr; 
imperfect.  See  the  Sbskcspnre  Society  volume,  1SS3, 
containiDg  much  fuller  particulars.] 

>  In  the  "Kpistls  of  EnglBad  lo  her  Three  DaugbUra," 
in  Clarke's  "  Palimanleia, "  li&5.  Lodge  ii  apokeQ  of  •• 
bcloo^jiug  to  Oxford.— (7Uii^. 
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a  Servitor  of  Trinity  College,  and  that  he  was  eda- 
cated  under  Sir  Edward  Hoby.  At  what  time  and 
for  what  canse  Lodge  left  Oxford  is  not  known ;  but 
Stephen  Gosson,  in  the  dedication  of  his  ''  Plays  Con- 
fated  in  Five  Actions,"  printed  about  1582,^  accuses 
him  of  having  become  *'  a  vagrant  person,  visited  by 
the  heavy  hand  of  God/'  as  if  he  had  taken  to  the 
stage,  and  thereby  had  incurred  the  vengeance  of 
heaven.  In  1584,  when  Lodge  answered  Gosson,  he 
was  a  student  of  Lincoln's  Inn ; '  and  to  ''  his  courteous 
friends,  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Inns  of  Court,"  he  dedi- 
cated his  "  Alarum  against  Usurers."  He  afterwards, 
as  he  informs  Lord  Hunsdon,  in  the  epistle  before  his 
"  Rosalynde,  1590,  "  fell  from  books  to  arms ;  '*  and  he 
calls  it  '*  the  work  of  a  soldier  and  a  scholar,"  adding 
that  he  had  sailed  with  Captain  Clarke  to  the  islands 
of  Terceras  and  the  Canaries.  In  1596,  he  published 
his  "  Margarite  of  America,"  and  he  mentions  that  it 
was  written  in  the  Straits  of  Magellan,  on  a  voyage 
with  Cavendish.  To  this  species  of  vagrancy,*  however, 
Gosson  did  not  refer. 

That  Lodge  was  vagrant  in  his  pursuits  we  have 
sufficient  evidence ;  for,  after  having  perhaps  been 
upon  the  stage,  having  entered  himself  at  Lincoln's 
Inn,  having  become  a  soldier,  and  having  sailed  \tith 
Clarke  and  Cavendish,  he  went,  according  to  Wood,  to 


^  Mr  Malone  ("Shakespeare,"  by  Boswell,  iii.  40,  note  9) 
sajB  that  it  was  printed  about  1580  ;  but  Lodge  himself, 
writing  in  1584,  speaks  of  Gosson's  ''Plays  Confuted,"  as 
written  "  about  two  years  since." 

>  **  Scilla's  Metamorphosis/'  1589;  "  Diogenes  in  his  Singu- 
larity," 1591;  and  "A  Fig  for  Momos,"  1595,  are  all 
stat^  to  be  by  T.  L.,  or  Thomas  Lodge,  of  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Gentleman. 
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Btudj  medicine  at  Avignon.'  This  chanRe;  if.it  took 
place  at  ell,  which  may  admit  of  doaht,'  did  nAt  iirtur 
until  after  15B6.  In  1595  his  "Fig  for  MomuB''"op- 
peated.  Beaides  Satires,  it  vontaina  Epietles  aittT 
Eclogues ;  and  in  one  of  the  latter  Lodge  Bpeaka  in'  ■ 
his  own  penon,  under  the  character  of  "Golde"  (the 
eanie  letters  that  compose  his  name),  and  there  Etatcs 
his  determination  no  longer  to  pursue  ill-rewarded 
poetry— 

"Wliiih  sound  rewards,  unce  this  neglected  time, 
Bcpinei  to  jield  to  men  of  high  desert, 
I'll  cease  to  rsvel  out  mj  wits  in  rhyme. 
For  such  who  mike  so  bue  account  of  art; 
And  since  by  wit  there  is  no  means  to  climb, 
I'll  hold  the  plongh  awhile,  and  plj  the  cart ; 
And  If  my  muse  to  wonted  ooorae  retorn, 
I'll  write  and  judge,  pcraae,  commend  and  Imrn." 
The  dedication  of  his  "  Wit's  Miseij,  and  the  World's 
Madness,"  is  dated  "from  my  house,  at  Low  Layton, 
J5th  November  1596." 

The  principal  reasons  for  supposing  that  Lodge  studied 
medicine  are  the  eiistence  of  a  "Treatise  of  the  Plague," 
published  by  "Thomw  Lodge,  Doctor  in  Physic,"  in 
1603,  and  of  a  collection  of  medical  recipes  in  MS., 
called  "Tlfe  Poor  Man's  Legacy,"  addressed  to  the 
ConnleBB  of  Arundel,  and  sold  among  the  hooks  of  the 
Duke  of  Norfolk.'     [There  can  be  little  or  no  question 

'  A  French  sonnet  by  Thomas  Lodge  is  prefixed  to  Robert 
Oreenc's  "  Spaoiih  Mas<iuerado."  lie  has  also  eoniB  Freach 
verses  in  "Rosalynde." 

*  The  lines  upon  Lodge  in  "The  Return  from  Par- 
nuaus,"  1B06.  would  show  that  it  did  occur : — 

To  til  ua  ilmpcr  -EuiibBta'  Lcgacr,' "  Ac. 
—CoUicr. 

'  [Afterwards  purchased  by  Mr  Collier,] 
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that  tbc'physidan  and  poet  were  one  and  the  same.  In 
«  E&{rl«nd*B  PamasBUs/'  1600,  lie  is  called  indifferently 
Thomas  Lodge  and  Doctor  Lodge]  The  author  of  the 
'"^.^  Treatise  of  the  Plague  "  expressly  tells  the  Lord  Mayor 
*6f  London,  in  the  dedication,  that  he  was  "  hred  and 
brought  up"  in  the  city.  Thomas  Heywood,  in  his 
<<Troja  Britannica,"  1609,  enumerates  the  celebrated 
physicians  then  living — 

"  Ab  famous  Butler,  Pedy,  Turner,  Poe, 
Atkinson,  Lyster,  Lodf/e,  who  still  sunrive." — C,  8. 

It  hardly  deserves  remark  that  Lodge  is  placed  last 
in  this  list ;  but  had  he  been  the  same  individual  who 
had  written  for  the  stage,  was  the  friend  of  so  many 
dramatists,  and  was  so  well  known  as  a  lyric  poet,  it 
seems  likely  that  Heywood  would  have  said  more  about 
him.^  It  is  a  singular  coincidence,  that  having  written 
how  to  prevent  and  cure  the  plague,  he  should  die  of 
that  disease  during  the  great  mortality  of  1625.  Wood's 
expressions  on  this  point,  however,  are  not  decisive : 
"  He  made  his  lost  exit  (of  the  plague,  I  think)  in  Sep- 
tember 1625,  leaving  then  behind  him  a  widow  called 
Joan."  It  has  been  conjectured  [rather  foolishly]  that 
he  was  a  Roman  Catholic,  from  a  statement  made  by 
one  of  his  biographers  that,  while  he  practised  medicine 
in  London,  he  was  much  patronised  by  persons  of  that 
persuasion. 


^  [This  does  not  appear  quite  to  follow.  In  a  poem, 
«  Upon  London  Physicians,"  written  about  1G20,  and  quoted 
in  "Ineditcd  Poetical  Miscellanies/'  edit.  Hazlitt,  1870, 
Big.  Ff  5,  he  is  mentioned  in  the  same  way,  without  any 
reference  to  his  literary  repute  or  performances.  ]  It  is  to 
be  observed  in  the  list  of  Lodgers  productions,  that  there 
is  an  interval  between  1596,  when  *' Wit's  Misery  and  the 
World's  Madness"  appeared,  and  1603,  when  the  "Treatise 
of  the  Plague  "  was  published. 
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There  are  but  two  exiating  dranialic  productions  oa 
the  title-pages  ot  which  the  name  of  Lodge  ia  foand  ; ' 
the  one  he  wrote  alone,  and  the  other  in  pnrtnerahip 
with  Robert  Greene  ; — 

(I.)  The  Wounda  of  Civill  War.  Lively  Bet  forth  in 
the  true  Tr^ediea  of  Marins  and  Scills,  &c  Written 
by  Thomas  Lodge,  Gent     1594,  4to. 

(2 )  A  Looking  Glaaso  for  London  and  Englande. 
Made  by  Thomaa  Lodge,  Gentleman,  and  Robert 
Greene,  in  Artibiu  JfagiMer.  1S94,  l&QS,  1603,  1617, 
all  in  4to.> 

The  nioBt  remarkable  [of  his  works],  and  that  which 
kaabeen  iiioat  often  reprinted,  is  hia  "Rosalynde  "  which, 
OS  ia  well  known,  Shakespeare  closely  fallowed  in  "  As 
You  Like  It."  ' 

Anterior  to  the  date  of  any  of  his  other  piec«a  roost 
have  been  Lodge's  defence  of  stoge-playa,  becaose 
Stephen  Qosson  replied  to  it  about  1568.  It  was  long 
thought,  on  the  authority  of  Prynne,  that  Lodge's  tract 
was  called  "The  Play  of  Plays,"  but  Mr  Malone  ascer- 
tained that  to  be  a  dilTerent  production.  The  only  copy 
of  Lodge's  pamphlet  seen  by  Mr  Malone  was  without  a 

'  Others  havo  been  attribaMd  to  htm  in  caujnnetion  with 
Greene,  liut  en  no  mfflcient  evideoee— tic,  "  Lady  Alimony," 
not  printed  unli!  185B ;  "The  Laws  of  NBlore,"  and  "The 
Contention  between  Liberality  and  Prodigality,"  1602. 

'  [tteprintcd  in  Mr  Dyee'i  editions  of  Grecna's  Works, 
1B31  and  ISOl.]  HcdbIowa  probably  alludes  to  Ibis  play  in 
hU  HSS.,  and  if  so,  it  was  acted  u  early  as  ISBl.  The  fol- 
loKing  is  the  entrr :  "  B.  {i.e.,  reeeired)  at  thi  Looting  Qlaitt. 
the  8th  of  Marohe,  1591,  ry  a."  [See  Mr  CoUier'a  edit, 
1845,  pp.  23-8.1 

*  [Here  folloiri  in  the  former  edition  a  list  of  Lodge's 
worts,  which  will  bo  found  more  fully  and  correctly  given 
in  liailitt's  "  Handbook."  in  r.J 
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title,  and  it  was  probably  the  same  that  was  sold  among 
the  books  of  Topham  Beanderc  in  1781.  It  is  spoken 
of  in  " The  French  Academy"  [1589]  as  having  "lately 
passed  the  press  ;"  but  Lodge  himself^  in  his  *'Alamm 
against  Usurers,''  very  clearly  accounts  for  its  extreme 
rarity :  he  says,  "  by  reason  of  the  slendemess  of  the 
subject  (because  it  was  in  defence  of  plaies  and  play- 
makers)  the  godly  and  reverent  that  had  to  deal  in  the 
cause,  misliking  it,  forbad  the  publishing;"  and  he 
charges  Gosson  with  ^  comming  by  a  private  unperfect 
coppye,"  on  which  he  framed  his  answer,  entitled, 
"  Plays  confuted  in  Five  Actions." 

Mr  Malone  (''  Shakespeare,"  by  Boewell,  iL  250)  con- 
tends that  Spenser  alludes  to  Lodge,  in  his  ''  Tears  of 
the  Muses,"  under  the  name  of  Alcon,  in  the  following 
lines: — 

''And  there  is  pleasing  Alcon,  could  he  raise 
His  tunes  from  la^'s  to  matters  of  more  skill ; " 

und  he  adds  that  Spenser  caUs  Lodge  Alcon,  from  one 
of  the  characters  in  *'  A  Looking  Qlasse  for  London  and 
Englande ;"  but  this  argument  would  apply  just  as  much 
to  Lodge's  coadjutor  Greene.  Mr  Malone  further  argues 
that  Lodge,  roused  by  this  applause  (which  he  repaid  in 
his  "  Phillis  "),  produced  not  long  afterwards  a  "  matter 
of  more  skill,"  in  "  The  Wounds  of  Civil  War." 


THE  MOST  LAMENTABLE  AND 

TRUE  TRAGEDIES  OF 

MARIOS   AND   SYLLA.' 


Sntfr  on.  the  Capitol  SULPmus,  TrOmnt,  Caicm 
Marius,  Q,  Pompet,  Cotwk/,  Junius 
Brutus,  Lucretius,  Caius  GRANiuai  Lec- 
TORius,  Lucius  Merula,  Jiipitei'i  Priat, 
and  CiNNA  ;  whom  placed,  aiul  thtir  LieCort 
be/ore  thim  with  tktir  rods  and  axes,  SULFITIUS 
bti/iTiHeih. 

^iULPiTius,  Clrave  senators,  and  fathers  of  this 

Our  strange  protractiong  and  unkind  delays 
Where  weighty  wars  doth  call  us  out  to  fight, 


'  In  the  coune  of  the  incidenU  of  this  historical  tnigedj. 
Lodge  hu  Tery  mD«h  followed  the  lives  of  Huiua  and  Sjlla, 
u  giren  by  Plutarch  :  he  su  a  acbeUr,  and  it  vaa  not 
neeeaaaty  therefore  for  him  to  reaort  to  Sii  Thomu  North's 
tranilatioD  from  the  French,  of  which  ShakeapeiLre  arnileil 
himself,  anil  of  which  there  were  manj  editiona  subacqueat 


106  THE  WOUNDS  OF  CIVIL  WAB. 

Out  factious  wita,  to  please  afipiring  lords, 

(You  see)  have  added  power  unto  our  foes. 

And  hazarded  rich  Phiygia  and  Bithinia, 

With  all  our  Asian  holds  and  cities  too. 

Thus  Sflla  seeking  to  be  general, 

Who  ia  invested  in  our  consul's  pall,' 

Hath  forced  murders  in  a  quiet  state ; 

The  cause  whereof  even  Pompey  may  complain, 

Who,  seeking  to  advance  a  climbing  friend. 

Hath  lost  by  death  a  sweet  and  courteous  son. 

Who  now  in  Asia  but  Mithridates 

Laughs  at  these  fond  dissensions  I  complain  I 

Wbne  we,  in  wrangling  for  a  general. 

Forsake  our  friends,  forestal  our  forward  war, 


toiUGnt  appeiiancein  1579.  It  ia  prettj  eridc&t,  howerer, 
from  a  eomparixoii  of  a  fair  pusiges  quoted  in  the  notes  in 
the  progTcw  of  the  plxj,  thit  Lodges  diA  employ  thu  popaUr 
work,  although  he  bu  Tiried  loine  of  the  eveata,  and  ape- 
eiall;  the  death  of  Sjlla. 

It  is  not,  perhipa.  ponible  now  to  nttle  the  point  when 
tblB  trogedf  wu  first  represented  on  tlie  stage,  but  it  wm 
most  litely  some  time  before  iU  pulilicatiou  in  1664.  We 
know  that  Lodge  hail  written  in  defence  of  the  elage  before 
1682,  and  it  ia  not  unlikely  that  he  did  bo,  because  he  had 
alteadj  written  for  it  Bohert  Greene,  in  his  "  Oroat'sworth 
of  Wit,"  ipeaka  of  Lodge  a*  a  drmmatio  poet  in  IS92 ;  and 
the  comedy  which  they  wrote  together,  it  ii  aicertained, 
was  acted  in  March  15S1,  if  not  earlier,  although  it  was  not 
printed  until  three  years  afterwards.  Tho  venilication  of 
"The  Wonndiof  Civil  War"  certainly aflbrds evidence  thai 
it  was  penned  even  1>efore  Marlowe  had  improved  the 
measure  of  dtamatic  blank  verse,  which  Shakespeare  per- 
fected :  it  ia  hesTv,  monotonous,  and  without  the  pauiea 
suhseqnently  introduced ;  if  therefore  Lodge  proiluccd  It 
after  Marlowe's  "  Kdvard  II."  was  brought  out,  he  did  not 
■t  least  proGt  by  the  example.  All  the  unities  are  set  at 
defiance. 

1  The  "  consul's  pall "  is  the  consQl'a  robe.  Thus  Uilton 
In  "It  Penseroso" — 

"  Ltt  piTincnu  Tngtij 
Jasctptii'ipaa  cgmc  iweeplng  bf.' 

Purple  pall  is  very  commonly  met  with  in  oar  old  writers. 
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And  leave  our  legions  full  of  dalliance : 
Waiting  our  idle  nills  at  Capua. 
Fie,  Romaoa  1  shall  the  glories  of  your  natitds, 
The  wondrous  beauty  of  this  capitol, 
Perish  through  Sylla's  insolence  and  pride ; 
As  if  that  Rome  were  robb'd  of  true  renown, 
And  destitute  of  warlike  champions  nowl 
Lo,  here  the  man,  tlie  rumour  of  whose  fame 
Hath  made  Iberia  tremble  and  submit ; 
See  MikriuB,  that  in  managing  estate. 
Though  many  cares  and  troubles  he  hath  pass'd, 
And  spent  his  youth,  upon  whose  reverend  head 
The  milk-white  pledge  of  wisdom  sweetly  spreads. 
He,  six  times  consul,  fit  for  peace  or  war, 
Site  drooping  here,  content  to  brook  disgrace, 
Who  glad  to  fight  through  follies  of  his  foes 
Sighs  for  your  shame,  whilst  you  abide  secure. 
And  I  that  aee  and  should  recure  these  wrongs, 
Through  Pompey's  tate  vacation  and  delay, 
Have  left  to  publish  him  for  general, 
That  merits  better  titles  far  uian  these. 
But,  nobles,  now  the  tinal  day  is  come. 
When  I,  your  tribune,  studying  for  renown. 
Pronounce  and  publish  Marius  general, 
To  lead  our  legions  against  Mithridates, 
And  crave,  grave  fathers,  signs  of  your  content. 
Q.    PoMPEY.    Believe   mo,  noble    liomans   and 
grave  senators, 
This  strange  election,  and  this  new-made  law 
Will  witness  our  unstable  government. 
And  dispossess  Home  of  her  empery ; 
For  although  Manns  be  renown'd  in  arms. 
Famous  for  prowess,  and  grave  in  warlike  drifts, 
Yet  may  the  sunshine  of  bis  former  deeds 
Nothing  echpse  our  Sylla's  dignity. 
By  lot  and  by  election  he  was  made 
Chief  general  against  Mithridates, 
And  shall  we  then  abridge  him  of  that  rule  ! 
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'Twere  injury  to  Sylla  and  to  Borne : 
Nor  would  the  height  of  his  all-daring  mind 
Brook  to  the  death  so  vile  and  foul  disgrace. 
J.  Brutus.  Why,  Pompey,  as  if  the  senate  had 

not  power 
To  appoint,  dispose,  and  change  their  generals ! 
Rome  sliall  belike  be  bound  to  Sylla's  rule, 
Wliose    haughty    pride    and    swelling    thoughts 

puflTd-up 
Foreshows  the  reaching  to  proud  Tarquin's  state. 
Is  not  his  lingering  to  our  Roman  loss 
At  Capua,  where  he  braves  it  out  with  feasts. 
Made  known,  think  you,  unto  the  senate  here  ? 
Yes,  Pompey,  yes ;  and  hereof  are  we  sure, 
If  Romans'  state  on  Sylla's  pride  should  lie, 
Rome's  conquests  would  to  Pontus'  regions  fly  ; 
Therefore,  grave  and  renowned  senators, 
(Pillars  that  bear  and  hold  our  rule  aloft, 
You  stately,  true,  and  rich  pyramids) 
Descend  into  the  depth  of  your  estates ; 
Then  shall  you  find  that  Sylla  is  more  fit 
To  rule  in  Rome  domestical  affairs. 
Than  have  the  conquest  of  Bithinia, 
Which,  if  once  got,  he'll  but  by  death  forego : 
Therefore  I  say  [let]  Marius  [be]  our  general. 
Lucretius.  So  thus  we  strive  abroad  to  win 

renown. 
And  nought  regard  at  home  our  waning  states. 
Brutus,  I  say,  the  many  brave  exploits. 
The  warlike  acts  that  Sylla  has  achieved 
Show  him  a  soldier  and  a  Roman  too, 
Whose  care  is  more  for  country  than  himself. 
Sylla  nill  brook,^  that  in  so  many  wars. 
So  hard  adventures  and  so  strange  extremes, 


1  «  Sylla  ntU  brook  "  is  "  Sylla  ne  wiU,  or  will  not  brook.'' 
Shakespeare  uses  the  word.  See  Mr  Steerens's  DOte, "  Tam- 
ing of  the  Shrew,"  act  ii  ac  1. 
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Hath  bonie  the  palm  and  prize  of  victory, 
Thus  with  dishonour  to  give  up  hia  charge. 
Sylla  hath  friends  and  soldiers  at  comniand, 
Tliat  first  will    make  the   towers  of   Home  to 

shake. 
And  force  the  stately  capitol  to  dance, 
Ere  any  rob  him  of  his  just  renown. 
Then  we  that  through  the  Caspian  sliores  luivc 

And  spread  with  ships  the  Oriental  sea, 

At  home  shall  make  a  murder  of  our  friends, 

And  massacre  our  dearest  countrymen. 

Lkctorius.  The  power  of  Sylla  nought  will  'vail 
'gainst  Kome ; 
And  let  me  die,  Lucretius,  ere  I  see 
Our  senate  dread  for  any  private  man.     Therefore, 
Benown'd  Sulpitius,  send  for  Sytla  back  : 
Let  MariuB  lead  our  men  in  Asia. 

L.  Mebula.    The  law  the  senate  wholly  doth 

Let  Morius  lead  our  men  in  Asia. 

CtNNA,  Cinna  affirms  the  senate's  censure  just, 
And  saith  let  Mariua  lead  the  legions  forth, 

C.  GRANira,  Honour  and  victory  follow  Marius' 
steps ! 
For  him  doth  Graniua  wish  to  fight  for  Rome, 

SULPITIUS.    Why  then,  you  sage  and  ancient 
sires  of  Rome, 
Sulpitiufi  here  again  doth  publish  forth, 
That  Marius  by  the  senate  here  is  made 
Chief  general  to  lead  the  legions  out 
Against  Mithridates  and  his  competitors. 
Now  rictory,  for  honour  of  Rome,  follow  Marius '. 
[Here  Ut  Marius  rovte  hinueif. 

Mabius.  S&ge  and  imperial  senators  of  Kome. 
Not  without  good  advisement  have  you  seen 
Old  Marius  silent  during  your  discourse : 
Yet  not  for  that  he  fear'd  to  plead  his  c 
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Or  raise  his  honour  trodden  down  by  age, 
But  that  his  words  should  not  allure  his  liiends 
To  stand  on  stricter  terms  for  his  behoof. 
Six  times  the  senate  by  election  hath 
Made  Marius  consul  over  warlike  Home, 
And  in  that  space  nor  Kome  nor  all  the  world 
Could  ever  say  that  Marius  was  untrue. 
These  silver  hairs,  that  hang  upon  my  face, 
Are  witnesses  of  my  unfeigned  zeal 
The  Cymbrians,  that  erewhile  invaded  France, 
And  held  the  Roman  empire  in  disdain, 
Lay  all  confounded  under  Marius'  sword  : 
Fierce  Scipio,  the  mirror  once  of  Rome, 
Whose  loss  as  yet  my  inward  soul  bewails, 
Being  ask'd  who  should  succeed  and  bear  his  rule. 
Even  this,  quoth  he,  shall  Scipio's  armour  bear ; 
And  therewithal  clapp'd  me  upon  the  back.''^ 
If  then,  grave  lords,  my  former-passed  youth 
Was  spent  in  bringing  honours  unto  ^  Rome, 
Let  then  my  age  and  latter  date  of  years. 
Be  sealed  up  for  honour  unto  Rome. 

Here  enter  Sylla,  with  Captains  and  Soldia's. 

SULPmus.   Sylla,  what  mean  these  arms  and 
warlike  troops ) 
These  glorious  ensigns  and  these  fierce  alarm  [s] 
Tis  proudly  done  to  brave  the  capitol ! 

^  "  But  specially  ono  day  above  the  rest,  having  made 
him  sup  with  him  at  his  table,  some  one  after  supper  falling 
in  talke  of  Captaines  that  were  in  Rome  at  that  time,  one 
that  stood  by  Scipio  asked  him  (either  because  he  stood  in 
donbt,  or  elsie  for  that  he  would  curry  favour  with  Scipio), 
what  other  Captaine  the  liomanes  should  have  after  his 
death,  like  unto  him?  Scipio  having  Marius  by  him, 
gently  clapped  him  upon  the  shoulders  and  said,  Perad- 
Tenture  this  shall  be  he." — North* a  Plutarch,  **  Life  of  CaiuM 
Marim:' 

•  [Old  copy,  intol 
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Stlla.  These  arms,  Sulpitius,  are  not  borne  for 
hate. 
But  maintenance  of  my  confirmed  state  : 
I  come  to  Kome  with  no  seditious  thoughts, 
Except  I  find  too  &oward  injuries. 

SuLvmus.  But  wisdom  would  yoa  did  forbear 
To  yield  these  slight  suspicions  of  contempt, 
Where  as  the  senate  studieth  high  affair.?. 

SvLLA.  What  serious  matters  have  these  lords 

in  band  I 
Sulpitius.    Tlie  senators  with  full  decree  ap- 
point 
Old  Marius  for  their  captain-general. 
To  lead  thy  legions  into  Asia, 
And  fight  against  the  fierce  Mithridates. 
Sylla.  To  MflriusI     Jolly  stuff!     \Miy  then 
I  see 
Your  lordships  mean  to  make  a  babe  of  me, 
J.  Brdtus.    'Tis  true,  Sylla,  the  senate  hatli 
agreed 
That  Marius  shall  those  hands  and  legions  bear. 
Which  you  now  hold,  against  Mitliriilatea. 

Sylla.  Marius  should '  lead  them  then,  if  Sylla 
said  not  no ; 
And  I  should  be  a  consul's  shadow  then. 
Trustless  senators  and  ungrateful  Konians, 
For  all  the  honours  I  have  done  to  Kome, 
For  all  the  spoils  I  brought  within  her  walls, 
Thereby  for  to  enrich  and  raise  her  pride, 
Repay  you  me  with  this  ingratitude  1 
You  know,  unkind,  that  Sylla's  wounded  helm 
Was  ne'er  hong  up  once,  or  distain'd  with  rust : 
The  Marcians  that  before  me  fell  amain. 
And  like  to  winter-hail  on  every  side, 
Unto  the  city  Nuba  I  pursued, 


"  [Old  cop)-,  ihall,  aad  ei 
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And  for  your  sakes  were  thirty  thousand  slain. 

The  Hippinians  and  the  Samnites  Sylla  brought 

As  tributaries  unto  famous  Rome  : 

Ay,  where  did  Sylla  ever  draw  his  sword, 

Or  lift  his  warlike  hand  above  his  head 

For  Komans'  cause,  but  he  was  conqueror  ? 

And  now,  unthankful,  seek  you  to  disgrade 

And  tear  the  plumes  that  Sylla's  sword  hath  wont 

Marius,  I  tell  thee  Sylla  is  the  man 

Disdains  to  stoop  or  vail  his  pride  to  thea 

Marius,  I  say  thou  may'st  nor  shalt  not  have 

The  charge  that  unto  Sylla  doth  belong. 

Unless  thy  sword  could  tear  it  from  my  heart, 

Which  in  a  thousand  folds  impales  ^  the  same. 

Marius.  And,  Sylla,  hereof  be  thou  full  assur'd : 
The  honour,  whereto  mine  undaunted  mind 
And  this  grave  senate  hath  enhanced  me. 
Thou  nor  thy  followers  shall  derogate. 
The  space  ^  of  years  that  Marius  hath  o*erpass*d 
In  foreign  broils  and  civil  mutinies, 
Hath  taught  him  this :  that  one  unbridled  foe 
My  former  fortunes  never  shall  o'ergo. 

Sylla.    Marius,  I  smile  at  these  thy  foolish 
words ; 
And  credit  me,  should  laugh  outright,  I  fear, 
If  that  I  knew  not  how  thy  froward  age 
Doth  make  thy  sense  as  feeble  as  thy  joints. 

Marius.  Sylla,  Sylla,  Marius'  years  have  taught 
Him  how  to  pluck  so  proud  a  younker's  plumes ; 

^  It  is  doubtful  whether  we  ought  to  read  impale  or 
impalL  If  the  latter,  it  means  to  enfold  with  a  pall ;  but 
Cleyeland  uses  impale  in  the  same  sense — 

"  I  now  impale  her  in  mj  arms.*' 

This,  however,  is  rather  a  forced  construction. 

*[01d  copy,  spcnce.]  This  may  mean  "the  expense  of 
years  that  Ifarius  hath  o'erpast,"  or  it  may  be  an  cosy  miu- 
print  lor  ^  space  of  years."    Either  may  be  right. 
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And  know,  these  hairs,  that  danglo  down  my  face, 
In  brigiituess  like  the  silver  Khixlupe, 
iShall  add  so  haughty  courage  to  my  mind. 
And  rest  such  piercmg  objeeta  'gainst  thine  eyes. 
That  mask'd  in  folly  age  shall  force  thee  stoop. 
Sylla.  And  by  my  hand  I  swear,  ere  thou  shalt 

'ma;ie  me  so. 
My  soul  shall  perish  but  I'll  have  thy  beanh 
Say,  grave  senators,  shall  Sylla  be  youi- general  t 
SULPITIUS.  No  :  the  senate,  I,  and  Kome  her- 

self  agreea 
There's  none  but  Manus  shall  be  generaL 
Therefore,  Sylla,  these  daring  t*srms  unfit 
Beseem  not  thee  before  the  capitol. 

SVLLA.  Beseem  not  me  1  Senators,  advise  you. 
Sylla  hath  vowed,  whose  vows  the  heavens  record. 
Whose  uatha  have  pierc'd  and  eearch'd  Uie  deepest 

vast. 
Ay,  and  whose  protestations  reign  on  earth  : 
This  capitol,  wherein  your  glories  shine, 
"Was  ne'er  so  preais'd  and  throng'd  with  scarlet 

go(vns 
Aa  Kome    shall  be   with  heaps  of   slaughtered 

souls, 
Before  that  Sylla  yield  his  titles  up. 
I'll  make '  her  streets,  that  peer  into  the  clouds, 
Bumish'd  with  gold  and  ivory  [hilars  fair, 
Shining  with  jasper,  jet,  and  ebony. 
All  like  the  palace  of  the  morning  sun. 
To  swim  within  a  sea  of  purple  blood, 
Before  I  lose  the  name  of  general. 
Mariur.  These  threats  against  thy  country  and 

these  lords, 
Sylla,  proceed  from  forth  a  traitor's  heart ; 
Whose  head  I  trust  to  see  advanced  up 
On  highest  top  of  all  this  capitol, 

'  [Old  copj,  matt.] 
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As  erst  was  many  of  thy  pro^ny, 
Before  thou  vaunt  thy  victones  in  Rome. 

Sylla.  Greybeardy  if  so  thy  heart  and  tongae 
agree, 
Draw  forth  thy  legions  and  thy  men  at  arms ; 
Rear  up  thy  standard  and  thy  steeled  crest. 
And  meet  with  Sylla  in  the  fields  of  Mars, 
And  try  whose  fortune  makes  him  general 
Marius.  I  take  thy  word :  Marius  will  meet 
thee  there, 
And  prove  thee,  Sylla,  traitor  unto  Home, 
And  all  that  march  under  thy  trait*rous  wings. 
Therefore  they  that  love  the  Senate  and  Marius, 
Now  follow  him. 

Sylla.  And  all  that  love  Sylla  come  down  to  him : 
For  the  rest,  let  them  follow  Marius, 
And  the  devil  himself  be  their  captain. 

[Here  let  the  Senate  rise  and  cast  away  Vuir 
gowns,   having  their  swords  by  tlieir  sides. 
Exit  Marius,  and  with  him  Sulpitius, 
Junius,  Brutus,  Lectorius. 
Q.  PoMPEY.  Sylla,  I  come  to  thee. 
Lucretius.  Sylla,  Lucretius  will  die  with  thee. 
Sylla.  Thanks,  my  noble  lords  of  Rome. 

[Uere  let  them  go  down,  and  Sylla  offers  to  go 
forth,  and  ANTHONY  calls  him  bach, 
Anthony.  Stay,  Sylla;  hear  Anthony  breathe 
forth 
The  pleading  plaints  of  sad  declining  Rome. 
Sylla.  Anthony,  thou  know*st  thy  honey  words 
do  pierce 
And  move  the  mind  of  Sylla  to  remorse  : 
Yet  neither  words  nor  pleadings  now  must  serve  : 
When  as  mine  honour  calls  me  forth  to  fight : 
Therefore,  sweet  Anthony,  be  short  for  Sylla's 
haste. 
Anthony.  For  Sylk's  haste !  0,  whither  wilt 
thou  fly ) 
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Tell  me,  my  Sylla,  what  dost  thou  take  iu  hand  I 

What  warB  ars  these  thou  stirrest  up  in  Rome! 

What  fire  is  thia  is  kindled  by  thy  WTalh  ) 

A  fire  that  must  be  quench'd  by  Koraans'  blood, 

A  war  that  will  confound  our  empery  j 

And  lust,  an  act  of  foul  impiety. 

Brute  beasts  Dili  break  the  mutual  law  of  love, 

And  birds  affection  will  not  violat«  : 

The  eenselesa  trees  have  coucord  'mougat  tliem- 

selves, 
And  stones  agree  in  links  of  amity. 
If  tliey,  my  Sylla,  brook  not  to  have  jar, 
What  then  are  men,  tluit  'gainst  themselves  do 

war) 
Thou'lt  say,  my  Sylla,  honour  stirs  thee  lip ; 
Is't  honour  to  infniige  the  laws  of  Rome  i 
Thou'lt  say,  perhaps,  the  titles  thou  hast  won 
It  were  dishonour  for  thee  to  forego  ; 
O,  is  there  any  height  above  the  highest. 
Or  any  better  than  the  best  of  all  1 
Art  thou  not  consul  t  art  thou  not  lord  of  Konie  I 
What  greater  titles  should  our  Sylla  have  t 
But  thou  wilt  hence,  thou'lt  fight  with  Marius, 
The  man  the  senate,  ay,  and  Rome  bath  chose. 
Think  tliis,  before  thou  never  lift'st  aloft, 
And  lettest  fall  thy  warlike  bond  adown. 
But  thou  dost  raze  and  wound  thy  city  Rome  : 
And  look,  how  many  slaughter'd  soula  lie  slain 
Under  tby  ensigns  and  thy  conquering  lance, 
yo  many  murders  mak'at  thou  of  thysulf. 
Sylla.  Enough,  my  Anthony,  for  thy  honey'd 


Washed  in  a  syrup  of  aweet  conserves,' 
DrivBth  confused  thoughts  through  Sylla's  mind 
Therefore  suffice  thee,  1  may  nor  will  not  hear. 

So  farewell,  Anthony ;  honour  calls  me  hence : 

'  [Old  copy,  caruerraliivi.] 
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Sylla  will  fight  for  glory  and  for  Rome. 

[JSxit  Sylla  and  kUfoUcwer^. 

L.  Merula.  See,  jioble  Anthony,  the  trostleBS 
state  of  rule, 
The  staylesa  hold  of  matchless  sovereignty: 
Now  fortune  beareth  Home  into  the  clouds, 
To  throw  her  down  into  the  lowest  hells ; 
For  they  that  spread  her  glory  through  the  world. 
Are  they  that  tear  her  proud,  triumphant  plumes: 
The  heart-burning  pride  of  proud  Tarquinius 
Eooted  from  Rome  the  sway  of  kingly  mace. 
And  now  this  discord,  newly  set  abroach. 
Shall  raze  our  consuls  and  our  senates  down. 

Anthony.  Unhappy  Rome,  and  Romans  thrice 
accurs'd  I 
That  oft  with  triumphs  fill'd  your  city  walls 
With  kings  and  conquering  rulers  of  the  world, 
Now  to  eclipse,  in  top  of  all  thy  pride. 
Through  civil  discords  and  domestic  broils. 
0  Romans,  weep  the  tears  of  sad  lament, 
And  rend  your  sacred  rol)es  at  this  exchange, 
For  fortune  makes  our  Rome  a  banding  ball,^ 
Toss*d  from  her  hand  to  take  the  ereater  fall. 

GraNIUS.  0,  whence  proceed  these  foul,  ambi- 
tious thoughts. 
That  fire  men's  hearts  and  make  them  thirst  for 

rule? 
Hath  sovereignty  so  much  bewitch'd  the  minds 
Of  Romans,  that  their  former  busied  cares. 
Which  erst  did  tire  in  seeking  city's  good, 
Must  now  be  changed  to  ruin  of  her  walls  \ 
Must  they,  that  reared  her  stately  temples  up. 
Deface  the  sacred  places  of  their  gods  ? 
Then  may  we  wail,  and  wring  our  wretched  hands. 


^  ^  To  handy  a  ball "  Coles  defines  dava  pilam  torqutre  ; 
"  to  bandy  at  tennis/'  «  Diet."  1679.  See  Mr  Malone's  note 
on  *'  Lear,''  act  L  w.  4. 
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Situ  both  our  gods,  our  temples,  and  our  viaXh, 
AmbitioD  makes  fell  fortune's  spiteful  thralls. 

[£xevnt  all. 
[A  great  alantm.    Let  ptumg  Mahius  cAokJ'ompky 
over  the  ilage,  and  old  MARIU3  cAtwe  Lucre- 
tius,    T/ten  let  enter  three  or  four  SolJiert, 
and  hit  ancient  with  his  eolourt,  and  Sylla 
after  them  teitk  kit  fiat  in  Ai>  Jtand:  they  ofer 
to  fiy  ateay. 
Sylla.  Why,  whither  fly  you,  Romans, 
What  miflchief  makee  this  flight  t 
Stay,  good  my  friends  :  stay,  dearest  countrymen  ! 
1st  Soldier.  Stay,  let  iw  hear  whut  our  Lord 

Sylla  say'th. 
Sylijl.  What,  will  you  leave  your  chieftains, 
Romans,  then, 
Ajid  lose  your  honours  in  the  gates  of  Rome  J 
What,  shall  our  country  see,  and  Sylla  ^e. 
These  coward  thoughts  so  fix'd  and  firm'd  in  you  I 
What,  are  you  come  from  Capua  to  proclaim. 
Your  heartleas  treasons  ia  this  happy  town  1 
What,  will  you  stand  and  gaze  with  shameless 

Whilst  Mariits'  butchering  knif«  assails  our  throats  t 
Are  you  the  men,  the  hopes,  the  stays  of  state  1 
Are  you  the  soldiers  prest'  for  AsiaT 
Are  you  the  wondered  legions  of  the  world. 
And  will  you  fly  these  shadows  of  resist  t 
Well,  Romans,  I  will  perish  through  your  pride, 
That  thought  by  you  to  have  retnm'd  iu  pomp  ; 
And,  at  the  least,  your  general  sliall  prove, 
Even  in  his  death,  your  treasons  and  his  love. 


'  J'ml  for  AbIi, 
ttxj  to  mulliply 
poule:— 


l^at  through  didptiro  mjietf  la  qusU^" 
— B.  Wilson'a  "  Cobbler's  Prophecy,"  1594,  (iff.  C4. 
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Lo,  this  the  wreath  that  shall  my  body  bind. 
Whilst  Sylla  sleeps  with  honour  in  the  field : 
And  I  alone,  within  these  colours  shut, 
WiU  blush  your  dastard  follies  in  my  death. 
So,  farewell,  heartless  soldiers  and  untrue. 
That  leave  your  Sylla,  who  liath  loved  you.  [Exit, 
1st  Soldier.  Why,  fellow-soldiers,  shall  we  fly 
the  field, 
And  carelessly  forsake  our  general  1 
What,  shall  our  vows  conclude  with  no  avail  t 
First  die,  sweet  friends,  and  shed  your  puri)le  blood. 
Before  you  lose  the  man  that  wills  you  good. 
Then  to  it,  brave  Italians,  out  of  hand  ! 
Sylla,  we  come  "with  fierce  and  deadly  blows 
To  venge  thy  wrongs  and  vanquish  all  thy  foes. 

[Exeunt  to  tlu  alarum. 


ACTUS  SECUXDUS,  SCENA  PRIMA. 

Enter  Sylla  triumphant :  Lucretius,  Pompey, 

with  Soldiers, 

Sylla.  You,  Roman  soldiers,fellow-matesinarms, 
The  blindfold  mistress  of  uncertain  chance 
Hath  tum'd  these  traitorous  climbers  from  the  top, 
And  seated  Sylla  in  the  cliiefest  place — 
The  place  beseeming  Sylla  and  his  mind. 
For,  were  the  throne,  where  matchless  glory  sits 
Empard  with  furies,  threatening  blood  and  death, 
Begirt  with  famine  and  those  fatal  fears. 
That  dwell  below  amidst  the  dreadful  vast, 
Tut,  Sylla*s  sparkling  eyes  should  dim  with  clear  ^ 


^  Lodge  and  other  writers  not  unfrequcntly  use  the  adjec- 
tire  for  the  substantive :  thus,  in  "  The  Discontented 
Satyre:*'— 

**  Blush,  dales  eternal  lampe,  to  see  thy  lot, 
Since  that  thy  deere  with  cloudy  darkei  is  scar'd." 
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The  burning  brands  of  their  consuming  light, 
And  maeter  fancy  with  a  forward  mind. 
And  mask,  repining  fear  with  awful  jiower : 
For  men  of  baser  metal  and  conL-eit 
Cannot  conceive  the  beauty  of  my  thought, 
I,  crowned  with  a,  wreath  of  warlike  atate, 
Imagine  thoughts  more  greater  than  a  crown, 
And  yet  befitting  well  a  Roman  mind. 
Then,  gentle  nuniflters  of  all  my  hopes, 
Tliat  with  your  swords  made  way  unto  my  wish, 
Hearken  the  truits  of  your  courageous  fight. 
In  spite  of  all  these  Roman  basilisks. 
That  seek  to  quell  us  with  their  currish  looks, 
We  will  to  Puntus  :  we'll  have  gold,  my  hearts  ; 
Those  oriental  pearls  shall  deck  our  brows. 
And  you,  my  gentle  friends,  you  Roman  peers : 
Kind  Pompey,  wortliy  of  a  consul's  name, 
You  ahall  abide  the  father  of  tlie  stat«. 
Whilst  these  brave  lads,  Lucretius,  and  I, 
In  spite  of  all  these  brawling  senators, 
Will,  shall,  and  dare  attempt  on  Asia, 
And  drive  Mithridates  from  out  his  doors. 

PoMPEY.  Ay,  Sylla,  these  are  words  of  mickle 
worth, 
Fit  for  the  master  of  so  great  a  mind. 
Now  Rome  must  stoop,  for  Manns  and  his  friends 
Have  left  their  arms,  and  trust  unto  their  heels. 

Sylla.  But,  Pompey,  if  our  Spanish  jennets'  feet 
Have  learnt  to  post  it  of  their  mother-wind, 
I  hope  to  trip  upon  the  greybeard's  heels, 
Till  I  have  cropp'd  his  shoulders  from  his  head. 
And  for  his  son,  the  proud,  aspiring  hoy. 
His  beardless  face  and  wanton,  smiling  brows, 
Shall,  if  I  catch  him,  deck  yond'  capitol. 
The  father,  son,  the  friends  and  soldiers  all, 
That  fawn  on  Marius,  shall  with  fury  fall. 

LucKETius.   And  what  event  shall  all  these 
troubles  bring  I 
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Stlla.  This — Sylla  in  fortune  will  exceed  a 
king. 
But,  friends  and  soldiers,  with  dispersed  bands 
Go  seek  out  Marius*  fond  confederates  : 
Some  post  along  those  unfrequented  paths, 
That  track  by  nooks  unto  the  neighbouring  sea : 
Murder  me  Marius,  and  maintain  my  life. 
And  that  his  favourites  in  Kome  may  learn 
The  dilSerence  betwixt  my  fawn  and  frown, 
(to  cut  them  short,  and  shed  their  hateful  blood, 
To  quench  these  furies  of  my  froward  mood. 

[Exit  Soldiers. 

Lucretius.    Lo,    Sylla,    where    our   senators 
approach ; 
Perhaps  to  'gratulate  thy  good  success. 

Enter  Anthony,  Granius,  Lepidus. 

Syli^  Ay,  that  perhaps  was  fitly  placed  there : 
But,  my  Lucretius,  these  are  cunning  lords, 
Whose  tongues  are  tipp'd  with  honey  to  deceive. 
As  for  their  hearts,  if  outward  eyes  may  see  them, 
The  devil  scarce  with  mischief  might  agree  them. 
Lepidus.  Good  fortune  to  our  consul,  worthy 

Sylla. 
Sylla.  And  why  not  general  'gainst  the  King 

of  Pontus  ? 
Granius.   And  general  against  the  King  of 

Pontus. 
Sylla.    Sirrah,    your  words   are   good,   your 
thoughts  are  ill 
Each  milkwhite  hair  amid  this  mincing  beard, 
Compar'd    with    millions    of    thy    treacherous 

thoughts. 
Would  change  their  hue  through  vigour  of  thy  hate. 
But,  did  not  pity  make  my  fury  thrall. 
This  sword  should  finish  hate,  thy  life,  and  all 
I  pry  thee,  Granius,  how  doth  Marius  ] 
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Granius.  As  he  that  bides  a  tlirnl)  to  thee  and 
fate  : 
Living  in  hope,  as  I  and  others  do. 
To  catch  good  fortune,  and  to  cross  thee  too. 

Sylla.  Both  blunt  and  bold,  but  too  muili 
mother- wit. 
To  play  with  fire,  where  fury  streams  about : 
Curtail  your  tale,  fond  man,  cut  off  the  rest ; 
But  here  1  will  dissemble  for  the  beet. 

OoAXlUs,  Sylla,  loy  years  have  taught  me  ti> 
discern 
Betwixt  ambitious  pride  and  i>rincely  zmI  : 
And  from  thy  youth  these  jieers  of  Itome  havn 

mark'd 
A  rash  revenging  humour'  in  thy  brain. 
Thy  tongue  adom'd  with  flowing  eloquence, 
And  yet  I  see  impriflted  in  thy  brows 
A  fortunate  but  froward  governance. 
And  though  thy  rival  Manus,  mated  lat« 
By  backward  working  of  his  wretched  fate, 
Is  fall'u ;  yet,  Sylla,  mark  what  I  have  seen 
Even  here  in  Rome.     The  fencer  Speetacus 
Hath  been  as  fortunate  as  thou  thyself ; 
But  when  that  Crassns'  sword  assayed  his  crest. 
The  fear  of  death  did  make  him  droop  for  woe. 

Sylla.  You  saw  in  Kome  this  brawling  fencer 
die, 
When  Spectacus  by  Crassus  was  subdued. 
Why  so  1  but,  sir,  I  hope  you  will  apply, 
And  My  like  Spectacus  that  1  shall  die. 
Thus  peevish  eld,  discoursing  by  a  fire, 


'  Tbe  quarlo  hu  the  fuatge  thus — 
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Amidst  their  cups  will  prate  how  men  aspire. 
Is  this  the  greeting,  Eomans,  that  you  give 
Unto  the  patron  of  your  monarchy  ? 
Lucretius,  shall  I  play  a  pretty  jest  1 
Lucretius.  What  Sylla  will,  what  Eoman  dare 
withstand  ? 

Sylla.   A  brief  and  pleasing  answer,  by  my 
head. 
Why,  tell  me,  Granius,  dost  thou  talk  in  sport  ? 

Granius.  No,  Sylla,  my  discourse  is  resolute. 
Not  coined  to  please  thy  fond  and  cursed  thoughts : 
For  were  my  tongue  betrayed  with  pleasing  word* 
To  feed  the  humours  of  thy  haughty  mind, 
I  rather  wish  the  rot  should  root  it  out. 

Sylla.  The  bravest  brawler  that  I  ever  heard. 
But,  soldiers,  since  I  see  he  is  oppressed 
With  crooked  choler,  and  our  artists  teach 
That  fretting  blood  will  press  through  opened  veins, 
Let  him  that  lias  the  keenest  sword  arrest 
The  greybeard,  and  cut  off  his  head  in  jest. 
Soldiers,  lay  hands  on  Granius. 

Granius.  Is  this  the  guerdon^  then  of  good 
advice? 

Sylla.  No,  but  the  means  to  make  fond  men 
more  wise. 
Tut,  I  have  wit,  and  carry  warlike  tools. 
To  charm  the  scolding  prate  of  wanton  fools. 
Tell  me  of  fencers  and  a  tale  of  fate  ! 
No,  Sylla  thinks  of  nothing  but  a  state. 

Granius.  Why,  Sylla,  I  am  arm'd  the  worst  to 
try. 

Sylla.  I  pray  thee  then,  Lucretius,  let  him  die. 

[Exeunt  tcith  GraNIUS. 
Beshrew  me,  lords,  but  in  this  jolly  vein 
'Twere  pity  but  the  prating  fool  were  slain. 


^  Guerdon  is  synonymous  with  reward.    It  is  scarcely  yet 
obsolete. 
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I  fear  me  Pluto  will  be  wratli  with  me, 
For  to  detain  bo  grave  a  man  as  he. 

ASTHOliy,  But  seek  not,  Sylla,  in  this  quiet  state 
Ti>  work  revenge  upon  an  aged  man, 
A  senator,  a  sovereign  of  this  town. 

Sylla.  The  more  the  cedar  climba,  the  sooner 

And,  did  I  think  the  proudest  man  in  Rome 
Would  wince  at  that  which  I  have  wrought  or 

done, 
I  would  and  can  control  his  insolence. 
Why,  senators,  is  this  the  true  reward. 
Wherewith  you  answer  princes  for  their  pain, 
Aa  when  this  sword  hath  made  our  city  free, 
A  braving  mate  should  thus  distemper  me  1 
But,  Lepidua  and  fellow-aenators, 
I  am  resolved,  and  will  not  brook  yom-  taunts  : 
Who  wrongeth  Sylla,  let  him  look  for  stripes. 

Anthony.  Ay,  but  the  milder  passions  show 
the  man; 
For  as  the  leaf  doth  beautify  the  tree. 
The  pleasant  flow'rs  bedeck  the  painted  spring, 
Even  so  in  men  of  greatest  reach  and  power 
A  mild  and  piteous  thought  augments  reno^vn. 
Old  Anthony  did  never  see,  my  lord, 
A  swelling  ahow'r,  that  did  continue  long : 
A  climbing  tower  that  did  not  taste  the  wind  : 
A  wrathful  man  not  wasted  with  repent. 
I  speak  of  love,  my  Sylla,  and  of  joy. 
To  see  how  fortune  lends  a  pleasant  gale 
Unto  the  spreading  sails  of  thy  desires  ; 
And,  loving  thee,  must  counsel  thee  withal : 
For,  as  by  cutting  fruitful  vines  increase, 
So  faithful  counsels  work  a  prince's  peace. 

Sylla.  Thou  honey-talking  father,  speak  thy 

Anthony.  My  Sylla,  scarce  those  tears  are  drieil 
up, 
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That  Boniftn  matrons  wept  to  see  this  war  : 
Along  the  holy  streets  the  hideous  groans 
Of  murdered  men  infect  the  weeping  air : 
Thy  foes  are  fled,  not  overtaken  yet, 
And  doubtful  is  the  hazard  of  this  war : 
Yea,  doubtful  is  the  hazard  of  this  war, 
For  now  our  legions  draw  their  wasteful  swords 
To  murder  whom  ?     Even  Roman  citizens  f 
To  conquer  whom  1    Even  Eoman  citizens  ! 
Then,  if  that  Sylla  love  these  citizens, 
K  care  of  Rome,  if  threat  of  foreign  foes. 
If  fruitful  counsels  of  thy  forward  friends, 
May  take  effect,  go  fortunate,  and  drive 
The  King  of  Pontus  out  of  Asia ; 
Lest,  while  we  dream  on  civil  mutinies, 
Our  wary  foes  assail  our  city  walls. 
PoMPEY.    My  long-concealed   thoughts,   Mark 

Anthony, 
Must  seek  discovery  through  thy  pliant  words. 
Believe  me,  Sylla,  civil  mutinies 
Must  not  obscure  thy  glories  and  our  names. 
Then,  sith  that  factious  Marius  is  suppressed. 
Go  spread  tby  colours  'midst  the  Asian  fields ; 
Meanwhile  myself  will  watch  this  city's  weaL 
Sylla.  Pompey,  I  know  thy  love,  I  mark  thy 

words, 
And,  Anthony,  thou  hast  a  pleasing  vein ; 
But,  senators,  I  harbour  ^  in  my  head 
With  every  thought  of  honour  some  revenge. 

Enter  Luc&etius  tnth  the  Jiead, 

Speak,  what,  shall  Sylla  be  your  general  ? 

Lepidus.  We  do  decree  that  Sylla  shall  be 

general  1 
Sylla.  And  wish  you  Sylla's  weal  and  honour 

too? 

^  [Old  copy,  hammer,] 
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Anthony.    We  wish   both   Sylla's  weal   ami 
honour  too. 

Sylla.  Then  take  away  the  Buuidal  of  thie  state, 
BbjiIbIi  the  name  of  tribune  out  of  town ; 
Proclaim  false  Marius  and  his  other  frienils 
Foemen  and  traitors  to  the  fltat«  of  Kome, 
And  I  will  wend  and  work  so  uuich  by  forc«, 
Aa  I  will  master  false  MtthrJdates. 

Lepidus.  The  name  of  tribime  hath  continued 
long. 

SvLLA.  So  shall  not  Lepidus,  if  he  withstand  me. 
Sirrah,  you  see  the  head  of  Granius : 
Watch  you  hie   hap,  unless    yoit   change    your 

wok!  8. 
Pompey,  now  please  me :  Pomi>ey,  grant  my  suit. 

FoUPEY.  Lictors,  proclaim  this  our  undaunted 
doom. 
We  will  that  Mariua  and  his  wretched  sons : 
His  friends  Sulpitius,  Claudius,  and  the  rest 
Be  held  for  traitors,  and  acquit  the  men. 
That  shall  endanger  their  unlucky  lives  ; 
And  henceforth  tribune's  name  and  state   shall 

cease. 
Grave  senators,  how  like  yon  this  decree  t 

Lepidus.  Even  as  our  consuls  wish,  so  let  it  be. 

Sylla.  Then,  Lepidus,  all  friends  in  faitli  for  me, 
So  leave  I  Rome  to  Pomitey  and  my  friends, 
Eesolv'd  to  manage  those  our  Asian  wars. 
Frolic,  brave  soldiers,  we  must  foot  it  now; 
Lucretius,  you  shall  bide  the  brunt  with  me. 
Pompey,  farewell,  and  farewell,  Lepidus. 
Mark  Anthony,  I  leave  thee  to  thy  books ; 
Study  for  Kome  and  Sylla's  royalty. 
But,  by  my  sword,  I  wrong  this  greybeard's  head ; 
Go,  sirrah,  place  it  on  the  capitol; 
A  just  promotion  fit  for  Sylla's  foe, 
Lordings,  farewell :  come,  soldiers,  lei  us  go. 

[Exit. 
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POMPEY.   Sylla,  farewell,  and  happy  he  thy 
chance. 
Whose  war  both  Rome  and  Romans  must  advance. 
[£xeunl  Senatoj-n. 

■Enter  the  Ma^ulratt»  of  MintumHTa  with  MARlira 
very  melaneholg :  LUCIUS  Favorinus,  PaUSA- 
NIUS,  in'r/i  K»ne  attendanii. 

Pausanius,  My  lord,  the  course  of  your  un- 
stayed fate. 
Made  weak  tlirough  that  your  late  unhappy  fight, 
Withdraws  our  wills  tliat  fain  would  work  your 

weal ; 
For  long  experience  and  the  change  of  times, 
The  innocent  suppressions  of  the  just, 
In  leaning  to  forsaken  men's  relief, 
Doth  make  ua  fear,  lest  our  unhappy  town 
Sliould  perish  through  the  angry  Roman's  swo]-d. 

Masius.  Lords  of  Mintumum,  when  I  ahap'd 
my  course, 
To  fly  the  danger  of  pursuing  death, 
I  left  my  friends,  and  all  alone  attain'd, 
In  hope  of  succours,  to  this  little  town, 
Kolying  on  your  courtesies  and  truth. 
What  foolish  fear  <ioth  then  amaze  you  thus) 

Favorinus.  0  Marius,  thou  thyself,  thy  son,  thy 
friends. 
Are  hanished,  and  exiles  out  of  Rome, 
Proclaim'd  for  traitors,  reft  of  your  estates, 
Adjudg'd  to  death  with  certain  warrantise : 
Should  then  so  small  a  town,  my  lord,  as  this 
Hazard  their  fortunes  to  supply  your  wants  1 

Marius.  Why,  citizens,  and  what  is  Marius  I 
I  tell  you,  not  so  base  as  to  despair, 
Yea,  able  to  withstand  ingratitudes. 
Tell  me  of  foolish  laws,  decreed  at  Rome 
To  please  the  angry  humours  of  my  foe  1 
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Believe  me,  lords,  I  know  and  am  assur'd, 
That  ma^animity  can  never  fear, 
And  fortitude  bo  conquer  silly  fate, 
Aa  Sylla,  when  he  hopes  to  have  my  head. 
May  faap  ere  lon^;  on  sudden  lose  his  own. 

Pausanius.  a  hope  beseeming  Marius ;  but,  I 
fear. 
Too  strange  to  liave  a  short  and  good  event. 

MAfitna.    Why,  Sir  Pausanius,  have  you  not 
beheld 
Campania  plains  fulfill'd  with  greater  foes. 
Than  is  that  wanton  milk-aop,  nature's  scorn. 
Base-minded  men  to  live  in  i>erfect  hope. 
Whose  thoughts  are   shut    within   your  cottage 

eaves, 
Refuse  not  Marius,  that  must  favour  you : 
For  these  are  parts  of  unadvised  men, 
With  present  fear  to  lose  a  perfect  friend. 
That  can,  will,  may  control,  command,  subdue. 
That  braving  boy,  that  thus  bewitcheth  you. 

FAV0RINU9.  How  gladly  would  we  succour  yoii, 
my  lord, 
But  that  we  fear 

Marius.  Whati  the  moonshine  in  the  water ! 
Thou  wretched  stepdame  of  my  fickle  state, 
Are  these  the  guerdons  of  the  greatest  minds  1 
To  make  them  hope  and  yet  betray  their  hap. 
To  make  them  climb  to  overthrow  them  straight  1 
Accurs'd  thy  wreak, ^  thy  wrath,  thy  bale,  thy  weal. 
That  mak'st  me  sigh  tlie  sorrows  that  I  feel  I 
Untrodden  paths  my  feet  shall  rather  trace, 
Than  wrest  my  succours  from  inconstant  hands  : 
Rebounding  rocks  shall  rather  ring  my  ruth. 
Than  these  Campanian  piles,  where  terrors  bide  : 
And  nature,  that  hath  lift  my  throne  so  h  ^ 
Shall  witness  Marius'  triumphs,  if  he  die. 


128  TEE  WOUNDS  OF  CIVIL  WAK 

But  she,  that  gave  the  lictor'a  rod  and  axe 
To  wait  my  six  timoe  consulship  in  Rome, 
Will  not  pursue  vhere  arst  ahe  flattered  so. 
Mintumunt  then,  fsrevell,  for  I  must  go ; 
But  think  for  to  repent  you  of  your  no, 

Pausaniuh.  Nay  stay,  my  lord,  and  d«ign  in 
private  here 
To  wait  a  message  of  more  better  worth : 
Y^our  A^  and  travels  must  have  some  relief; 
And  be  not  wrath,  for  greater  men  than  we 
Have  feared  Rome  and  Roman  tyranny. 

Mabius.  You  talk  it  now  like  men  confirmed  in 
faith. 
Well,  let  me  try  the  fruits  of  your  discourse, 
For  care  my  mind  and  pain  my  body  wrongs. 

pADSAMiUS.   Then,   Favorinus,  shut  his  lord- 

siiip  up 

Within  some  secret  chamber  in  the  state. 
Meanwhile,  we  will  consult  to  keep  him  safe, 
And  work  some  secret  means  for  his  supply. 
Marius.  Be  trusty,  lords ;   if  not,  I  can  but 

die,  [Exit  Marius. 

Pausanius.  Poor,  hapless  Koman,  little  wottost 

thou 
The  weary  end  of  thine  oppressed  life. 
Lucius.    Why,  my  Pausanius,  what  imports 

these  words  t 
Pausanius.  O  Lucius,  age  bath  printed  in  my 

thoughts 
A  memory  of  many  troubles  paas'd. 
The  greatest  towns  and  lords  of  Asia 
Have    stood   on   Uckle    terms   through    simple 

truth : 
The  Ehodian  records  well  can  witness  this. 
Then,  to  prevent  our  means  of  overthrow, 
Find  out  some  stranger,  tiiat  may  suddenly 
Enter  the  chamber,  where  as  Marius  lies, 
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And  cub  lum  short ;  the  present  of  whose  head 
Shall  make  the  Romans  praise  us  for  our  truth, 
Aiid  Sylla  prest  to  grant  ue  privilege, 

Lccrus.    A  barbarous  act  to  wrong  the  men 
that  trust. 

pAUSANiua  In  country's  cause  injustice  provetli 
just. 
Come,  Lucius,  let  not  silly  thought  of  right 
Subject  our  city  to  the  Koman'a  might : 
For  why  you  lutow  in  Marina  only  end 
Rome  will  reward,  and  Sylla  will  befriend. 

LuciDS,  Yet  all  eucceBsions  will  us  discommend. 
[Extant, 
Enter  MARlua  the  youriaer;  Cethegus,  LectorR'S, 
with  Roman  Lordt  and  Soldieri. 

Young  Maeius.    The  wayward  lady  of  this 
wicked  world. 
That  leads  in  luckless  triumph  wretched  men, 
My  Roman  friends,  hath  forced  our  desires, 
AiiJ  fram'd  our  minds  to  brook  too  base  relief. 
What  land  or  Lybian  desert  is  unsought 
To  find  my  father  Mariua  and  your  friend  J 
Yea,  they  whom  true  relent  could  never  touch — 
These  fierce  Numidians,  hearing  our  mishaps, 
Weep  floods  of  moan  to  wail  our  wretched  fates. 
Thus  we,  that  erst  with  terrors  did  attaint 
The  Bactrian  bounds,  and  in  our  Roman  v/ara 
Enfore'd  the  barbarous  borderers  of  the  Alps 
To  tremble  with  the  terrors  of  our  looks. 
Now  fly,  poor  men,  affrighted  without  harms  : 
Seeking  amidst  the  desert  rocks  and  dena 
For  him,  that  whilom  in  our  capitol 
Even  with  a  beck  commanded  Asia. 
Thou  woful  son  of  such  a  famous  man. 
Unsheathe  thy  sword,  conduct  these  wariike  men 
To  Rome,  imhappy  mistress  of  our  harms : 
And  there,  since  tyrants'  power  hath  thee  op- 
preas'd, 
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And  robb'd  thee  of  thy  father,  friends,  and  all, 

So  die  undaunted,  kilfing  of  thy  foes, 

That  were  the  offspring  of  these  wretched  woes. 

Lectorius.  Why,  how  now,  Mariua,  will  you 
mate  us  thus, 
That  with  content  adventure  for.  your  lovel 
Why,  noble  youth,  resolve  yourself  on  this. 
That  son  and  father  both  have  friends  in  Rome, 
That  seek  old  Marius'  rest  and  your  relief. 

Young  Marius,  Lectorius,  friends  are  geason ' 
now-a-days. 
And  grow  to  fume,  before  they  taste  the  lire. 
Adversities  bereaving  man's  avails. 
They  fly  Uke  feathers  dallying  in  the  wind : 
They  rise  like  bubbles  in  a  stormy  rain, 
Swelling  in  words,  and  flying  faith  and  deeds. 

Cethegus.  How  fortunate  art  thou,  my  lovely 
lord. 
That  in  thy  youth  niay'st  reap  the  fruits  of  age ; 
And  having  lost  occasion's  holdfast  now, 
May'st  learn  hereafter  how  to  entertain  her  welL 
But  sudden  hopes  do  swarm  about  my  heart  : 
Be  merry,  Bomans  ;  see,  where  from  the  coast 
A  weary  messenger  doth  post  him  fast. 

Enkr  Cinna's  Slave,  mth  o  letter  eticloied, 
posting  in  haste. 

Lectorius.  It  should  be  Cinna's  slave,  or  else 
I  err, 

'  Scarce.     It  U  found  in  Spenser.     Robert  Oreene  also 
useail- 


^g.  D.  [toL  IT.  p.  158]. 
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For  ill  bis  forehead  I  behold  the  scar, 
Wherewith  he  marketh  still  his  barbarous  swains. 
YoDKO  Marius.  0,  stay  him,  good  Lectoriiis, 
for  me-seems 
His  great  post-haste  some  pleasure  should  present. 
Lectoriiis.  Sirrah,  art  thou  of  Eome  ( 
Slave.  Perhaps,  sir,  no. 
Lkctoriijs.  Without  perhaps,  say,  sirrah,  is  it 

sot 
Slave.  This  is  Lectorius,  Marius'  friend,  1  trow  ; 
Yet  were  I  best  to  learn  the  certainty, 
Lest  some  dissembling  foes  should  me  descry. 

[Asu/f. 

Young  Marius.  Sirrah,  leave  off  tliia  loolisli 

dalliance, 

Lest  with  my  sword  I  wake  you  from  your  trance. 

Slave.  O  happy  man,  0  labours  well-acliiev'd  ! 

How  bath  this  chance  my  weary  limbs  revived  : 

0  noble  Marius  !    Oprincely  Marius ! 

Young  Marius.  What  means  this  peasant  by 
hia  great  rejoice ) 

Slave.  0  worthy  Roman,  many  months  have  past 
Since  Cinna,  now  the  consul  and  my  lord. 
Hath  sent  me  forth  to  seek  thy  friends  and  thee. 
All  Lybia,  with  our  Roman  presidents, 
Ntimidia,  full  of  unfrequented  ways, 
These  weary  limbs  have  trod  to  seek  you  out, 
And  now,  occasion  pitying  of  my  pains, 

1  late  airiv'd  upon  this  wished  shore. 
Found  out  a  sador  bom  in  Capua, 

That  told  me  bow  your  lordsiiip  pass'd  this  way. 

Young  Marius.  A  happy  labour,  worthy  some 

reward. 

How  fares  thy  master?     Whnt's  the  news   at 

Somel 

Slave.  .  Pull  out  the  pike  from  off  this  javeliu- 

And  there  are  tidings  for  these  lords  and  thee. 
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YOUNO  Makics.    a   policy  beseeming   Ciniu 
well: 
Lectorius,  read,  and  break  these  letters  up.* 


To   his  Honourable  frieud  Mariua  tlie  jouiiger, 
greeting. 

Sein^  coMvi  (for  the  teel/are  both  of  fatker  and 
ton,  with  nther  thy  accomplice),  I  have,  under  an 
honett  polieif,  linee  my  initalment  in  the  eonruUhip, 
cauted  all  Sylta't  friendi  that  were  indifferent,  with 
the  other  neighbouring  citiet,  to  revolt.  Octaviut,  my 
feUow-eonml,  urith  the  rett  of  the  imate,  mittrutting 
toe,  and  hearing  Aoio  /  sought  to  unite  the  old  eitizem 
with  the  new,  hath  wrought  mueh  trouble,  hut  to  no 
^eet.  I  hope  the  soldiers  of  Capua  shall  follow  our 
faction,  for  Sylla,  hearing  of  these  hurly-bvrlies,  it 
hasting  homeward,  very  fortunate  in  his  wars  againtt 
Mithridatet.  And  it  is  to  be  feared  that  some  of  hit 
friends  here  have  certified  him  of  my  proceedings,  and 
purpose  to  rettore  you.  Cethegut  and  Lectoriui  I 
liear  say  are  with  you.  Centorinus  and  Albinovamtt 
will  shortly  visit  you.  Therefore  haste  and  seek  out 
your  father,  uho  is  now,  as  I  hear,  about  Miuturnum. 
Levy  what  power  you  can  with  all  expedition,  and 
stay  not. 

Rome,  the  5  Kalends  of  December. 
Tour  unfeigned  friend, 

CiNNA,  Consul. 

Young  Marics.     Yea,    fortniie,    ehall    young 
Marins  climb  aloft  1 
Then  woe  to  my  repining  foes  in  Kome  I 
And  if  I  live,  sweet  queen  of  change,  thy  shrines 

>  [Op«n  tiiem.] 
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Shall  ehine  with  beauty  'midst  the  capitol. 
Lectorius,  tell  me  what  were  beat  be  done  1 

liECrORros.  To  aea,  my  lord  ;  seek  your  wnrlike 

Seud  back  this  peasant  with  your  full  pretence. 
And  think  already  that  our  pains  Jiave  end, 
Since  Cinna,  with  his  followers,  is  your  friend. 
YouNO  Marius.  Vea,  Romans,  we  will  furrow 
through  the  foam 
Of  swelling  floods,  and  to  the  sacred  twins 
Make  sacrifice,  to  shield  our  ships  from  storms. 
Follow  me,  lords ;  come,  gentle  messenger. 
Thou  shah  have  gold  and  glory  for  tby  ]>ains. 

[Exritnt. 


ACTUS  TEETIU&     SCENA  PRIMA. 

£Hier  CniNA,  OcTAVius,  Anthony,  Lietors, 
Citueng. 

CiNSA.    Upbraiding  senators,   bewitch'd  with 
wit, 
That  term  true  justice  innovation  ; 
You  ministers  of  Sylla's  mad  conceits, 
Will  consuls,  think  you,  stoop  to  your  controls  ? 
These  younger  citiiens,  my  fellow-lords. 
Bound  to  maintain  both  Marius  and  his  son, 
Crave  but  their  due,  and  will  be  held  as  good 
For  privilege  as  those  of  elder  age ; 
For  tbey  are  men  conform'd  to  teats  of  arms. 
That  have  both  wit  and  courage  to  command. 
These  favourites  of  Octavius,  that  *  with  age 
And  palsies  shake  their  javelins  in  their  hands. 
Like  heartless  men  attainted  all  with  fear ; 

[Old  copy,  uto  J 
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And  should  they  then  overtop  the  youth  1 
No,  nor  this  consul,  nor  Mark  Anthony, 
Shall  make  my  followers  faint  or  lose  their  right ; 
But  I  will  have  them  equal  with  the  best. 
Anthony.  Why  then  the  senate's  name,  whose 
reverend  rule 
Hath  blazed  our  virtues  'midst  the  western  isle, 
Must  be  obscured  by  Cinna's  forced  power. 
O  citizens  !  are  laws  of  country  left  ? 
Is  justice  banished  from  this  capitol  ? 
Must  we,  poor  fathers,  see  your  drooping  bands 
Enter  the  sacred  synod  of  this  state  1 
O  brutish  fond  presumptions  of  this  age  ! 
Rome !  would  the  mischiefs  might  obscure  my 

Ufe, 
So  I  might  counsel  consuls  to  be  wise. 
Why,  countrymen,  wherein  consists  this  strife  ? 
Forsooth  the  younger  citizens  will  rule ; 
The  old  men's  heads  are  dull  and  addle  now ; 
And  in  elections  youth  will  bear  the  sway. 

0  Cinna,  see  I  not  the  woful  fruits 
Of  these  ambitious  stratagems  begun  1 

Each  flattering  tongue  that  dallieth  pretty  words 
Shall  change  our  fortunes  and  our  states  at  once. 
Had  I  ten  thousand  tongues  to  talk  the  care. 
So  many  eyes  to  weep  their  woful  miss, 
So  many  pens  to  write  these  many  wrongs. 
My  tongue  your  thoughts,  my  eyes  your  tears, 

should  move. 
My  pen  your  pains  by  reason  should  approve. 

Cinna.  Why,  Anthony,  seal  up  those  sugar'd  lips. 
For  I  will  bring  my  purpose  to  effect. 

Anthony.  Doth  Cinna  like  to  interrupt  me, 
then  ? 

Cinna.  Ay,  Cinna,  sir,  will  interrupt  you  now. 

1  tell  thee,  Mark,  old  Marius  is  at  hand, 
The  very  patron  of  this  happy  law, 
Who  will  revenge  thy  cunning  eloquence. 
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Antbony.  I  talk  not,  I,  to  please  or  him  or 
thee, 
But  what  I  speak,  I  bhiuk  and  practise  too  : 
Twere  better  Sylla  learnt  to  mend  in  Rome, 
Thau  Marius  come  to  tyrannise  in  Rome. 

OcTAVius.  Nay,  Mariua  shall  not  tyrannise  in 
Rome, 
Old  citizens ;  as  Sylla  lat«  ordain'd. 
King  Tullius'  laws  shall  take  their  full  effect : 
The  best  and  nged  men  shall  in  tlieir  choice, 
Both  bear  the  day,  and  firm  [th']  election. 

ClNNJi.  0  brave  !    Octaviua,  you  will  heani  me 
then. 
The  elder  consul  and  old  Marius"  friend ; 
And  these  Italian  freemen  must  be  wrong'd. 
First  shall  the  fruit  of  all  thine  honours  fail. 
And  this  my  poniard  shall  despatch  thy  life. 

LepiDUS.    Such   insolence   was   never  seen   in 
Rome  : 
Nought  want«th  here  but  name  to  make  a  king. 

OcTAVius.  Strike,  villain,  if  thou  list,  for  I  am 

To  make  as  deep  a  furrow  in  thy  breast  I 

Young  Citizen.  The  young  men's  \iikes  shall 

prevail,  my  lords. 
Old  Citizen.  And  we  will  firm  our  honours  by 
our  bloods.  \^Thundtr. 

Anthony.   0  false  ambitious  pride  m  young 
and  old  ! 
Hark,   how  the    heavens  our   follies  hath   con- 
troll'd. 
Old  Citizen.   \Vbat,  shall  we  yield  for  this 

religious  fear  T 
Anthony.  If  not  religious  fear,  what  may  re- 
press 
These  wicked  passions,  wretched  citizens  1 
O   Rome,    poor    Rome,    unmeet    for  these    mis- 
deeds. 
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I  see  contempt  of  btaven  will  breed  t,  eroes. 
Sweet  Ciuna,  govern  rage  with  reverence. 

[Thimdtr. 
0  fellow-^utizens,  be  more  advis'd  I 
Lefidcs.  We  chuge  y^ou,  codbuIh,  now  disaolTs 
the  court ; 
The  goda  condemn  this  brawl  and  civil  jara. 
OcTAVius.  We  will  submit  our  honours  to  their 
wills: 
You,  ancient  citizens,  come  follow  me. 

[Exit  OcTAVlUS  ;  tekJi  him  ANTHONY  and 
Lbpidus. 
CiNNA.  High  Jore  himself  hath  done  too  mach 
for  thee, 
Else  should  this  blade  abate  thy  royalty. 
Well,  young  Italian  citizens,  ta^e  heart, 
He  is  at  hand  that  will  maintain  your  right ; 
That,  entering  in  these  fatal  gates  of  Borne, 
Shall  make  them  tremble  that  disturb  you  now. 
You  of  Preneste  and  of  Formise, 
With  other  neighbouring  cities  in  Campania, 
Prepare  to  ent«rtain  and  succour  Marius. 

YouNO  CmzBN.  For  him  we  live,  for  him  we 
mean  to  die.  [£xeuiU. 

Enter  Old  Marius  with  kit  Keeper  and  two 
Soldiers. 

Marius.    Have    these    Minturnians,  then,   so 
cruelly 
Presum'd  so  great  injustice  'gainst  their  friends  t 
Jailer.   Ay,  Marius,  all  our  nobles  have  de< 
creed 
To  send  thy  head  a  present  unto  Pome. 
Marios.  A  Tantal's  present  it  will  prove,  my 
friend, 
Which  with  a  little  smarting  stress  will  end 
Old  Marius'  life,  when  Rome  itself  at  last 
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Shall  nie  my  )o8s,  and  then  revenge  my  death. 
But  tell  me,  jnJler,  could'st  thou  be  content. 
In  being  Marius,  for  to  brook  this  wrong. 
Jailer.  The  high  estate  your  lordship  once  did 
wield, 
The    tDany  friends    that    fawn'd,  when   fortune 

smil'd, 
Your  great  promotioua  and  your  mighty  wealth, 
These,  were  I  Marius,  would  amate  me  ao,' 
As  loss  of  them  would  vex  me  more  than  death. 
Marius.  Is  lordship  then  so  great  a  bliss,  my 

friend! 
Jailer,    No  title  may  compare  with  princely 

rule. 
Marius.  Are  friends  so  faithful  pledges  of  de- 
light 1 
Jailer.  ^Vhat  better  comforts  than  are  faitliful 

friends? 
Marius.  Is  wealth  a  mean  to  lengthen  life's 

content  ? 
Jailer.  Where  great  poB.*essiona  l>ide,  what  cair 

can  touch  1 
Marius.  These  stales  *  of  fortune  are  the  com- 
mon plagues, 
That  still  mislead  the  thoughts  of  simple  men. 
The  shepherd -swain  tliat,  'midst  his  coiiutrj'-cot. 
Deludes  his  broken  slumbers  by  his  toil. 
Thinks  lordship  sweet,  where  care  with  lordship 

dwells. 
The  trustful  man  that  builds  on  trothless  vows, 


iiuDnt,  p.  79],  irbere  iogUiiiie*  are  give 

'  iti  Slecvens,  in  a  note  oD  tlie  "  Comedy  of  ErrorB,"  act 
ii.  tc.  1,  hu  eollMtcd  a  number  oF  quoUti'ung  to  Hhov  tlie 
meaning  of  the  word  iiale,  and  lo  tliem  the  reader  \t  referred. 
Id  thii  place  it  eigniflea  a  f»1ge  allurement,  bait,  or  decep- 
ItoD  on  the  part  of  fortune. 
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Whose  simple  thougbu  are  cross'd  with  acomAil 

najB, 
Together  wueps  the  loss  of  wealth  and  friend  : 
So  lordship,    friends,  wealth  spring  and  perish 

fast. 
Where  death  alone  yields  happy  life  at  last 
0  gentle  governor  of  my  contents, 
Thou  sacred  chieftain  of  our  capitol, 
Who  in  thy  crystal  orbs  vith  glorious  gleams 
Leod'st  looks  of  pity  mix'd  with  majesty, 
See  woful  Marius  careful  for  his  son. 
Careless  of  lordship,  wealth,  or  worldly  means, 
Content  to  live,  yet  living  still  to  die : 
Whoso  nerves  and  veins,  whose  sinews,  by  the 

Bword 
Must  lose  their  workings  through  distempering 

stroke, 
But  yet  whose  mind,  in  spite  of  fate  and  all, 
Shall  live  by  fame,  ^though  the  body  fall 

Jailer.  Why  moumeth  Marius  this  recureless 

chance ! 
Maril'8.  I  pray  thee,  jailer,  wonld'at  thou  gladly 

diel 
Jailer.  If  needs,  I  would. 
Marius.  Yet  were  you  loth  to  try  t 
Jailer.  Why,  noble  lord,  when  goods,  friends, 
fortune  fail, 
^Vhat  more  than  death  might  woful  man  avail  % 
Marius.  Who  calls  for  death,  my  friend,  for  all 
his  scorns  1 
With  .^Isop's  slave  will  leave  his  bush  of  thorns. 
But  since  these  trait'rous  lords  wilt  have  my  head. 
Their  lordships  here  upon  this  homely  bed 
Shall  find  me  sleeping,  breathing  forth  my  breath. 
Till  they  their  shame,  and  I  my  fame,  attain  by 

death. 
Live,  gentle  Marius,  to  revenge  my  wrong ! 
And,  sirrah,  see  they  stay  not  over-long ; 
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For  he  that  erst  hath  conquer'd  kiDgdoma  many. 
Disdains  in  death  to  be  eubdu'd  by  tuiy. 

[i/-e  tiei  iloii'H. 

Enter  Lucius  Favorinus,  Pausanius,  viitk 
Pedro,  a  Frenchman. 

Jailer.  The  most  undaunted  worda  that  ever 

The  mighty  thoughts  of  his  imperious  mind, 
Do  wound  niy  heart  with  terror  aud  I'emoree. 

Pausanius.  'Tia  desperate,  uot  perfect  noble- 
nees: 
For  to  a  man  that  is  prepar'd  to  die, 
The  heart  should  reud,  the  sleep  should  leave  the 

eye. 
But  say,  Pedro,  will  you  do  the  deed  I 

Pedro.'  Mon  monsieura,  per  la  sang  Dieu,  mo 
will  make  a  trou  so  large  iu  ce  belly,  dat  he  sal 
cry  hough,  come  un  porceau.  Featre  de  lay,  il  a 
tue  me  fadre,  he  kill  my  modre.  Faith  a  my  trote 
mon  espee  fera  le  fay  duu  soldat,  sau  aau.  leievera 
come  il  founta  pary :  me  will  make  a  spiteh-eock  of 
his  persona. 

L.  Favokinus.  If  he  have  slain  thy  fatlier  and 
thy  friends. 
The  greater  honour  shall  betide  the  deed  j 
For  to  revenge  on  righteous  estimate 
Beseems  the  honour  of  a  Frenchman's  name. 

Pedro.  Mes  messiers,  de  fault  avoir  argent ;  me 
no  point  de  argent,  no  point  kill  Marius. 

Pausanius,  Thou  shall  have  forty  crowns ;  will 
that  content  thee  1 

Pedko.  Quarante  gbcub,  per  le  pied  de  madam, 


'  Tfae  barbaroufi  jargon  put  into  the  moulh  af  tMi  Frencb- 
in  JB  given  in  the  ortbogiapby  of  the  olil  uopf,  «mce  it 
a  vain  lo  attempt  ct 
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me  dye  more  dan  foure  to  80  prittie  damosele, 
dat  nave  le  dulees  tittinosy  le  levres  CTmfarines. 
O,  they  be  fines  ! 

L.  Fayorinus.  Great  is  the  hire,  and  little  is 
the  pain; 
Make  therefore  quick  despatch,  and  look  for  gain. 
See  where  ho  lies  in  drawing  on  his  death, 
Whose  eyes,  in  gentle  slumber  sealed  up. 
Present  no  dreadful  visions  to  his  heart. 

P£DRO.  Bien,  monsieur,  je  demourera  content : 
Marius,  tu  es  mort.  Speak  dy  preres  in  dy  sleepe, 
for  me  sal  cut  off  your  head  from  your  epanles, 
before  you  wake.  Qui  es  stia  ?  what  kinde  a  man 
}>e  dis  ? 

L.  Favorinus.  Why,  what  delays  are  these  f  why 
gaze  ye  thus  1 

Pedro.  Nostre  dame !  Jesu  !  estiene  !  O  my 
siniors,  der  be  a  great  diable  in  ce  eyes,  qui  dart 
de  flame,  and  with  de  voice  d'un  bear  cries  out. 
Villain !  dare  you  kill  Marius  ?  Je  tremble :  aida 
me,  siniors,  autrement  I  shall  be  murdered. 

Pausanius.  What  sudden  madness  daunts  this 
stranger  thus  ? 

Pedro.  O  me,  no  can  kill  Marius ;  me  no  dare 
kill  Marius !  adieu,  messieurs,  me  be  dead,  si  je 
touche  Marius.  Marius  est  un  diable.  Jesu  Maria, 
sava  moy  !  ^  [Exit  fugiens. 

-  —  _  ■  M    IJI       - —       -  -^iTT-iB-n 

1  "  Now  when  they  were  agreed  upon  it,  they  conld  not 
find  a  man  in  the  city  that  durst  take  upon  him  to  kill  him ; 
but  a  man  of  armes  of  the  Gaulea,  or  one  of  the  Cimbrea 
(for  wc  find  both  the  one  and  the  other  in  writing)  that 
went  thither  with  his  sword  drawn  in  his  hand.  Now  that 
place  of  the  chamber  where  Marius  lay  was  reiy  datic,  and, 
as  it  is  reported,  the  man  of  armes  thought  he  saw  two  burn- 
ing flames  come  out  of  Marius's  eyes,  and  heard  a  voice  out 
of  that  dark  comer,  saying  unto  him  :  0  fellow,  thou,  darest 
thou  come  to  kill  Caius  Marius  ?.  The  barbarous  Gaule, 
hearing  these  words,  ran  out  of  the  chamber  presently." — 
North's  Plutarch,  "  Life  ofCaitu  MaHu»:* 
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PAUSANms.  "Wluit  fury  haunts  tliis  wretch  on 
sudden  thus  t 

L.  FavorjNUs.  Ah,  my  Pausaniua,  I  have  often 
heard, 
That  yonder  Marius  in  liis  infancy 
Was  bom  to  greater  fortunes  tlian  we  deem : 
For,  being  scarce  from  out  his  cradle  crept, 
And  sporting  prettily  with  his  compeers. 
On  sudden  seven  young  eagles  soard  amain. 
And  Idndly  perch'd  upon  his  tender  lap, 
Hia  parents,  wondering  at  this  strange  event, 
Took  counsel  of  the  soothsayers  in  this ; 
Who  told  them  that  these  sevenfold  eaglea'  flight 
Forefigured  his  seven  times  consulship  : ' 
And  we  ourselves  (except  bewitch'd  with  pride) 
Have  seen  him  six  times  in  the  capitol. 
Accompanied  with  rods  and  axes  too. 
And  some  divine  instinct  so  presseth  me, 
That  sore  I  tremble,  till  I  set  him  free. 

PAUSANICS.  The  hko  assaults  attain  my  wan- 
d'ring  mind, 
Seeing  our  bootless  war  with  matchless  fate. 
Let  us  entreat  him  to  forsake  our  town  ; 
So  shall  we  gain  a  &iend  of  Home  and  liim. 

[MabiUS  amikelk. 
But  mark  how  happily  he  doth  awake. 

Marius.  What,  breathe  I  yet,  poor  man,  with 
mounting  sighs, 
Choking  the  rivers  of  my  restless  eyes  1 


*  "  For  when  he  vu  but  Tcry  joiing,  and  ilwclling  in  the 
GOa&try,  lie  gathered  up  in  llie  lap  of  LIb  j;awnc  tlia  a.vrie  of 
■n  eagle,  in  the  whieh  were  levcn  young  eagles;  whereat 
hit  fftther  and  mother  much  wonderiop,  wked  the  aoolh- 
nyeia  what  that  meant  F  The;  anairereil  thai  their  Bonne 
ihonld  one  daj  be  oae  of  the  greateat  men  in  the  Karld,  und 
ibkt  out  of  doubt  he  should  obtain  seven  tiioc^  in  his  life 
the  chiefeat  ofiiM  of  dignity  in  hii  country." — .Vurlli'i  PU- 
Urdi,  "L\fe  of  CaiuM  Mariui." 
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Or  h  their  rage  reBtrain'd  with  matchlesB  ruth  1 
See  how  amas'd  these  xagry  lords  behold 
The  poor,  confused  looks  of  wretched  Marius. 
Mintumians,  wliy  delays  your  headsman  thus 
To  finish  up  this  ruthful  tragedy) 

L.  Favorinus.   Far  be  it,  Marius,  from  our 
thoughts  or  hands 
To  wrong  the  man  protected  by  the  gods : 
Live  happy,  Marius,  so  thou  leave  our  town. 

Marius.  And  must  I  wrestle  once  again  with 
fate, 
Or  will  these  princes  dally  with  mine  agel 

Pausanius.    No,  matchless  Koman ;   thine  ap- 
proved mind, 
That  erst  hath  alter'd  our  ambitious  wrong. 
Must  flourish  still,  and  we  thy  servants  live 
To  see  thy  glories,  like  the  swelling  tides, 
Exceed  the  Dounds  of  fate  and  Roman  rule. 
Yet  leave  us,  lord,  and  seek  some  safer  shed. 
Where,  more  secure,   thou  may'st  prevent  mis- 
haps; 
For  great  pursuits  and  troubles  thee  await. 

Marius.  Ye  piteous  powers,  that  with  successful 
hopes 
And  gentle  counsels  thwart  my  deep  despairs, 
Old  Marius  to  your  mercies  recommends 
His  hap,  his  life,  his  hazard,  and  his  son. 
Mintumians,  I  will  hence,  and  you  shall  fly 
Occasions  of  those  troubles  you  expect. 
Dream  not  on  dangers,  that  have  sav'd  my  life. 
Lordings,  adieu :  from  walls  to  woods  I  wend ; 
To  hills,  dales,  rocks,  my  wrong  for  to  commend. 
[Exit. 

L.  Favorinus.   Fortune,  vouchsafe  his  many 
woes  to  end.  [Exeatit, 
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Enter  Sylla'  in  triumph  in  hit  chair  triumpltanl  of 
gold,  drawn  hy  four  Moort;  before  l/te  chariot, 
hit  colours,  his  creil,  hit  taplaint,  hit  pritontrt: 
Akcathius,  Mithridatet'  ton;  AeistioN,  Ar- 
CHELAUS,  bearing  crownt  of  gold,  and  manacled. 
After  tht  chariot,  hit  toldiet't  bandt;  Easillus, 
LucBETiUs,  LUCDLLUS,  Itiidet  pritonere  of 
divert  nation*  and  tttndry  dieguitet. 

Sylla.  You  men  of  Rome,  my  fellow-mates  in 
anna, 
Whose  three  years'  prowess,  policy,  and  war. 
One  hundred  threescore  thousand  men  nt  arms 
Hath  overthrown  and  murder'd  in  the  field ; 
Whose  valours  to  the  empire  have  restor'd 
All  Grecia,  Asia,  and  Ionia, 
With  Macedonia,  subject  to  our  foe. 
Yon  see  the  froward  costonia  of  our  state 
Who,  measuring  not  our  many  toils  abroad, 
Sit  in  their  cells,  imagining  our  harms : 
Replenishing  our  Roman  friends  with  fear. 
Yea,  Sylla,  worthy  friends,  whose  fortunes,  toils. 
And  stratagems  these  strangers  may  report, 
Is  by  false  Cinna  and  his  factious  friends 
Eevil'd,  condemn'd,  and  cross'd  without  a  cause : 
Yea,  Romans,  Marius  must  return  to  Rome, 
Of  purpose  to  upbraid  your  general. 
But  this  undaunted  mind  that  never  droop'd ; 
This  forward  body,  form'd  to  suffer  toil, 
Shall  haste  to  Rome,  where  every  foe  shall  rue 
The  rash  disgrace  both  of  myself  and  you. 

LuCRSTics.  And  may  it  be  that  those  seditious 
bnuns 
Imagine  these  presumptuous  puqjosesi 

'  The  old  qnarto  dirides  Iho  pky  ver;  IrrtKnUrlr ;  for 
aGoarding  to  it  there  are  two  Acta  iii.  and  two  Acta  ir.  Un« 
o(  the  Aet4  Ui.  vu  made  lo  commence  here. 
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SVLU.  And  may  it  bet    Why,  loan,  and  wilt 
thou  doubt, 
Where  Sylhi  deigns  these  dangers  to  averl 
Sitrah,  except  not  so,  misdouot  not  so  : 
See  here  Aneparius'  letters,  read  the  lines, 
And  say,  Lucretius,  that  I  favour  thee, 
lliat  darest  but  suspect  thy  general. 

[^ead  tht  letUrt  and  deliver  tlitm. 
Lucretius.  The  case  concesl'd  hath  mov'd  the 
more  misdoubt ; 
Yet  pardon  my  presumptions,  worthy  Sylla, 
That  to  my  grief  have  read  these  hideous  harms. 
Sylla.    Tut,    my  Lucretius,  fortune's  ball  is 

tOBS'd 

To  form  the  story  of  my  fatal  power : 

Kome  shall  repent ;  babe,  mother,  shall  repent : 

Air,  weeping  cloudy  sorrows,  shall  repent : 

Wind,  breathing  many  sorrows,  shall  repent — 

To  see  those  storms,  concealed  in  my  breast, 

Keflect  the  hideous  flames  of  their  unrest. 

But  words  are  vain,  and  cannot  quell  our  wrongs : 

Brief  periods  serve  for  them  that   needs  must 

post  it. 
Lucullne,  since  occasion  calls  me  hence, 
And  all  our  Roman  senate  think  it  meet. 
That  thou  pursue  the  wars  I  have  begun, 
As  by  their  letters  I  am  certified, 
I  leave  thee  Cymbria's  legions  to  conduct. 
With  this  proviso  that,  in  ruling  still. 
You  think  on  SyUa  and  bis  courtesies. 

LccuLLL'S.    The  weighty  chaise  of  this  con- 
tinued war, 
Though  strange  it  seem,  and  over-great  to  wield, 
I  will  accept,  if  so  the  army  please. 

Soldiers.    Happy  and  fortunate  be  Lucullus 
our  general 

SVLLA.  If  he  be  Sylla's  friend,  else  not  at  all : 
For  otherwise  the  man  were  ill-beated,  < 
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That  gaming  gloriea  straight  should  lose  his  heml. 
But,  soldiers,  since  I  iieedly '  must  to  Kome, 
BaailluE*  Tirtues  shall  have  recompense. 
Lo,  here  the  wreath,  Valerius,  for  thy  pains, 
Who  first  didst  enter  Archilaua'  trenuh  : 
This  pledge  of  virtue,  sirrali,  shall  approve 
Thy  virtues,  ond  confirm  me  in  thy  love. 

Basillus.  Hnppy  be  Sylk,  if  no  foe  to  Rome, 
SvLLA.  I  tike  no  ifa  from  such  a  simple  groom. 
I  will  be  happy  in  despite  of  stale. 
And  why  1  because  I  never  feared  fate. 
But  come,  Arcathius,  for  your  father's  sake  : 
Enjoin  your  fellow-princes  to  their  tasks, 
And  help  to  succour  these  my  weary  bones. 
Tut,  blush  not,  man,  a  greater  state  than  thou 
Shall  pleasure  Sylla  in  more  baser  sort, 
Aristion  is  a  jolly-timber'd  man, 
Fit  to  conduct  the  chariot  of  a  king : 
AVhy,  be  not  squeamish,  for  it  shall  go  hard, 
But  I  will  give  you  all  a  great  reward, 
Arcathius.   Hiimbled  by  fate,  like  wretched 

men  we  yield. 
Sylla.  Arcathius,   these  are  fortunes   of   the 

field. 
Believe  me,  these  brave  captives  draw  by  art. 
And  I  will  think  upon  their  good  desert. 
But  stay  you,  strangers,  and  respect  my  words. 
Fond  heartless  men,  what  folly  have  1  seen  ! 
For  fear  of  death  can  princes  entertain 
Such  ba-stani  thoughts,  that  now  from  glorious 

anus 
Vouchsafe  to  draw  like  oxen  in  a  plough  i 
Arcathius,  I  am  sure  Mithridntcs 
Will  hardly  brook  the  scandal  of  his  name  : 
'Twere  better  in  Piste  *  to  have  died, 
Aristion,  than  amidst  our  legions  thus  to  draw. 

^  Seceisarllj  or  unsToidablj.  '  [Old  copy,  Pieao.] 
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Abistion.  I  t«ll  thee,  Sylla,  captireB  have  no 
choice, 
And  death  is  dreadful  to  a  captive  man. 

Sylla.  In  Buch  imperfect  mettles '  as  is  yours : 
But  Itomans,  that  are  still  allur'd  by  fame, 
Choose  rather  death  than  hlemish  of  their  name. 
But  I  have  haste,  and  therefore  will  reward  you. 
Go,  soldiem,  with  as  quick  despatch  as  may  be. 
Hasten  their  death,  and  bring  them  to  their  end. 
And  say  in  this  that  Sylla  is  your  friend. 

Akcatiiil's.  0,  ransom  thou  our  lives,  sweet 
conqueror  I 

Sylla,  Fie,  foolish  men,  why  fly  you  happiness  t 
Desire  you  still  to  lead  a  servUe  life  1 
iJaro  you  not  buy  delights  with  little  piuns  I 
Well,  for  thy  father'B  sake,  Arcathius, 
I  will  prefer  thy  triumphs  with  the  rest. 
Go,  take  thnm  hence,  and  when  we  meet  in  hell. 
Then  toll  me,  princes,  if  I  did  not  well 

[TixtvHt  miiifei. 
Lucullus,  thus  these  mighty  foes  are  down. 
Now  strive  thou  for  the  King  of  Pontus'  crown. 
I  will  to  Itome ;  go  thou,  and  with  thy  train 
PufHUt!  Mithridatee,  till  he  be  slain, 

Lucullus.  With  fortune's  help :  go  calm  thy 
country's  woes, 
Whilst  1  with  these  seek  out  our  mighty  foes. 

IJnUr  IklARius  loliu,  from  the  A'limidian  mountauu, 
/tedinrf  oit  roots. 

Marius.  Thou,  tliat  hast  walk'd  with  troops  of 
flocking  friends. 
Now  wand'rest  'midst  the  labyrinth  of  woes ; 
Thy  best  repast  with  many  sighing  ends. 
And  none  but  fortune  all  these  mischiefs  knows. 

'  [Old  copy,  mttaU.\ 
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Like  to  these  Btretching  moimtains,    clad  with 

No  sunshine  of  content  my  thoughts  approarheth  : 
High  spire  their  tops,  my  hopes  no  height  do 

But  mount  so  high  as  time  their  tract  reproachetli. 
They  find  their  spring,  where  winter  wrongs  niy 

mind, 
They  weep  their  brooks,  I  waste  my  cheeks  with 

0  foolish  fate,  too  froward  and  unkind. 
Mountains  have  peace,  where  mournful  be  my 

years. 
Yet  high  as  they  my  thoughts  some  hopes  would 

borrow; 
Sutvhen  I  count  the  evening  end  with  sorrow. 
Death  in  Mintumum  threaten'd  Marina'  head. 
Hunger  in  these  Numidian  mountaiits  dtvells  ; 
Thus  with  prevention  having  mischief  (Jed, 
Old  Marius  finds  a  world  of  many  hells. 
Such  as  poor  simple  wits  have  oft  repin'd ; 
But  I  will  qnell,  by  virtues  of  the  mind, 
Long  years  misspent  in  many  luckless  chances. 
Thoughts  full  of  wrath,  yet  little  worth  succeeding, 
These  are  the  means  for  those  whom  fate  advances : 
But  I,  whose  wounds  are  fresh,  my  heart    still 

bleeding, 
Live  to  entreat  this  blessed  boon  from  fate. 
That  I  might  die  with  grief  to  live  in  state. 
Six  hundred  suns  with  solitary  walks 

1  still  have  sought  for  to  delude  my  pain, 
And  friendly  echo,  answering  to  my  talks, 
Rebounds  the  accent  of  my  ruth  again  : 

She,  courteous  nymph,  the  woful  Roman  pleaseth, 
Else  no  consorts  but  beasts  my  pains  appeaseth. 
Each  day  she  answers  in  yon  neighbouring  moun- 
tain, 
I  do  expect,  reporting  of  my  sorrow. 
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^Vhilst  lifting  up  her  locks  from  out  the  fonntain. 
She  answereth  to  my  questiona  even  and  morrow : 
Whose  sweet  rebounds,  my  sorrow  to  remove, 
To  please  my  thoughts  I  mean  for  to  approve. 
Sweet  nymph,  draw  near,  thou  kind  and  gentle 

echo,  Scho.^ 

What  help  to  ease  my  weary  pains  have  1 1  /. 
Wliat  comfort  in  distress  to  calm  my  griefs  t 

Grit/*. 
Sweet  nymph,  these  griefs  are  grown,  before  I 

thought  sa  /  thoHffht  to. 

Thus'  Marius  lives  diBdtun'd  of  all  tlio  gods.  Godt. 
With  deep  despair  late  overtaken  wholly.  0  lie. 
And  will  the  heavens  be  never  well  appeased  1 

Appeated. 
\\niat  mean  have  they  left  me  to  cure  uy  smart  I 
Art. 
Nought  better  fits  old  Marius'  mind  than  war. 

Then  war.' 
Then  full  of  hope,  say,  Kcho,  shall  I  go  I  Go. 

Is  any  better  fortune  then  at  hand  Y  At  hand. 

Then  farewell,  Eclio,  gentle  nymph,  farewell. 

FaretBtll. 
0  pleasing  folly  to  a  pensive  man  ! 
Well,  I  will  rest  fast  by  this  shady  tree, 
Waiting  the  end  that  fate  allotteth  me.  \SUi  domt. 


'  An  earlf  inBUnce  of  an  echo  of  tliia  kind  upon  tbe 
Btnge  is  to  be  faand  in  Pecle'a  "Arraignment  of  Pkrli," 
1531.  Mr  D'tsraeli  bog  an  entertaining  riM;  upon  tbem  In 
hii  "  CurioBJtieB  of  Litcrxture,"  second  BcrieB.  They  were 
carried  to  a  most  ridiculous  cicesB  afterwurds. 

'  The  old  Bpelling  of  than  naa  Vien,  and  this  mutt  be 
obierrod  here.  The  echo  is  «uppOBcd  to  encourage  Jlariu 
ugain  to  take  op  armt — 

■'Kongbtbetttratiold  Uultu' mind  thin  vir." 
And  khe  r.'pl;  of  the  echo  is,  ''  Then  war,"  or  then  go  to 
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Enifr  Marius  tlie  ion,  AuiiNOVASUS,  CethecI's, 

Lectorius,  with  SoldUrt. 

Young  Marius.  My  countrymen,  and  favour- 
ites of  Rome, 
This  melancholy  desert  where  we  meet, 
Resembleth  well  young  Marius'  restless  tliought.s. 
Here  dreadful  silence,  solitary  caves, 
No  chirping  birda  with  solace  singing  sweetly. 
Are  harbour'd  for  delight ;  but  from  the  oak, 
Leafless  and  sapless  through  decaying  age. 
The  screech-owl  chants  her  fatal-boding  lays. 
Within  my  breast  care,  danger,  sorrow  dwell ; 
Hope  and  revenge  sit  hammering  in  my  heart  : 
The  baleful  babes  of  angry  Nemesis 
Disperse  their  f\iriouB  fires  upon  my  soul. 

Lectorius.  Fie,  Marius,  are  you  discontented 
still, 
When  as  occasion  favouretli  your  desire  ! 
Are  not  these  noble  Romans  come  from  Rome  } 
Hath  not  the  state  recali'd  your  father  home  1 

Young  Marius.    And  what  of  this?     Wliat 
profit  may  I  reap. 
That  want  my  father  to  conduct  us  home  1 

Lectorius.    My  lord,  take  heart ;   no   doul)t 
this  stormy  fiaw,' 
That  Neptune  sent  to  cast  us  on  this  shore. 
Shall  end  these  discontentments  at  the  last. 

Marius.  ^Vhom  see  mine  eyes)     What,  is  not 
yon  my  son  I 

Young  Marius.  \\Tiat  solitary  father  walketh 
there  ? 

ALuiius.  It  is  my  son  I  these  are  my  friends  I 


'  Thii  pMUge  i*  qnal«d  bj  Mr  Stsereiu  la  a  nol«  on 
"Hamlet,"  ici  v.  ic.  1,  to  show  that  "the  winter'* jCaw" 
there  spoken  of  mcaus  "  the  viuter's  blatl." 
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Wliat,  have  sore-piniiig  cares  so  changed  me  1 
Or  are  my  looks  distempered  through  the  pains 
And  agonies  that  issue  from  my  heart  ? 
Fie,  Marius !  frolic,  man  I  thou  must  to  Somey 
There  to  revenge  thy  wrongs,  and  wait  thy  tomb. 

Young   Marius.    Now,  fortune,    frown   and 
palter  if  thou  please. 
Romans,  behold  my  father  and  your  friend. 
O  father ! 

Marius.  Marius,  thou  art  fitly  met 
Albinovanus,  and  my  other  friends, 
What  news  at  Kome  f   What  fortune  brought  yon 
hither  1 

Albinovanus.  My  lord,  the  Consul  Ginna  hath 
restored 
The  doubtful  course  of  your  betrayed  state. 
And  waits  your  present  swift  approach  to  Kome, 
Your  foeman  Sylla  posteth  very  fast 
With  good  success  from  Pontus,  to  prevent 
Your  speedy  entrance  into  Italy. 
The  neighbouring  cities  are  your  very  friends ; 
Nought  rests,  my  lord,  but  you  depart  from  hence. 

Young  Marius.  How  many  desert  ways  hath 
Marius  sought. 
How  many  cities  have  I  visited ! 
To  find  my  father,  and  relieve  his  wants  ! 

Marius.  My  son,  I  'quite  thy  travails  with  my 
love. 
And,  lords  and  citizens,  we  will  to  Rome, 
And  join  with  Cinna.     Have  you  shipping  here  1 
Wliat,  are  these  soldiers  bent  to  die  with  me  ? 

Soldiers.    Content   to    pledge    our  lives   for 
Marius. 

Lectorius.  My  lord,  here,  in  the  next  adjoin- 
ing port. 
Our  ships  are  rigg'd,  and  ready  for  to  sail. 

Marius.  Then  let  us  sail  unto  Etruria, 
And  cause  our  friends,  the  Germans,  to  revolt^ 
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And  get  some  Tuscans  to  increase  our  power. 
Deserts,  farewell !     Come,  Romans,  let  us  go^ 
A  scourge  for  Kome,  that  hath  tlepresa'd  us  so. 


ACTUS  QUARTUS,  SCENA  PEL\LV. 

Snler  Majik  Anthony,  Lepidus,  Octavtus, 
Flaccds,  Stjialora. 

Octavius.  What  helps,  my  lorJa,  to  overhale 
these  cares  1 
What  means  or  motions  may  these  mischiefs  eud  t 
You  see  how  Oioua,  that  should  succour  Rome, 
Hath  levied  arms  to  bring  a  traitor  in. 
O  worthless  traitor,  woe  to  tliine  and  thee. 
That  thus  disqmeteth  both  Home  aud  usl 

Anthony.  Octavius,  these  are  scourges  for  our 
sins; 
Those  are  but  ministers  to  heap  our  plague. 
These  mutiuies  are  gentle  means  and  ways. 
Whereby  the  heavens  our  heavy  errors  charm- 
Then  with  content  and  humbled  eyes  behold 
The  crptal  shining  globe  of  glorious  Jove ; 
And,  since  we  perish  through  our  own  misdeeds, 
Go  let  us  flourish  in  our  fruitful  prayers. 

LEFID0S.  'Midst  these  confusions,  mighty  men 
of  Rome, 
Why  waste  we  out  these  troubles  all  in  words  1 
Weep  not  your  harms,  but  wend  we  straight  to 

arms, 
Lo,  Oatla*  spoil'd,  see  Marius  at  our  gate  ! 
And  shall  we  die  like  milksops,  dreaming  thus  1 

OCTAvma,  A  bootless  war  to  see  our  country 
spoil'd, 

'  [Old  copy,  DMia.] 
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Lepidus.  Fruitless  is  dalliance,  whereu  dan- 
gers be. 

Akthomy.  My  lord,  may  courage  wait  on  con- 
quer'd  men  % 

Lepidus.  Ay,  even  in  death  most  courage  doth 
appear. 

OCTAVius.  Then,  waiting  death,  I  mean  to  seat 
me  here ; 
Hoping  that  consuls'  name  and  fear  of  laws 
Shall  justify  my  conscience  and  my  cause. 

Snier  a  Messenger. 

Now,  sirrah,  what  confused  looks  are  these  1 
What  tidings  hringest  thou  of  dreariment  1  > 

Messenger.  My  lords,  the  Consul  Ciuna,  with 
his  friends, 
Have  let  in  Marius  by  Via  Ajipia, 
Whose  soldiers  waste  and  murder  all  they  meet ; 
Who,  with  the  consul  and  his  other  friends, 
Witli  expedition  liasteth  to  this  place. 

Anthony.  Then  to  the  downfal  of  my  hap- 
piness. 
Then  to  the  ruin  of  this  city  Rome. 
But  if  mine  inward  ruth  were  laid  in  sight. 
My  Btreams  of  tears  should  ilrown  my  foes'  despite. 

OcTAvius,  Coun^,  Lord  Anthony :  if  fortune 
please, 
She  will  and  con  these  troubles  soon  appease ; 
But  if  her  backward  frowns  approach  us  nigh, 
Kesolve  with  us  with  honour  for  to  die, 

Lepidus.  No  storm  of  fate  shall  bring  my  soi^ 
rows  down ; 
But  if  that  fortune  list,  why,  let  her  frown. 

•  Drtarimtat  ii  not  so  frequently  met  in  »ny  of  our  old 
irrit«n  u  Spenser :  I  do  not  recollect  it  in  any  pliy  before. 
It  require*  no  explanation. 
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Anthony.    Where   states  oppress'd   by   cruel 
tyrants  be, 
Old  Anthony,  there  is  no  place  for  thee. 

[Drum  ^rika  wiV/iiii. 
Hark,  by  this  tliundering  noise   of  threateuinf; 

drums, 
Marius  witli  all  his  faction  hither  comes. 

OCTAVIUS.  Then  like  a  traitor  he  shall  know, 
ere  long, 
In  levying  tirms  he  dotli  his  country  wrong. 

inter  Marivs,  hu  Son,  CiNSA,  Cethbgcs,  Lectii- 
RIUS,  uiilh  SMieri:  upon  dffht  of  m/iom  MARK 
Anthony  praently  fliet. 

MabiCs.  And  have  we  got  the  goal  of  honour  now. 
And  in  despite  of  consuls  eiiter'd  Home  \ 
Then     rouse    thee,    Marius,    leave    thy    rutlifiil 

thoughts ; 
Anil  for  tby  miiny  cares  and  toils  sustain 'd, 
Afflict  thy  foes  with  quite  as  many  pains. 
Go,  soldiers,  seek  out  Bebius  and  his  friends, 
Attilius,  Munitorius,  with  the  rest ; 
Cut  off  their  heads,  for  they  did  cixiss  me  once : 
And  if  your  care  can  compass  my  decree. 
Remember  that  same  fugitive  Mark  Anthony, 
Whose  fatal  end  shall  be  my  fruitful  peace. 
I  tell  thee,  Cinna,  nature  armetii  beasts 
With  just  revenge,  and  leadeth  in  their  kinds 
Sufficient  warlike  weapons  of  defence  ; 
If  then  by  nature  beasts  revenge  their  wrong. 
Both  heavens  and  nature  grant  rae  vengeance  now, 
Yet  whilst  I  live  and  suck  this  subtle  air. 
That  lendetb  breathing  coolness  to  my  lights, 
The  register  of  all  thy  righteous  acts. 
Thy  paws,  thy  toils,  thy  travails  for  my  sake, 
Shall  dwell  by  kind  impressions  in  my  heart, 
And  I  with  links  of  true,  unfeigned  love 
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Will  lock  those  Botnan  favomitea  in  my  brewt, 
And  live  to  haxard  life  for  their  relie£ 

CiNKA.  My  lord,  your  safe  and  svnSt  retnm  to 
Rome 
Makes  Cinna  fortunate  and  well  a-paid ; 
Who,  through  the  false  suggestions  of  my  foes, 
Was  made  a  cypher'  of  a  consul  here : 
XiO,  where  he  sits  commanding  in  liis  throne. 
That  wronged  Marius,  me,  and  all  these  lords. 

YouNO  Marius.  To  'quite  his  love,  Cinna,  let 
me  alone. 
How  fare  these  lords  that,  lumping,  pouting,  proud, 
Imagine  now  to  quell  me  with  their  looks? 
Now  welcome,  sirs,  is  Marius  thought  so  basel 
Why  stand  you  looking  babies  in  my  face  ? 
Who  welcomes  me,  him  Marius  makes  his  friend  ; 
Who  lowers  on  mc,  him  Itfarius  means  to  end. 

Flaccus.  Happy  and  fortunate  thy  return  to 
Home. 

Lepidus.  And  long  live  Marius^  with  fame  in 
Home. 

Marius.  I  thank  you,  courteous  lords,  that  ore 
so  kind. 

Young  Marius.  But  why  endures  your  grace 
that  braving  mate. 
To  sit  and  face  us  in  his  robes  of  state  I 

Marius.  My  son,  he  is  a  consul  at  the  least, 
And  gravity  becomes  Octavius  beat, 
But,  Cinna,  would  in  yonder  empty  seat 
You  would  for  Mariua'  freedom  once  entreat. 

Cinna  preueth  vp,  and  Octavius  ttayelh  him. 

OcTAVius.  Avaunt,  thou  traitor,  proud  and  in- 
solent 1 
How  dar'st  tliou  press  near  civil  government. 

'  [Old  copy,  wfftr.}  '  [Old  copy,  ilariut  liv*.] 
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Marids.  Why,  Maater  Consul,  are  jou  giown 
so  hot  1 
I'll  have  a  present  cooling  card  for  you. 
Be  therefore  well  advis'd,  and  moTe  me  not : 
For  though  by  you  I  was  esil'd  from  Rome, 
And  in  the  desert  from  a  prinue'a  seat 
Left  to  bewail  ingratitudes  of  Rome  ; 
Though  I  have  known  your  thirsty  tliroats  have 

To  bathe  themselves  in  my  distilling  blood, 
Yet  Marius,  sirs,  hath  pity  join'd  with  power. 
Lo,  here  th«  imperial  ensign  which  I  wield, 
That  waveth  mercy  to  my  wiBliera-well : 
And  more :  see  here  the  danjjeroua  trote  of  war. 
That  at  tlie  point  is  steel'd  with  ghastly  death. 

OcTAVics.  Thou  exile,  threateu'st  thou  a  consul 
then? 
Lictors,  go  draw  him  hence  I  such  braving  mates 
Are  not  to  boast  their  arms  in  quiet  states. 

MaKIUS.  Go  draw  me  hence  !    What !  no  relent, 
Octavius  1 

YoDNG  Mabius.  ily  lord,  what  heart  indurate 
with  revenge 
Could  leave  this  lozel,^  threat'ning  murder  thus  1 
Vouchsafe  me  leave  to  taint  that  traitor  seat 
With  flowing  streams  of  his  contagious  blood. 

Octavius.  The  father's  son,  I  know  him  by  his 
talk, 
That  scolds  in  words,  when  lingers  cannot  walk- 
But  Jove,  I  hope,  will  one  day  send  to  Rome 
The  blessed  patron  of  this  monarchy, 
Who  will  revenge  injuatice  by  his  sword. 

CiNNA.  Such  braving  hopes,  such  ciirseil  argu- 
ments : 
So  strict  command,  such  arrogant  controls  I 

of  coutempl,  and  ineaiis 
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Suffer  me,  Marius,  that  am  consul  now, 

To  do  thee  justice,  and  confound  the  wretch. 

Marius.  Cinna,  you  know  I  am  a  private  man, 
That  still  submit  my  censures  to  your  will 

Cinna.  Then,  soldiers,  draw  this  traitor  from 
the  throne, 
And  let  him  die,  for  Cinna  wills  it  so. 

Young   Marius.    Ay,  now,  my  Cinna,  noble 
consul,  speaks. 
OctaviuB,  your  checks  shall  coat  you  dear. 

Octavius.  And  let  me  die,  for  Cinna  wills  it  so ! 
Is  thpn  the  reverence  of  this  robe  contemn'd  1 
Are  these  associates  of  so  small  regard  I 
Why  then,  Octavius  willingly  consents 
To  entertain  the  sentence  of  his  death. 
But  let  the  proudest  traitor  work  his  will ; 
I  fear  no  strokes,  but  here  will  sit  me  still. 
Since  justice  sleeps,  since  tyrants  reign  in  Kome, 
Octavius  longs  for  death  to  die  in  Rome. 

Cinna.   Theu  strike  him  where  he  sits;  then 
halo  him  hence. 

Octavius.  Heavens  punish  Cinna'a  pride  and 
thy  offence. 

fX  Soldier  ttabt  him;  A«  i*  carrial  aaai/. 

Cinna.  Now  is  he  fallen  that  threaten'd  Marius ; 
Now  will  I  sit  and  plead  for  Marius. 

Marius.  Thou  dost  roe  justice,  Cinna,  for  you  see 
These  peers  of  Kome  of '  late  exiled  me. 

Lepidus.  Your  lordship  dotli  injustice  to  accnie 
Those,  who  in  your  behalf  did  not  offend. 

Flaccus.  We  grieve  to  see  the  aged  Marius 
Stand  like  a  private  roan  in  view  of  Rome, 

Cinna.  Then  bid  him  sit;  and  lo,  an  empty 
place: 
Revoke  hts  exile  from  his  government. 
And  so  prevent  your  farther  detriment. 

'  [Old  copy,  han.] 


■niE  WOUNDS  OF  CIVIL  WAR. 


15: 


I 


Lepibus,  We  will  account  both  Marius  and  liis 
friends, 
His  SOD  and  all  his  followers,  free  in  Rome  : 
And  since  we  see  the  dangerous  times  at  hand, 
And  hear  of  Sylla's  confidence  and  haste. 
And  know  his  hate  and  rancour  to  these  lords. 
We '  him  create  for  consul,  to  prevent 
The  policies  of  Sylla  and  his  friends. 

CiNNA.  Then,  troth  confinn'd  by  state  and  full 
consent, 
The  rods  and  axe  to  Mariua  I  present. 
And  here  invest  thee  wit!)  the  consul's  palL 

Flaccds.  Long,  fortunate,  and  happy  life  betide 
Old  Marius  in  his  sevenfold  consulship. 

Young  Masius.  And  so  let  Marius  live  and 
govern  Rome, 
Afi  cursod  Sylla  never  look  on  Rome. 

Marivs.  Tiien  plac'd  in  consul's  throne,  you 
Roman  states,  [He  taku  hi*  seat. 

Eecall'd  from  banishment  by  your  decrees, 
Install'd  in  this  imperial  seat  to  rule. 
Old  Marius  thanks  his  friends  and  favourites. 
From  whom  this  final  favour  he  requires : 
That,  seeing  Sylla  by  his  murderous  blade 
Brought  fierce  seditions  first  to  head  in  Rome. 
And  forced  laws  to  banish  innocents, 
J  crave  by  course  of  reason  and  desert. 
That  lie  may  be  proclaimed,  as  erst  was  I, 
A  traitor  and  an  enemy  of  Rome. 
Let  all  his  friends  1>e  banish'd  out  of  town  ; 
Then,  cutting  oil'  the  branch  where  troubles  spring, 
Rome  shall  liave  peace  and  plenty  in  her  walls. 

CiNNA.  In  equity  it  needs  must  be,  my  friends, 
That  one  be  guilty  of  our  common  harms : 
And  since  that  Marius  is  accounted  frtte, 
Sylla  witli  all  his  friends  must  traitors  b^. 

'  [Old  copv.  And.] 
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YoDNO  Marius.  My  father's  reasons,  Bomans, 
are  of  force ; 
For  if  yon  Bee,  and  live  not  to  secure, 
You  know  that,  in  so  ^at  a  state  as  this. 
Two  mighty  foes  can  never  well  agree. 

LBPiDua  Then  let  us  seek  to  ^ease  our  consul 
first. 
And  then  prepare  to  keep  the  exile  out. 
Cinna,  as  Marius  and  these  lords  agree. 
Firm  tliis  edict,  and  let  it  pass  for  me. 

CiN'KA.  Then,  Romans,  in  the  name  of  all  this 
state, 
I  here  proclaim  and  publish  this  decree  ; 
That  Sylla  with  his  hiends,  allies,  and  all. 
Are  banish'd  exiles,  traitors  unto  Rome  : 
And  to  extiuguish  both  his  name  and  state. 
We  will  his  house  be  razed  to  the  ground. 
His  goods  coniUcate :  this  our  censure  is. 
Lictor,  proclaim  tliis  in  the  market-place, 
And  see  it  executed  out  of  hand.         [Sieii  Zietor. 

M.vRius.  Now  see  I,  senators,  the  thought,  the 
care. 
The  virtuous  zeal  that  leads  your  toward  minds 
To  love  your  friends,  and  wat«h  your  common 

And  now,  establish'd  consul  in  this  place, 

Old  Marius  will  foresee  advenient  banns. 

Sjlla,  the  scourge  of  Asia,  as  we  hear. 

Is  prcss'd  to  enter  Italy  with  sword. 

He  comes  in  pomp  to  triumjih  here  in  Rome : 

But,  senators,  you  know  the  wavering  wills 

Of  foolish  men — I  mean  tlie  common  sort — 

Who,  through  report  of  innovations, 

Of  flattering  humours  of  well-t<>mper'd  tongues, 

Will  change,  and  draw  a  second  mischief  on. 

I  like  your  care,  and  will  myself  apply 

To  aim  and  level  at  my  country's  weal. 

To  intercept  these  errors  by  advice. 
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My  son  young  ^larlus,  Cethegiis,  and  my  friends, 
Shall  to  Prwneste,  to  prevent  and  stop 
The  speedy  puqwse  of  our  forward  foe. 
Meanwhile,  ourselves  will  fortify  this  town, 
This  beauty  of  the  world,  this  mHiden-town  ; 
Where  streaming  Tybria,  with  a  pleasant  tide, 
Leads  out  the  stately  buildings  of  the  world. 
Marius,  my  hope,  my  son,  you  know  your  charge : 
Take  those  Iberian  legions  in  your  train, 
And  we  will  spare  some  Cymbria^s  to  your  use. 
Bemember  thou  art  Marius'  son,  and  dream 
On  nought  but  honour  and  a  happy  death ! 

Young  Mauius.  I  go,  my  lord,  in  hope  to  make 
the  world 
Report  my  service  and  my  duty  too  ; 
And  that  proud  challenger  of  Asia 
Shall  find  that  Marius'  son  hath  force  and  wit. 

[£jrit  mm  CtTHEGO. 

Marius.  Go,  thou,  as  fortunate  as  Greeks  to 
Troy ; 
As  glorious  aa  Alcides  in  thy  toils  ; 
Aa  happy  as  Sertorius  in  thy  fight ; 
Aa  valiant  as  Achilles  in  thy  might : 
Go,  glorious,  valiant,  happy,  fortunate, 
As  all  those  Greeks  and  him  of  Roman  state  I 


£nUr,  led  in  uriik  SoMUrt,  CORNEUA  and  FULVIA. 

Cornelia.    Traitors !    why  drag    you   thus   a 
prince's  wife, 
As  if^tbat  beauty  were  a  thrall  to  fate  ( 
Are  Romans  grown  more  barbarous  than  Greeks, 
That  hate  more  greater  than  Cassandra  now  i 
The  Macedonian  monarch  was  more  kind. 
That  honour'd  and  reli^v'd  in  warlike  camp 
Darius'  mother,  daughters,  and  his  ivife. 
But  you  unkind  to  Roman  ladies  now, 
FerbapB  as  constant  as  the  ancient  queens ; 
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For  ibej,  subdu'd,  had  friendship  in  dtegrsce, 
Where  we,  unconquer'd,  live  in  woful  case. 

MariUS.   What   pluntire  pleas  presents  that 
lady  there  f 
Why,    soldiers,    make    you    prisoners    here    io 
RoraeT 
1st  Soldier.  Dread  consul,  we  have  found  Cor- 
nelia here 
And  Sylk'e  daughter  poeting  out  of  town. 

Marius.  Ladies  of  worth,  both  beautiful  and 
wise, 
But  near  allied  unto  my  greatest  foe : 
Yet  Marius'  mind,  that  never  meant  disgrace. 
More  likes  their  couram  than  their  comely  face. 
Are  you  Cornelia,  madani,  Sylla's  wife ! 

Cornelia.  I  am  Cornelia,  Sylla's  wife;  what 

then) 
Marius.  And  is  this  Fulvia,  Sylla's  daughter, 

tool 
Fulvia.  And  tliia  is  Fulvia,  Sylla's  daughter, 

too. 
Marius.  Two  welcome  guests,  in  whom  the 
majesty 
Of  my  conceit  and  courage  must  consist. 
What  Uiink  you,  senators  and  countrj-men! 
Sec,  here  are  two,  the  fairest  stars  of  Rome. 
The  dearest  dainties  of  my  warlike  foe, 
Wiose  lives  upon  your  censures  do  subsist.* 
LepiduS.  Dreaii  consul,  the  continuance  of  their 
lives 
Shall  egK  on  Sylla  to  a  greater  haste ; 
An'l,  in  bereaving  of  their  vital  breath, 
Your  grace  sliall  force  more  fury  from  your  foe. 
Of  these  extremes  we  leave  the  choice  to  you, 
Marius.  Then  think  that  some  strange  fortune 
shall  ensue. 

'  low  copj,  eonrirt,] 
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FULVIA.  Poor  Fulvia,  now  thy  hiippy  days  are 
done  ! 
Instead  of  marriage  pomp,  the  fatal  lights 
Of  funerals  rauat  masque  about  thy  bed : 
Nor  shall  thy  father's  arms  with  kind  embrace 
Hem  in  thy  shoulders,  trembling  now  for  fear. 
1  see  iu  Mariua'  looks  such  tragedies. 
As  fear  my  heart ;  and  fountains  fill  mine  eyes. 

Cornelia,     Fie,    Fulvia !     shall    thy    father'a 
daughter  faint, 
Before  tlie  threats  of  danger  shall  approach! 
Dry  up  those  tears,  and  Uko  a  Roman  maid, 
He  bold  and  silent,  till  our  foe  have  said. 

Marius,  Cornelia,  wife  unto  my  traitor-foe, 
What  gadding  mood  hath  forc'd  thy  speedy  flight' 
To  leave  thy  country,  and  forsake  thy  friends) 

Cornelia.  Accursed  Marius,  offspring  of  iny 

Whose  furious  wrath  hath  w-rought  thy  country's 

^Miat  may  remain  for  me  or  mine  in  Rome, 

That  see  the  tokens  of  ihy  tyrannies  1 

Vile  monster,  robb'd  of  virtue,  what  revenge 

Is  this,  to  wreak  thine  anger  on  the  walls  ? 

To  raze  our  house,  to  banish  all  our  friends. 

To  kill  the  rest,  and  captive  us  at  last  1 

Think'et  thou  by  barbarous  deeds  to  boast  tliy 

Or  spoiling  Sylla,  to  depress  his  hate  1j 
No,  Marius,  hut  for  every  drop  of  blood 
And  inch  of  wrong  he  shall  return  thee  two. 

Flaccds.  Madam,  in  danger  wisdom  doth  advise 
In  humble  terms  to  reconcile  our  foes. 

Marius,  She  ia  a  woman,  Flaccua  ;  let  her  talk. 
That  breathes  forth  bitter  words  instead  of  blows. 

Cornelia.  And  iu  regard  of  that,  immodest 
man. 
Thou  shouldst  desist  from  outrage  and  revenge. 

VOL  VIL  L 
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Lbctobivb.  Wliat,  can  your  grace  endure  tlieae 
cursed  Bcoffs  1 

Marius.  Why,  my  Lectorius,  I  hare  ever  leamt 
That  ladies  cannot  wrong  me  with  upbraids; 
Then  let  her  talk,  and  my  concealed  hate 
Shall  heap  revengement  upon  Sylla's  pate. 
,  FULVIA.  Let  feyera  first  afflict  thy  feeble  age ; 
Let  palsies  make  thy  stubborn  fingers  faint ; 
Let  humours,  streaming  from  thy  moiaten'd  brains, 
With  clouds  of  dimness  choke  thy  fretful  eyes, 
Before  these  monstroas  hanns  assail  mj  dre. 

Marius.  By'r  lady,^  Fnlyia,  yon  are  gaily  read: 
Your  mother  well  may  boast  you  for  her  own ; 
For  both  of  you  hare  words  and  scoffs  at  wilL 
And  since  I  like  the  compass  of  your  wit, 
Myself  will  stand,  and,  ladies,  you  shall  sit 
And,  if  you  please  to  wade  in  farther  words. 
Let's  see  what  brawls  your  memories  affords. 

COENBtiiA.  Your  lordship's  passing  mannerly  in 
jest; 
But  that  yon  may  perceive  we  smell  your  drift, 
We  both  will  sit,  and  countenance  your  shift. 

Marius.  Where  constancy  and  beauty  do  con- 
sort, 
There  ladies'  threatenings  turn  to  merry  sport 
How  fare  these  beautifull  what,  well  at  ease  J 

FuLViA.  As  ready  as  at  first  for  to  displease ; 

>  We  hsTe  before  had  Pedro  the  Frenchmari,  or  ratber  the 
Oaul,  BccordiDK  to  Platarch  (though  irhy  ha  ia  called  by  the 
SpaniBh  nsme  of  Pedro,  we  know  not),  emplojed  to  munUr 
Uario*,  sweuing:  Par  It  wn;  de  Dku,  Notre  Daint,»,JiA 
Jt*« :  and  toirardi  the  cIoM  of  the  play,  where  a  couple  of 
ludicTOU*  cbancterasre  latrodaced,  "to  mollify  the  Tnlgar," 
the  "  Paul'*  lUeplt  of  honour"  ia  talked  of.  Sach  anaebro- 
uiims,  however  grou,  sre  cominon  to  all  the  draioatins  of 
that  day.  Sbskeepeare  is  notoriouBlj  full  of  tbem  ;  and  all 
most  remember  the  diBCDisioD  between  Hamlet  and  hU 
friend  regBrdinf  the  children  of  Paal'B  and  of  the  Queen's 
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For,  full  confinn'd  that  we  shall  surely  die, 
We  wait  our  ends  with  Boman  conataiicy. 
Marius.  Why,  think  yon  Marins  hath  confirni'i! 

your  death  I 
FuLviA.   What  other  firuit  may  Bpring  from 

tyrant's  hands  t 
Marius.  In  fuith  then,  htdies,  thus  the  mntt<;r 
stands : 
Since  you  mistake  my  love  and  courtesy. 
Prepare  yourselves,  for  you  shall  surely  die. 

COBNELix  Ay,  Marius,  now  I  know  thou  dost 
not  lie  ; 
And  that  thou  mayst,  unto  thy  lastins  blame, 
Extinguish  in  our  deaths  thy  wished  fame, 
Grant  us  this  boon  that,  making  choice  of  death. 
We  may  be  freeil  from  fury  of  thine  ire. 

Marius.  An  easy  boon  ;  ladies,  I  condescend. 
Cornelia.  Then  suffer  us  in  private  chamlx^r 
close 
To  meditate  a  day  or  two  alone ; 
And,  tyrant,  if  thou  find  us  living  then, 
Commit  us  straight  onto  thy  slaughtering-men. 

Marius.  Ladies,  I  grant ;  for  Marius  nill  deny 
A  suit  so  easy  and  of  such  import ; 
For  pity  'twere  that  dames  of  constancy 
Should  not  bo  agents  of  their  misery. 

[//fre  Ae  leliu/ytTt  LectoBIUs. 
LectoriuB,  hark,  despatch.  [Exit  LectoriuS. 

Cornelia.  So,  Ful^ia,  now  the  latest  doom  is 
fii'd, 
And  sought  remains  but  constant  Roman  hearts 
To  bear  the  brunt  of  irksome  fury's  spite. 
Rouse  thee,  my  dear,  and  daunt  those  faint  con- 
That  trembling  stand  aghast  at  bitter  deatL 
Bethink  thee  now  that  Sylla  was  thy  sire, 
Whose  courage  heaven  nor  fortune  could  abate : 
Then,  like  the  offspring  of  tierce  Sylla's  house, 
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Paas  with  the  thrice-renowned  Phiygian  dame, 

As  to  thy  marriage,  ao  unto  thy  death : 

For  nought  to  wretches  is  more  sweet  Uum  death. 

FuLViA.  Madam,  confirm'd  as  well  to  die  ae  live, 
Fulvia  await«th  nothing  but  her  death. 
Yet  had  my  lather  known  the  course  of  change, 
Or  seen  our  loss  by  lucky  augury, 
This  tyrant  nor  his  followers  had  liv'd 
To  'ioy  the  ruin  of  fierce  Sylla'a  house. 

Mariits.  But,  lady,  they  that  dwell  on  fortune's 
call 
No  sooner  rise,  but  aubject  are  to  fall. 

Fulvia.  Marius,  I  doubt  not  but  our  constant 
ends 
Shall  make  thee  wail  thy  tyrant's  government 

Marius.  When  tyrant's  rule  dotn  breed  my  care 
and  woe, 
Then  will  I  say  two  ladies  told  me  bo. 
But  here  comes  Lectorius.     Now,  my  lord, 
Have  you  brought  those  things  1 

EitUr  Lectorius. 

Lectorius.  I  have,  noble  consuL 

Marius.  Now,  ladies,  you  are  resolute  to  die  T 

Cornelia.  Ay,  Marius,  for  terror  cannot  daunt 
us. 
Tortures  were  framed  to  dread  the  baser  eye, 
And  not  t'  appal  a  princely  majesty. 

Marius.  And  Marius  bves  to  triumph  o'er  his 
foes, 
That  train  their  warlike  treops  amidst  the  plains, 
And  are  enclos'd  and  faemm'd  with  shining  arms. 
Not  to  appal  such  princely  majesty. 
Virtue,  sweet  ladies,  is  of  more  regard 
In  Marius'  mind,  where  honour  is  enthron'd, 
Than  Borne  or  rule  of  Roman  empety. 

[Here  he  putt  chain*  about  tlieir  »eti$. 
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The  bands,  that  eliould  combine  your  suow-whitt: 

WTist§, 
Are  these  which  shall  adorn  your  milk-white  necks. 
The  private  celU,  where  you  shall  end  your  lives, 
Ib  Italy,  is  Europe — nay  the  world. 
Th'  Euxinian  Sea,  the  fierce  Sicilian  Gulf, 
The  river  Ganges  and  Hydaspes'  stream 
Shall  level  lie,  and  smooth  as  ciystal  ice, 
While  Fulvia  and  Cornelia  pass  thereon. 
The  soldiers,  that  should  guard  you  to  your  deatlia. 
Shall  be  five  thousand  gallant  youths  of  Kome, 
In  purple  robes  crosa-barr'd  with  pales  of  gold, 
Mounted  on  warlike  coursers  for  the  field, 
Fet '  from  the  mountain-tops  of  Corsica, 
Or  bred  in  hills  of  bright  Sardinia, 
Who  shall  conduct  and  bring  you  to  your  lonl. 
Ay,  unto  Sylla,  ladies,  shall  you  go. 
And  t«ll  him  Marius  holds  within  his  hands 
Honour  for  ladies,  for  ladies  rich  reward ; 
But  as  for  Sylla  and  for  his  compeers, 
\Vho  dare  'gainst  Marius  vaunt  their  goMen  crests. 
Tell  him  for  them  old  Marius  holds  revenge, 
And  in  his  hands  both  triumphs  life  and  death. 

Cornelia.  Doth  Marius  use  with  glorious  wonU 
to  jest, 
And  mock  his  captives  with  these  glosing*  terms  ? 

Marics.  No,  ladies ; 
Mantis  hath  sought  for  honour  with  his  sword, 
And  holds  disdain  to  triumph  in  your  falls. 
Live,  Cornelia  :  live,  fair  ajid  fairest  Fulvia ! 


WhOK  Wooii  li /((  froiB  hUiers  or  w»r-pn»t." 
'  Cfotinj  ftndj(a«mii?ftni  sjnonjinoiii;  perlmps  Mj/oji 
'      I  Bpelt.  to  ^OK,  la  the  um«  wqrd  as  l< 
ID  HJltan  Id  the  BenBC  thai  it  bears  ii 
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If  you  have  done  or  wronght  me  iDJury, 
Sylla  shall  pay  it  through  his  misery. 

FULVIA.   So  gracious,  bmouB  cotual,  ve  thy 
words, 
That  Bomfl  and  we  shall  celebrate  thy  worth, 
And  Sylla  shall  confess  himself  o'ercome. 

Cornelia.  If  ladies'  prayers  or  tears  mi^  move 
the  heavens, 
SyUa  shall  vow  himself  old  Marins'  friend. 

Marius.  Ladies,  for  that  I  nought  at  all  regard : 
Sylla's  my  foe,  I'll  triumph  over  him ; 
For  other  conquest  gloty  doth  not  win. 
Therefore  come  on. 
That  I  may  send  you  unto  Sylla.  [ExetinL 

EtUtr  a  CLO\Vir,  drani,  with  a  pint  of  wvu  m  Au 
hand,  and  two  or  three  SOLDIERS. 

1st  Soldier.   Sirrah,  dally  not  with  us;  you 
know  where  he  is. 

Clown.  0,  sir,  a  quart  is  a  quart  in  any  man's 
jiurs^,  and  dnnk  is  drink,  and  can  my  master  live 
without  his  drink,  I  pray  you  1 

2d  Soldier.  You  have  a  master  then,  siiTah  I 

Clown.  Have  I  a  master,  thou  scoundnll  I  have 
an  orator  to  my  master,  a  wise  man  to  my  master. 
But,  fttllows,  I  must  make  a  parenthesis  of  this 
pint-pot,  for  words  make  men  diy :  now,  by  my 
troth,  I  drink  to  Lord  Anthony. 

3d  Soldier.  Fellow-soldiers,  the  weakness  of 
his  brain  hath  made  his  tongue  walk  largely;  we 
shall  have  some  novelties  by-and-by. 

Clown,  O  most  surpassing  wine. 
Thou  marrow  of  the  vine  I 
More  welcome  unto  me 
Than  whips  to  scholars  be. 
Thou  art,  and  ever  was, 
A  means  to  mend  an  ass ; 


I 
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Thou  makest  eome  to  sleep, 
And  many  mo  to  weep. 
And  some  be  glad  and  merry, 
With  heigh  down  deny,  deny. 
Thou  makest  some  to  stumble, 
And  many  mo  to  fumble, 
And  me  have  pinW  neyne.^ 
More  brave  and  jolly  wine  1 
Wliat  need  I  praise  tliee  mo, 
For  thou  art  good,  with  heigh-ho  ! 

3ii  Soldier.  If  wine  then  be  so  good,  I  prithee, 
for  thy  pwi. 
Tell  us  where  Lonl  Anthony  is,  and  thou  sbalt 
have  a  quart. 

Clown.  First  shall  the  snow  be  black. 
And  pepper  lose  his  smack. 
And  stripes  forsake  my  back : 
First  moriy  drunk  with  sack, 
I  will  go  boast  and  track. 
And  all  your  costanls  craek. 
Before  I  do  the  knack 
Shall  make  me  sing  alack. 
Alack,  the  old  man  is  weary, 
For  wine  hath  made  him  merry. 
With  a  heigh:  ho. 

1st  Soldier.   I  prythee,  leave  these  rhymes, 
and  teil  us  where  thy  master  is  1 

Clown.  Faith,  where  you  shall  not  be. 
Unless  ye  go  with  me. 
But  shall  I  tell  them  so  1 
0,1 


The  man  hath  many  a 
As  far  as  I  do  know : 


foe, 


'  (•',(.,  Pink;  eyne  or  pink  (amiUI)  ejei.]  See  Mr  SU«Ten«'< 
aot«  on  th«  sou);  in  "  Antbouy  ind  Clcopalrs,"  begianing' — 
"  Com,  ibon  nourcb  of  tbi  *lnt, 
Plompj  B»Mhu^  wILb  fliA  tT°*-' 
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Yon  do  not  flout  me,  I  hope. 

See  how  this  liquor  fumes, 

And  how  my  force  preBomes. 

YoQ  would   know  where   Lord   Anthony  iat    I 


perceiTO  yon. 
lalflsi     *     •   ■ 


Shall  I  say  he  is  in  yond  Eumhonse  t      I  deceive 

yon. 
Hhall  I  tell  yon  this  wine  is  for  him  1    The  gods 

forfend, 
And  so  I  end.     Go,  fellow-fighters,  there's  a  bol> 

for  ye. 
2d  Soldier.    My  masters,  let  ns   follow  this 
clown,  for  questionless  this  grave  orator  is  i» 
yonder  faTTnhonse.i    But  who  cometh  yonderl 

Enter  OLD  ANTHONY. 

Anthony,  I  wonder  why  my  peasant  stays  bo 
long, 
And  with  my  wonder  hasteth  on  my  woe. 
And  with  my  woe  I  am  assailed  with  fear. 
And  with  my  fear  await  with  faintful  breath 
The  final  period  of  my  pains  by  death. 

l8T  Soldier.  Yond's  the  man  we  sock  for,  sol* 
diets.  Unsheathe  your  swords,  and  make  a  rid- 
dance of  Marius'  ancient  enemy. 

Clown.  Master,  fly,  fly. 
Or  else  you  shall  die  I 
A  plague  on  this  wine, 
Hath  made  me  so  fine  '. 
And  will  yon  not  be  gone  I 
Then  III  leare  yon  alone, 


'  This  incident  li  founded  opon  >  paiuge  in  FIhUrIi'b 
"  Life  of  Ciiu  Mirios,"  oalj  is  tb«t  anlhor  the  man  wiUi 
the  wine  diBclosee  vhere  Anthonj  ii  conceited  to  Ibe 
dnwer,  of  whom  he  gets  the  wine,  and  not  to  the  soldian. 
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And  sleep  upon  your  woe, 

With  a  lamentiible  heigh-ho.  [Eril. 

Anthony.  Betrayed   at   last   by  witless  over- 

Now,  Anthony,  prepare  thyself  to  die. 

Lo,  where  the  monstrous  ministers  of  WTatti 

Menace  thy  murder  with  their  naked  swords. 

2d  Suldier.  Anthony,  well-met :  the  consul 
Marius,  with  other  confederate  senators,  have  ad- 
judged thee  ikath,  therefore  prepare  thyself,  and 
think  we  favour  thee  in  this  little  protraction. 

Anthony.    Immortal   powers,   that  know   the 
painful  cares 
That  WMt  ujKm  my  poor  distressed  heart, 
0,  bend  your  brows,  and  level  all  your  looks 
Of  dreadful  awe  upon  these  daring  men ! 
And  thou,  sweet  niece  of  Atlas,  on  whose  liju 
And  tender  tongue  the  pliant  muses  sit. 
Let  gentle  course  of  sweet  aspiring  speech, 
Let  Eoney-flowing  terms  of  weary  woe, 
Let  fruitful  figures  and  delightful  lines 
Enforce  a  sprmg  of  pity  from  their  eyes. 
Amaze  the  murd'rous  passions  of  their  minds. 
That  they  may  favour  woful  Anthony. 
O  couutrjTnen,  what  shall  become  of  Rome, 
When  reverend  duty  droopeth  throng  disgrace  t 
0  countrymen,  what  shall  become  of  Rom*!, 
When  woful  nature,  widow  of  her  joys, 
Weeps  on  our  walls  to  see  her  laws  depress'd  1 
0  Romans,  hath  not  Anthony's  discourse 
Seol'd  up  tlie  mouths  of  false  seditious  men, 
Aeaoil'd'  the  doubts  and  quaint  controls  of  power. 
Relieved  the  mcmrnful  matron  with  his  pleas } 
And  will  you  seek  to  murder  Anthony  1 
The  lions  brook  with  kindness  their  relief; 
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'  The  iheep  reward  the  shepherd  vith  their  fleece ;' 
Yet  Eom&ns  seek  to  murder  Anthony. 

IST  SOLDIEB.  Why,  what  enchanting  t«nnc-  of 
art  are  these, 
That  force  my  heart  to  pity  his  distress  t 

2d  Soldies.  His  action,  speech,  hia  farotir  and 
his  grace, 
My  rancour  rage  and  rigour  doth  de&ce. 

3d  Soldier.  So  sweet  his  words,  that  now  of 
late,  meseems, 
His  art  doth  draw  my  soul  from  out  my  lips. 
Anthony.  What  envious  eyes,  reflecting  nought 
but  rage. 
What  barbarous  heart,  refresh'd  with  uondit  but 

blood. 
That  rends  not  to  behold  the  senseleas  trees 
In  doly'  season  drooping  without  leaves  1 
The  shepherd  sighs  upon  the  barren  hills, 
To  see  his  bleating  Wibs  with  faintful  loofca 
Behold  the  valleys  robb'd  of  springing  flowers, 
That  whilom  wont  to  yield  them  yearly  food. 
Even  meanest  thinga,  exchang'd  from  former  state, 
The  virtuons  mind  with  some  remorse  doth  mate. 
Can  then  your  eyes  with  thundering  threats  of  rage 
Cast  furious  gleams  of  anger  upon  age  1  - 
Can  then  your  hearts  with  furies  mount  80  high, 
As  they  should  harm  the  Boman  Anthony  1 
I,  far  more  kind  than  senseless  tree,  have  lent 
A  kindly  sap  to  our  declining  state, 

titrt;  balhereit  Bignifi«a  to  ruolreorreniow  donbU.   Thai 


three  propoaitioni." — Mede,.Rev.  ofOoiiHout. 

The  word  is  frequentlj  to  be  met  with  in  SpeoNr  in  the 
eense  of  to  dischftrge,  or  let  free. 

'  In  dolg  leuon  it  \n  melancholr  or  wintrj  teiBon  :  tn 
wljectlTe  formed  from  dole,  *nd  with  the  Mine  mesnine  u 


THE  WOUSDS  OF  CIVIL  WAR. 


171 


And  like  a,  careful  shepherd  have  foreseen 

llie  heavy  dangers  of  tills  city' Rome  ; 

And  made  thu  citisens  the  happy  flock. 

Whom  I  liave  fed  with  counsels  and  advice : 

But  now  those  locks  that,  for  their  reverend  white, 

Surpass  the  down  on  ..^cuUpiiia'  chin : 

But  now  tliat  tongue,  whose  terms  and  fluent  style 

For  number  pass'd  the  hosts  of  heavenly  fires: 

But  now  that  head,  within  whose  subtle  brains 

The  *itieen  of  flowing  eloquence  did  dwell 

EiUer  a  Captain. 

Tiiese  locks,  this  tongue,  this  head,  this  life,  and 

all. 
To  please  a  t^Tant,  trait'rously  must  fall. 

Captain,  why,  how  now,  aoldiers,  la  he  livinj,' 
yett 
And  will  you  he  bewitched  with  hia  words  1 
Then  take  this  fee,  false  orator,  &om  me : 

[Stabt  bim. 
Elysium  best  beseems  thy  fointful  limbs. 

Anthony.  0  blissful  pains  I  now  Anthony  must 
die, 
Which  serv'd  and  lov'd  Rome  and  her  empery. 

■  The  death  of  Anthoay  in  thos  relaUd  in  North's  Plu- 
tareb,  ''  Life  of  Mirins" — 

"Bulhe(UinuB|*ciit  Anniusoneof  hii cap laines  thither. 

and  when  they  were  come  to  the  home  which  ihc 

dratrer  had  hronght  them  to,  Annini  taried  henealh  al  ihe 
doore,  and  the  louldiurs  Rent  up  the  Rtaiers  into  the  cham- 
ber, and  fladio);  Anibonie  tiicre,  (hey  began  to  encourt)^ 
one  another  to  kill  him,  not  one  of  them  baring  the  beart 
to  lay  hand*  upon  him,  For  Anthoniee  tongue  vaa  aa 
■■eet  n>  a  Syrene.  unci  had  such  an  excellent  grace  in 
■peakinir,  thai  when  he  began  to  epeake  unto  the  aouldier* 
and  to  praj'  them  to  uve  hia  life,  there  woa  not  one  of 
them  ao  hard'hearted  ua  ddcc  to  (ouch  bim,  no  not  onely 


J 
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Captain.  Go,  curtal  off  that  neck  with  present 
stroke, 
And  straight  present  it  unto  Marius. 

1st  Soldieel  Even  in  this  head  did  all  the 
muses  dwell : 
The  bees,  that  sat  upon  the  Grecian's  lips, 
Distill'd  their  honey  on  his  temper'd  tongue. 
2d  Soldier.  The  crystal  dew  of  fair  Castaliwi 
springB 
With  geaUe  floating  trickled  on  his  brains : 
The  graces  kissed  his  kind  and  courteous  brows, 
Apollo  gave  the  beauties  of  his  harp, 

EnUr  Lectosius  ;mutir. 
And  melodies  unto  his  pliant  speech. 

Captain.    Leave  these  presumptuous  praises, 
countrymen  : 
And  see  Lectorius,  pensive  where  he  cornea. 
Lo,  here,  my  lord,  the  head  of  Anthony ; 
See  here  the  gueidon  fit  for  Marius'  foe. 
Whom  dread  Apollo  prosper  in  his  rule. 

Lectorius.   O  Komans,  Marius  sleeps  among 
the  dead. 
And  Borne  laments  the  loss  of  such  a  friend. 
Captain.  A  sudden  and  a  woful  chance,  my 
lord, 
WTiIch  we  intentive'  fain  would  understand. 

to  looke  him  id  the  face,  but  looking  downo'irdi  fell 
a  weeping.  Aania*  perceiving  the;  t«ried  long  and 
came  not  dovne,  went  himself  op  into  the  chamber  and 
found  Anthonie  talkiag  to  hii  souldiera,  and  them  weeping, 
his  sweete  eloquent  tongue  bad  bo  melUd  thtir  hearts :  hnt 
he,  rating  them,  ran  furiousl/  upon  him  and  «trake  offhU 
head  with  hii  owne  hands." 

'  Shskeipciire'i  cummentatora  might  liaTO  added  thia  paa- 
lage  to  the  long  list  of  othera  they  haro  brought  forward 
(aee  note  on  ."Othello,"  act  i.  ic.  3),  to  show  that  intention 
and  atu»ti«ti,  and  intmtivt  and  atttntivt,  were  once  sjno- 
B^moni. 
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Lbctorius.  Though  swoll'n  with  sighs,  my  heart 
for  sorrow  burst, 
Aiid  toague  with  tears  and  plaints  be  choked  up. 
Yet  will  I  furrow  forth  with  forced  breath 
A  speedy  passage  to  my  pensive  speech. 
Our  consul  Manus,  worthy  soldiers. 
Of  late  within  a  pleasant  plot  of  ground 
Sat  down  for  pleasure  near  a  crystal  spring, 
Accompanied  with  many  lords  of  Rome. 
Bright  was  the  day,  and  on  the  spreading  trees 
The  frolic  citizens  '  of  forest  sung 
Their  lays  and  merry  notes  on  perching  boughs  ; 
When  suddenly  appeared  in  the  east 
Seven  miglity  eagles  with  their  talons  fierce, 
Who,  waving  oft  about  our  consul's  head. 
At  last  with  hideous  cry  did  soar  away. 
When  suddenly  old  Marius  aghast, 
With  reverend  smile,  detenuin'd  with  a  sigh 
The  doubtful  silence  of  the  stauders-by. 
Romans,  said  he,  old  Marius  now  must  die : 
These  seven  fair  eagles,  birds  of  mighty  Jove, 
That  at  my  birthday  on  my  cradle  sat. 
Now  at  my  last  day  warn  ^  me  to  my  death. 
And  lo,  I  feel  the  deadly  pangs  approach. 
VSTiat  should  I  more  1   In  brief,  with  many  prayers 
For  ftome,  his  son — his  goods  and  lands  disjwjs'd— 

0  bii 


Sfatkeipeare  calls  drer  in  "As  You  Like  It"  cil 
eltevbere,  "  naliTe  burghen  of  this  desert  city." 

The  author  of  "Kuimng  Troei"  goa  farther, 
tfae  bleued  aouU  In  heaven  dliieiu— 
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Our  worthy  consul  to  our  wonder  died. 

The  dty  is  amaz'd,  for  Sylla  hastes 

To  enter  Home  with  fury,  sword  and  fire. 

Go  place  that  head  upon  the  capitol, 

And  to  your  wards,  for  dansera  are  at  hand. 

[Exil. 
Captain,  Had  we  foreseen  tbis  luckless  chance 
before, 
Ohl  Anthony  had  liv'd  and  breathed  yet.  [EKtvnl. 


ACTUS  QUINTUS. 

A  tfrtal  tkirtnuh  in  Home  and  leng,  tome  dain.  A  t 
latt  aOer  SrLLA  triumphant,  with  POHPEY, 
Metellos,  Citueni,  Soldiera. 

Sylla.  Now,  RonutoB,  after  all  tliese  mutinies, 
Seditions,  murders  and  conspiracies. 

Imagine  with  impartial  hearts  at  last. 

What  fruits  proceed  from  these  contentious  brawls. 

Your  streets,  where  erst  the  fathers  of  your  state 

In  robes  of  purple  walked  up  and  down, 

Are  strewed  with  mangled  members,  streaming 

blood: 
And  why  i  the  reasons  of  this  nithful  wrack 
Are  your  seditious  innovations. 
Your  fickle  minds  incUn'd  to  foolish  cliange. 
(Jngratefal  men !  whilst  I  with  tedious  pain 
In  Asia  seal'd  my  duty  with  my  blood. 
Making  the  fierce  Danlanians  faint  for  fear, 
Spreading  my  colours  in  Galatia, 
Dipping  my  sword  in  the  Enetans'  blood, 
And  foraging  the  fields  of  Phocida, 
You  called  my  foe  from  exile  with  his  friends ; 
You  did  proclaim  me  traitor  here  in  Rome ; 
You  raz'd  my  house,  you  did  defame  my  friends. 
But,  brawling  wolves,  you  cannot  bite  the  moon, 
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For  Sylla  lives,  bo  forward  to  revenge. 
As  woe  to  those  that  sought  to  do  me  wruug. 
I  now  ain  entered  Ronio  in  apitc  of  force, 
And  will  80  hamper  all  my  cursed  foes. 
As  be  be  tribune,  consul,  lord,  or  knight, 
That  batetb  Sylla,  let  him  look  to  die. 
And  first  to  miike  an  entrance  to  mine  ire, 
Bring  me  that  traitor  Carbo  out  of  band. 

PoMPEY.  0  Sylla,  in  revenging  injuries. 
Inflict  the  pain  where  first  offence  did  spring, 
And  for  my  sake  establish  peace  in  Rome, 
And  pardon  these  repentant  citizens. 

Sylla.  Porapey,  I  love  tliee,  Porapey,  and  con- 
seat 
To  thy  request ;  but,  Romans,  have  regard. 
Lest  over-reaching  in  offence  again, 
I  load  your  sboiUders  with  a  double  pain. 

Briiii/  in  Carbo  howuf. 

But,  Pompey,  see  where  jolly  Carbo  comes. 
Footing  it  featly  like  a  mighty  man. 
What,  no  obeisance,  sirrah,  to  your  lorf]  1 

Cabbo.'  My  lordl     No,  Sylla:  he  that  ihrit.^ 
hath  borne 
The  name  of  consul  scorns  to  stoop  to  him. 
Whose  heart  doth  hammer  nought  bat  mutinies. 

PoaiPKY.  And  doth  your  lordship  then  disdain 
to  stoop ) 

Carbo.  Ay,  to  mine  equal,  Pompey,  as  thou  art. 

Sylla.  Thine  equal,  villain  t  no,  he  ia  my  friend  ; 
Thou,  but  a  poor  anatomy  of  bones, 
Cas'd  in  a  knavish  tawny  withered  skin. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop !  art  thou  so  stately  then  ? 
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Carbo.  Sylla,  I  honour  goda,  not  foolieh  men. 

Sylla.  Then  break  that  wither'd  bough,  that 
will  not  bend,' 
And,  soldiers,  coBt  him  down  before  my  feet : 

[T/ity  throw  him  down. 
Now,  prating  sir,  my  foot  upon  thy  neck, 
I'll  be  80  bold  to  give  your  lordship  checlc 
Believe  me,  soldiers,  but  I  over-reach ; 
Old  Carbo's  neck  at  first  was  made  to  stretch. 

Garbo.  Though  body  bend,  thou  tyrant  most 
unkind. 
Yet  never  shalt  thou  humble  Carbo's  mind. 

Sylla.  0  sir,  I  know,  for  all  your  warlike  pith 
A  man  may  mar  your  worship  with  a  with.* 
You,  sirrah,  levied  arms  to  do  me  wrong ; 
You  brought  your  legions  to  the  gates  of  Rome ; 
You  fought  it  out  in  hope  that  I  would  faint ; 
Uut,  sirrah,  now  betake  you  to  your  books. 
Entreat  the  gods  to  save  your  sinful  soul ; 
For  why  this  carcase  must  in  my  behalf 
Go  feast  the  ravens  that  serve  our  augurs'  turn. 
Methinks  I  see  already,  how  they  wish 
To  bait  their  beaks  in  such  a  jolly  dish. 

Carbo.  Sylla,  thy  threats  and  scof&  amate  me 
not. 
I  prytbee,  let  thy  murderers  halo  me  hence ; 
For  Carbo  rather  likes  to  die  by  sword. 
Than  live  to  be  a  mocking-stock  to  thee. 

Sylla.  The  man  hath  haste ;  good  soldiers,  take 
him  hence : 
It  would  be  gootl  to  alter  his  pretence. 
But  be  a<lvis'd  that,  when  the  fool  is  slain, 
You  part  the  head  and  body  both  in  twun. 
I  know  that  Carbo  longs  to  know  the  cause, 

'  [Old  copy  misplicca  the  words  break  sod  btnd;  the 
sltera^on  here  made  wu  aoggeited  bj  Ur  Collier.] 
•  i.t,  Wilh  a  KiAy,  or  twig  of  willow. 
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And  shall :  thy  body  for  the  ravens,'  thy  head  for 

Cakbo.  0  matchless  ruler  of  oar  capitol. 
Behold  poor  Rome  with  grave  and  piteous  eye 
Fulfilled  with  wrong  and  wretched  tyranny ! 

[£li^  Carbo  cnm  milililiut. 

Enter  SciPlO,  NoRBANUS,  and  Carinka.* 

SvLLA.  Tut,  the  proud  man's  prayer  will  never 
pierce  the  sky. 
But  whither  press  these  mincing  senators  I 

N0RBANU8,  We  press  with  prayers,  ive  come 
with  mournful  tears. 
Entreating  Sylla  by  those  holy  bands. 
That  link  fair  Juno  with  her  thundering  Jove, 
Even  by  the  bonds  of  hospitality, 
To  pity  Rome  afflicted  through  thy  wrath. 
Thy  soliliers  (Sylla)  murder  innocents  ; 
O,  whither  will  thy  lawless  fury  stretch, 
If  little  ruth  ensue  thy  country's  harms '( 

Sylla.  Gay  words,  Norbanus,  fuil  of  eloquence, 
Accompanied  with  action  and  conceit : 
But  I  must  teach  thee  judgment  therewitliol. 
Dar'sl  thou  approach  my  presence,  that  hast  borne 
Thine  arms  in  spite  of  Sylla  and  his  friends ) 
I  tell  thee,  foolish  man,  thy  judgment  wanted 
In  this  presumptuous  purpose  that  is  pass'd : 
And,  loitering  scholar,  since  you  fail  in  art, 
I'll  learn  you  judgment  shortly  to  your  smart 
Despatcli  him,  soldiers  ;  I  must  see  him  die. 
And  you,  Carinna,  Carbo's  ancient  friend. 
Shall  follow  straight  your  heaiUess*  general. 

'  [Old  copy,  the  ravmi.] 

*  Theqiiirto  miAi:  "  Enter  Seipio  and  Norbanna,  Poblius 
Lentulua,  but  the  latter  luB  notliing  to  do  nith  the  Kine, 
while  Carinna  la  omitted. 

■  [Old  copy,  hadU—.] 
VOL.  VII.  M 
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And,  Scipio,  were  it  not  I  loVd  thee  well. 
Thou  stiould'st  accompany  these  Btaves  to  hell : 
But  get  you  gone,  and  if  you  love  yourself. 

[Exit  SCIPIO. 
Carinna.   Pardon  me,  Sylla!   pudon,  g«ntle 

SyUa! 
Sylla.  Sirrali,  this  gentle  name  was  coin'd  too 
Ute, 
And  shadow'd  in  the  ehrouds  of  biting  hate. 
Despatch !  [JCUt  him,]  why  bo  ;  good  fortune  to  my 

friends — 
As  for  my  foes,  even  snch  shall  be  their  enda 
Convey  them  hence.     Metellus,  gentle  Metellus, 
Fetch  me  Sertorius  from  Iberia : 
In  doing  so  thou  standeat  me  in  stead, 
For  sore  I  long  to  see  the  traitor's  head. 
Meh-ellus.  I  go,  confinn'd  to  conquer  him  by 
sword. 
Or  in  til'  exploit  to  hazard  life  and  all.  [Exit. 

Sylla.  Now,  Pompey,  let  me  see :  those  sena- 
tors 
Are  dangerous  stopa  of  our  pretended  •  state, 
And  must  be  curtail'd,  lest  they  grow  too  prnnd. 
I  do  proscribe  just  forty  senators, 
^\'hich  shall  be  leaders  in  my  tragedy. 
And  for  our  gentlemen  aro  over-proud, 
Of  them  a,  thousand  and  six  hundred  die  ; 
A. goodly  army,  meet  to  conqiier  hell. 
Sokliers,  perform  tlio  course  of  my  decree. 
Their  friends  my  foes,  theirfoes  shall  bo  myfrieiids. 
fio  sell  thi'ir  goods  by  trumi>et  at  your  wills : 
Meanwhile  Pompey  shall   see,   and  Rome  shall 

rue, 
Tlie  miseries  that  shortly  shall  ensue.         [Ejeeunt. 


'  11  u  vtty  t 
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Alarum,  ekiimith,  a  retrfat.  Enter  YOONO  Marius 
upon  the  ti^la  of  PiLENKSTE  vrith  tome  SoUlitrt, 
all  in  hUuJc  and  mmder/ul  melaneholj/. 

YouNO  Marius.    0  endless  course  of  needy 
man's  avdl  I 
What  silly  thoughts,  what  simple  policies, 
Make  man  preaume  upon  this  traitorous  life  ! 
Have  I  not  Been  the  depth  of  Borrow  otiue, 
And  then  again  have  kiss'd  the  queen  of  chfince. 
0  Marius,  thoii.  Tillitius,  and  thy  friends, 
Hast  seen  thy  foe  discomfited  in  fight : 
But  now  the  stars  have  form'd  my  final  harms. 
My  father  Marius  lately  dead  in  I-iome ; 
My  fod  with  honour  doth  triumph  in  Konie, 
My  friends  are  dead  and  banished  from  Rome. 
Ay,  Marina,  father,  friends,  more  blest  than  thee  ! 
They  dead,  I  live ;  I  thralled,  they  are  free. 
Here  in  Prseneate  am  I  cooped  up. 
Amongst  a  troop  of  hunger-starved  men, 
Set  to  prevent  false  Sylla's  fierce  approach, 
But  now  exempted  both  of  life  and  olL 
Well,  fortune,  since  thy  fleeting  ohango  hath  cast  ' 
Poor  Marius  from  his  liopes  and  true  desires, 
My  resolution  shall  exceed  thy  power. 
Thy  oolour'd  wings  steeped  in  purple  blood, 
Thy  blinding  wreath  distain'd  in  purple  bloocl. 
Thy  royal  r^s  wash'd  in  ray  purple  blood, 
Shall  witness  to  the  world  thy  thirst  of  bloud  ; 
And  when  the  tyrant  Sylla  shall  expect 
To  see  the  eon  of  Marius  stoop  to  fear. 
Then,  then,  0,  then,  my  mintl  shall  well  appear, 
That  scorn  my  life,  and  hold  mine  honour  dear. 

[Alarum,     A  rtfreat. 
Hark  how  these  murderous  Romans,  %-iper-Iike, 
Se«k  to  bewray  their  fellow-citizens. 
0  wretched  world,  from  whence  with  speedy  flight 
True  love,  true  zeal,  true  honour  late  is  fled ! 
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Soldier.  What  makes  my  lord  so  careless  and 
secure, 
To  leave  the  breach  and  here  lament  alone  1 
Young  Marius.  Not  fear,  my  friend,  for  I  could 
never  fly ; 
Bnt  study  how  with  honour  for  to  die. 
I  pray  thee,  call  the  cMefest  citizens ; 
I  must  advise  them  in  a  weighty  cause : 
Here  shall  they  meet  me ;  and,  until  they  come, 
I  will  go  view  the  danger  of  the  breack 

[ExU  YouKG  Marius,  teith  tht  SMin-t. 

Enter,  wifh  drwntt  and  Soliluri,  LUCRETIUS,  with 
other  Soma/u,  as  TUDITANUS,  i&c 

Lucretius.  Say,  Tuditanus,  didst  thou  ever  see 
So  deaperate  defence  na  this  hath  been. 

TUDiTANua.   As  in  Numidia,  tigers    wanting 
food, 
Or,  as  in  Lybia,  lions  full  of  ire. 
So  fare  these  Romana  on  Pneneste  walls. 

Lucretius.  Their  valour,  Tuditanus,  and  resist. 
The  man-like  fight  of  younger  Marius, 
Makes  me  amaz'd  to  see  their  miseries. 
And  pity  them,  although  they  be  my  foes. 
What  said  1 1    Foes )     0  Rome,  with  ruth  I  see 
Thy  st.-tte  cottsum'd  through  folly  and  dissension  ! 
Well,  sound  a  parley  ;  I  will  see  if  wonls 

[Sound  a  parley — YouNG  Marius  ajipear* 
upon  the  wallt  with  the  Ciluen$. 
Can  make  them  yield,  which  will  not  fly  for  strokes. 
YoUMU  Marius.  What  seeks  this  Koman  warrior 

at  our  hands  ? 
Lucretius.    That  seeks  he,  Marius,  that  he 
wtsheth  thee  : 
An  humble  heart  and  then  a  happy  peace. 
Thou  see'st  thy  fortunes  are  depress'd  and  down  ; 
Thy  victuals  spent;  thy  aoldiers  weak  with  want ; 
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The  breach  laid  open,  ready  to  assault : 

Now,  since  thy  means  and  maintenance  are  dont;, 

Yield,  Marius,  yield.     FrieneBtianB,  be  advis'd  ; 

Lucretius  is  advia'd  to  favour  you. 

I  pray  thee,  Marius,  mark  my  last  advice : 

Relent  In  time ;  let  Sylla  be  thy  friend  ; 

So  thou  in  Rome  may'st  lead  a  happy  life. 

And  those  willi  thee  shall  pray  for  Marius  still, 

Young  Mariub.  Lucretius,  I  consider  on  tiiy 
words: 
Stay  there  awhile ;  thou  slialt  have  answer  stnugliL 

Lucretius,  Apollo  grant  that  my  persuasions 
may 
Preserve  these  Roman  soldiers  from  the  swonl. 

Young  Marius.   My  friends  and  citizens   nt" 
Praneste  town, 
Yon  see  the  wayward  working  of  our  stars ; 
Our  hearts  continu'd  to  fight,  our  victuals  speut. 
If  we  submit,  it's  Sylla  must  remit ; 
A  tyrant,  traitor,  enemy  to  Rome, 
\VhoBe  heart  is  guarded  still  with  bloody  thoughts. 
These  flattering  vows  Lucretius  here  avows. 
Are  pleasing  words  to  colour  poisoa'd  thoughts. 
What,  will  you  live  with  shame,  or  die  with  fame  ? 

IST  Citizen.  A  famous  death,  my  lord,  delights 
nsmost. 

2d  Citizen,    We  of  thy  faction,  Marius,  arc 
resolv'd 
To  follow  thee  in  life  and  death  together. 

Young  Marius.  Words  full  of  worth,  beacem- 
ing  noble  minds : 
The  very  balsamum  to  mend  my  woes. 
0  countrymen  I  you  see  Campania  spoil'd ; 

LA  tyrant  threat'ning  mutinies  in  Rome ; 
A  world  despoil'd  of  virtue,  faith,  and  tnist. 
If  then,  no  peace,  no  liberty,  no  faith. 
Conclude  with  me,  aud  let  it  be  no  life  I 
Live  not  to  see  your  tender  infants  skiu ; 
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These  stately  towers  made  level  with  the  lind  ; 
This  body  mangled  by  our  enemy's  Gword : 
But  full  reeolv'd  to  do  aa  Mariua  doth, 
Unsheathe  your  poniards,  and  let  every  Mend 
Bethink  him  of  a  aoldier-like  farewell 
Sirrah,  display  my  standard  on  the  walls, 
And  I  will  answer  yond  Lucretius  : 
Who  loveth  Mariiis,  now  must  die  with  Marius ! 

Lucretius.    What  answer  will  your  lordship 
tlien  return  us  t 

Young  Marius.  Lucretius,  we  that  know  what 
Sylla  is— 
How  dissolute,  how  trothless  and  corrupt. 
In  brief  conclude  to  die,  before  we  yield: 
But  so  to  die — Lucretius,  mark  me  well — 
As  Inth  to  see  the  fury  of  our  swords 
81iould  murther  friends  and  Itoman  citizena 
Fie,  countrymen  !  what  fury  doth  infect 
Your  warlike  bosoms,  that  were  wont  to  fight 
With  foreign  foes,  not  with  Camjwnian  friends. 
Now  unadvised  youth  must  counsel  eld ; 
For  governance  is  banish'd  out  of  Rome. 
Woe  to  that  bough,  from  whence  these  blooms  are 

sprung ! 
Woe  to  that  ^tna,  vomiting  this  fire  1 
Woe  to  that  brand,  consuming  country's  weal ! 
Woe  to  that  Sylla,  careless  and  secure. 
That  gai)es  with  munler  for  a  monarchy! 
Go,  second  Brutus,  with  a  Itoman  mind, 
And  kill  that  tyrant.     And  for  Marius'  sake. 
Pity  the  guiltless  wives  of  tliese  your  friends. 
Preserve  their  weeping  infants  from  the  sword, 
Whose  fathers  seal  tlicir  honours  with  their  bloods. 
Farewell,  Lucretius  :  first  I  press  in  place       [Stab. 
To  Set  thee  see  a  constant  Koman  die. 
Praiuestians,  lo,  a  wound,  a  fatal  wound  ! 
Tlie  pain  but  small,  the  glory  passing  great ! 
Prffiuestiana,  see  a  second  stroke  !  why  so ;  [J^otn. 
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I  feel  the  dreeping  dimneBS  of  tlie  night, 
Closiag  the  coverts  of  my  careful  eyes. 
Follow  me,  friends  ;  for  Marius  now  must  die 
With  fame,  in  spite  of  Sylla's  tyranny.'    [iKorUui: 
1st  Citizen.  We  follow  thee  our  ihieftain  even 
in  death. 
Our  town  is  thine,  Liioretiua  ;  but  we  pray 
Fur  merey  for  our  children  and  our  wives. 

[J/«rin,,. 
■J\>  Citizen.  0,  save  my  son,  Lucretius ;  let  liim 
live.  (Moritur. 

Lucretius.  A  wondrous  and  bewitched  con- 
stancy, 
Beseeming  Marius'  pride  and  haughty  mind. 
Come,  let  us  charge  the  breach  ;  tlie  town  b  ours, 
Both  male  and  female,  put  them  to  the  aword : 
So  please  you,  Sylla,  and  fulSl  Ids  word. 

[ExfuiU. 

*  rotfaUff 


Lucretius.  Now,  Bomans,  we  have  brought 

Pneneste  low, 
And  Marina  sleeps  amidat  the  dead  at  last : 
So  then  to  Rome,  my  countrymen,  with  joy, 
\Vhere  Sylla  waits  the  tidings  of  our  fight. 
Those  prisoners  tliat  are  taken,  see  forthwith 
With  warlike  Javelins  you  put  them  to  death. 
Come,  let  ns  march !   See  Rome  in    sight,  my 

hearts. 
Where  Sylla  waits  the  tidings  of  our  war. 


'  In  bi«  "  Lite  of  Hariiu,"  Plutarch  cUtca  thxt  tiiis  fvcnt 
oMumd  at  Fcniun.  and  tbat  Young  Msriue  wu  lieeiefcl 
then  bjSjUa;  tint  in  hu  "Life  of  SjlU  "  hi!  correcU  the 
error,  sod  InfomiH  at  that  YounR  Marius  «tu  besieged  by 
Lucretiue,  and  tbat  be  slew  himBelf  at  Priuucito. 
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£nler  Sylla,  Valerius  Flacccb,  LsFlDns,  PoK- 
I^Y,  CitueTU'  Gvard;  SVLLA,  xated  in  Au 
roiia  of  ttale,  it  laluted  bj/  Uie  Ciliteni,  £c, 

FiACCUS.   Eomans,  yoa   know,    and   to  jour 
griefs  have  seen 
A  world  of  troubles  hatched  here  at  home, 
\^^ich  through  prevention  being  well-nigh  cross'd 
By  worthy  Sylla  and  his  warlike  band, 
I,  consul,  with  these  fatliers  think  it  meet 
To  fortify  our  peace  and  city's  weal, 
To  name  some  man  of  worth  that  may  supply 
Dictator's  power  and  place ;  whose  majesty 
Shall  cross  the  courage  of  rebellious  mrnds. 
What  think  you,  Bomans,  will  you  condescend  1 
Sylla.  Nay,  Flaccus,  for  their  profits  they  must 
yidd; 
For  men  of  mean  condition  and  conceit 
Must  humble  their  opinions  to  tlieir  lords. 
And  if  my  friends  and  citizens  consent, 
Since  I  am  bom  to  manage  mighty  things, 
I  will,  though  lotli,  both  rule  aiid  govern  them. 
I  speak  not  this,  as  though  I  wish  to  reign, 
But  for  to  know  my  friends :  and  yet  again 
I  merit,  £omans,  far  more  grace  than  tliis. 
Flaccus,  Ay,  countrymen,  if  Sylla's  power  and 
mind, 
If  Sylla's  virtue,  com:Tige,  and  device. 
If  Sylla's  friends  and  fortunes  merit  fame, 
None  then  but  he  should  bear  dictator's  name. 
POMPBY.  What  think  you,  citizens,  why  st^nd 
ye  mute ! 
Shall  Sylla  be  dictator  here  in  Rome! 
Citizens.  By  full  consent  Sylla  shall  be  dic- 
tator. 
Flaccus.  Then  in  the  name  of  Borne  I  here 
present 
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The  rods  and  axes  into  Sylla's  hand  ; 
And  fortunate  prove  Sylla,  our  dictator. 

[Tnnnpets  loviid .-  cry  within,  SVLLA  Dietator. 

SvLLA.    My  fortunes,  FlaccuB,  cannot   lie  im- 
peach'd, 
For  at  my  birth  the  [ilanets  passing  kind 
Could  entertain  no  ix-trograde  aspecta  : 
And  that  I  may  with  kindness  'quit«  tl>eir  low. 
My  countrymen,  I  will  prevent  the  cause 
'Gainst  all  the  false  encounters  of  misliap. 
You  name  me  your  dictator,  but  pretix 
No  time,  no  course,  but  give  me  leave  to  nile 
And  yet  exempt  me  not  from  your  revenge. 
Thua  by  your  pleasures  being  set  aloll. 
Straight  by  your  furies  I  should  quickly  fall. 
No,  citizens,  who  rcadeth  Sylla's  mind. 
Must  form  my  titles  in  another  kind : 
Either  let  Sylla  be  dictator  erer, 
Or  flatter  Sylla  with  these  titles  never. 

Citizens.  Perpetual  be  thy  glory  aud  renown 
Peqietual  lord  dictator  sbalt  thou  he. 

PoMPEY.  Hereto  the  seniite  frankly  doth  ayrw. 

Stlla.  Then  so  shall  Sylla  roigii,  yoii  senators. 
Then  so  shall  Sylis  rule,  you  citizens, 
As  senators  and  citizens  that  iilease  me 
Shall  be  my  frienda ;  the  rest  cannot  disease  me. 

EiUrr  LccREntiS,  wUh  Satdiert. 

But  see,  whereas  Lucretius  is  return'd  1 
Welcome,  brave  Roman  :  where  is  Mariiu  1 
Are  these  Prtenestiaus  put  unto  the  sword  1 

LUCBCTIU&  The  city,  noble  SyUa,  razed  is. 
And  Marius  dead— not  by  our  swords,  my  lord. 
But  with  more  constancy  than  Cato  died. 

Sylla.  What,  constancy  1  and  but  a  verj-  boy  1 
Why  then  I  see  he  was  his  father's  son. 
But  let  UB  have  this  constancy  described. 
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Lucretius,  After  our  fierce  assaults  and  their 
resist, 
Our  siege,  their  sallying  oat  to  stop  our  trench, 
Labour  and  hunger  reigning  in  the  town. 
The  younger  Marius  on  the  city's  wall 
Youchsaf  d  an  inter-parley  at  the  last ; 
Wherein  with  constancy  and  courage  too 
He  boldly  arm'd  his  friends,  himself,  to  death ; 
And,  spreading  of  his  colours  on  the  wall, 
For  answer  said  he  could  not  brook  to  yield. 
Or  trust  a  t3rrant  sudh  as  Sylla  was. 

Sylla.    What,  did  the  brainsick  boy  upbraid 
me  so? 
But  let  us  hear  the  rest,  Lucretius. 

Lucretius.  And,  after  great  persuasions  to  his 
friends 
And  worthy  resolution  of  them  all. 
He  first  did  sheathe  his  poniard  in  his  breast, 
And  so  in  order  died  all  the  rest. 

Sylla.  Now,  by  my  sword,  this  was  a  worthy 
jest.^ 
Yet,  silly  boy,  I  needs  must  pity  thee, 
Whose  noble  mind  could  never  mated  be. 
Believe  me,  countrymen,  a  sudden  thought, 
A  sudden  change  in  Sylla  now  hath  wrought. 
Old  Marius  and  his  son  were  men  of  name, 
Xor  fortune's  laughs  nor  low're  their  minds  could 

tame. 
And  when  I  count  their  fortunes  that  are  past, 
I  see  that  death  confirmed  their  fames  at  last. 
Then  he  that  strives  to  manage  mighty  things, 

^  Je»t  was  used  by  our  ancestors  in  various  senses,  bat 
here  it  means  a  deed  or  action  only  ;  thus  Sir  T.  Elyot,  as 
Mr  Todd  notes,  speaks  of  *'  the  je«<<  or  acts  of  princes  and 
captains."  In  fact,  this  is  the  general  signification  of  the 
term,  though  it  has  sometimes  a  more  particular  applica- 
tion. Gtit  and  jic^  are  the  same  word,  though  now  and  then 
distinguished. 
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Amidst  htB  triumphs  gains  a  troubled  mind. 
The  greateet  hope,  the  greatest  harm  it  brings, 
And  poor  men  in  content  their  glory  find. 
If  then  content  be  such  a  pleasant  thing. 
Why  leave  I  country  life  to  live  a  king  ? 
Yet  kuigs  are  gorls,  and  make  the  proudest  stoop  ; 
Yea,,  but  themaelves  ore  still  pursued  with  liate  : 
And  men  were  made  to  mount  and  tlieu  to  droop. 
Such  cliauces  wait  upon  uncertain  fate. 
That  where  ahe  Idsseth  once,  she  quelleth  twice  ; 
Then  whoso  lives  content  is  happy,  wise. 
What  motion  moveth  this  philosophy  T 
0  Sylla,  see  the  ocean  ebbs  and  flows ;  * 
The  apring-time  wanes,  when  winter  draweth  nigh  : 
Ay,  these  are  true  and  most  assured  notes. 
Inconstant  chance  such  tickle  turns  has  lent. 
As  whoso  fears  no  fall,  must  seek  content. 
FLACCUa  Whilst   graver    thoughts   of   honour 

should  allure  thee, 
What  maketh  Sylla  muse  and  mntter  thus  1 
Sylla.  I,  that  have  paas'd  amidst  the  mighty 

troops 
Of  armed  legions,  through  a  world  of  war, 
Do  now  bethink  me,  Fiaccus,  of  my  chance  : 
How  I  alone,  where  many  men  were  slain, 
In  spite  of  fate  am  come  to  Rome  agun. 
And  tliough*  I  wield  the  reverend  stiles  of  state  ; 
She,"  Sylla,  with  a  beck  could  break  thy  neck. 
What  lord  of  Rome  bath  dar'd  as  much  as  I T 
Yet,  FlaccuB,  know'st  thon  not  that  I  must  die  T 
The  labouring  sisters  on  the  weary  looms 
Have  drawn  my  web  of  life  at  length.  I  know  ; 
And  men  of  wit  must  think  upon  their  tombs  : 


'  [Old  capy,/<>afi.] 
•  (Old  copy.  («,] 

'  [Old  copy,  jfM.     B)f  She  Sjlla  mast  be  understood  t 
refer  to  Fale,  whom  k«  liu  jwt  mentioned,] 
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For  beasts  with  careless  steps  to  Lethe  go  ; 
Where  men,  whose  thoughts  and  honours  climb 

on  high, 
Living  with  fame,  must  learn  with  fame  to  die. 
PoMPEY.  What  lets,  my  lord,  in  governing  this 

state. 
To  live  in  rest,  and  die  with  honour  too  ? 

Sylla.  What    lets    me,    Pompeyl    why,    my 

courteous  friend, 
Can  he  remain  secure  that  wields  a  charge, 
Or  think  of  wit  when  flatterers  do  commend, 
Or  be  advised  that  careless  runs  at  large  t 
No,  Pompey  :  honey  words  make  foolish  minds, 
And  pow'r  the  greatest  wit  with  error  blinds. 
Flaccus,  I  murder'd  Anthony,  thy  friend ; 
Homans,  some  here  have  lost  at  my  command 
Their  fathers,  mothers,  brothers,  and  allies ; 
And  think  you,  Sylla,  thinking  these  misdeeds, 
Betliinks  not  on  your  grudges  and  mislike ) 
Yes,  countr3rmen,  I  bear  them  still  in  mind  : 
Then,  Pompey,  were  I  not  a  silly  man 
To  leave  my  rule,  and  trust  these  Eomans  then  ? 
Pompey.  Your  grace  hath  small  occasions   of 

mistrust. 
Nor  seek  these  citizens  for  your  disclaim. 
Sylla.    But,    Pompey,    now    these    reaching 

plumes  of  pride, 
That  mounted  up  my  fortunes  to  the  clouds. 
By  grave  conceits  shall  straight  be  laid  aside. 
And  Sylla  thinks  of  far  more  simple  shrouds. 
For  having  tried  occasion  in  the  throne, 
I'll  see  if  she  dare  frown,  when  state  is  gone. 
Lo,  senators,  the  man  that  sat  alofb, 
Now  deigns  to  give  inferiors  highest  place. 
Lo,  here  the  man  whom  Rome  repined  oft, 
A  private  man  content  to  brook  disgrace. 
Romans,  lo,  here  the  axes,  rods,  and  all : 
I'll  master  fortune,  lest  she  make  me  thralL 


THE  WOUNDS  OF  CIVIL  WAR.  181) 

Now  whoao  list  accuse  me,  tell  my  wrongs, 
Upbraid  me  in  the  presence  of  this  state. 
Is  none  these  jolly  citizens  among, 
That  will  accuse,  or  aay  I  am  ingrate  1 
Then  will  I  say,  and  boldly  Iwnst  my  chances, 
That  nought  may  force  the  man  whom  fate  ad- 
vances. 
Flaccus.  What  meaneth  Sylla  in  this  atilU-n 

To  leave  bis  titles  on  the  sudden  thus  1 

SVLLA.  Consul,  I  mean  with  calm    and   i|i)iet 
mind 
To  pass  my  days,  till '  happy  death  I  find. 
PoMPEY.  What  greater  wrong  than  leave  thy 

country  so  1 
SvtLA.  Both  it  and  life  must  Sylla  leave  in  time. 
Citizen.  Yet  during  life  have  care  of  Rome  and 

us. 
Sylla.  0  wanton  world,  that  flattor'st  in  thy 
prime, 
And  Dreatheet  balm  and  poison  mixed  in  one  I 
See  how  these  wavering  Romans  wisb'd  my  reign, 
That  whilom  fought  and  sought  to  have  me  alain. 
[A*Ule.] 
My  countrymen,  this  city  wants  no  store 
Of  fathers,  warriors,  to  supply  my  room  ; 
So  grant  me  peace,  and  I  will  die  for  Rome, 

Enter  tito  Bargliert  to  them,  POPPEY  and  CCTRTALU 

CURTALL.  These  are  very  indiscreet  counsels, 
neighbour  Poppey,  and  I  wdl  follow  your  misad- 
visement. 

PoPPBY.  I  tell  you,  goodman  Curtail,  the  wench 
hath  wrong,  0  vain  world,  0  foolish  men  !  Could 
a  man  in  nature  cast  a  wench  down,  and  disdain 

'  [Old  copy,  Khilc] 
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in  nature  to  lift  her  np  again  I  C6Uld  lie  take 
awa^  her  diahonesty  without  bouncing  up  the 
banna  of  matrimony  H  0  learned  poet,  well  didst 
thou  write  fustian  verae. 

Thete  maitl*  are  dawi 
TJtal  go  to  the  laies. 
And  a  bale  in  tin  belly. 

CURTAIX.  Tut,  man,  'tis  the  w^  the  world 
must  follow,  for 

ifaidt  mv$t  he  kind. 
Good  hutbands  to  find, 

POPPEY.  But  mark  the  fierse.^ 

If  they  tteell  before, 
It  will  grieve  t/tem  tore. 

But  see,  yond'B  Master  Sylla :  fiiith,  a  pretty  fellow 
is  a. 

Sylla.  "What  seek  my  countrymen )  what  would 
my  friends  1 

CuRTALL.  Nay,  sir,  your  kind  words  shall  not 
serve  the  turn  :  why,  think  you  to  thrust  your 
soldiers  into  our  kindred  with  your  courtesies, 
sir) 

PoppEY.  I  tell  you.  Master  Sylla,  my  neighbour 
will  have  tlie  law  :  he  had  the  right,  he  will  have 
the  wrong ;  for  therein  dwells  the  law. 

Consul.  What  desire  these  men  of  £ome  f 

CuRTALL.  Neighbour,  shar))cn  tho  edge-tool  of 
your  wits  upon  the  whetstone  of  indiscretion,  that 
your  worIs  may  shine  like  the  I'azors  of  Palermo  i* 

'  See  vol.  iv.  p.  80,  retpccling  the  raior$  of  Palermo. — 


'  OCU  VUI.   IV.  p.    OVf    TE^^KKUng    t 

CoHicr.      [Mr  CoUier'»  BUjigetMd 
reudiag  of  the  old  copy,  1  i^aaot  ai 


■DpIKtIt.] 
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[lo  Poppey]  you  have   learning  with   ignorance. 
therefore  fi);)eak  my  tale. 

Poppey.  Then,  worshipful  Maeter  Sylla,  Iw  it 
known  unto  you. 
That  my  neighbour's  daughter  Dority 
Was  a  maid  of  restority ; 
Fair,  fresh,  and  fine 
As  &  merry  cup  of  wine ; 
Her  eyea  like  two  potcli'd  eggs, 
Great  and  goodly  her  logs  ; 
But  mark  my  doleful  ditty, 
AJas  I  for  woe  and  pity  J 
A  Boldier  of  your'a 
Upon  a  bed  of  flowers 
Gave  her  such  a  fall. 
As  she  lost  maidenhead  and  alL 
And  thus  in  very  good  time 
I  end  my  rudeful  rhyme. 

SSvLLA.  And  what  of  tliis,  my  friend  1  why  setk 
you  me, 
MTio  have  resign'd  ray  titles  and  my  atat*, 
To  live  a  private  life,  as  you  do  now ) 
Go  move  the  Consul  Flaccus  in  this  cause. 
Who  now  hath  power  to  execute  the  laws. 

CUKT.UX.  And  are  you  no  moremast«rdiX(.-ah>r, 
nor  generality  of  the  soldiers  1 

Syij-a.  My  powers  do  cease,  my  titles  nit 
resign'd. 

Curt  ALL.  Have  you  signed  your  titles  ?  0  ha*e 
mind,  that  being  in  the  Paul's  steeple  of  honour, 
ha^t  cast  thyself  into  the  sink  of  simplicity.  Fie. 
beast ! 

Were  I  a  king,  I  would  day  by  day 
Suck  up  white  bread  and  milk. 
And  go  a-jetting  in  a  jacket  of  sUk ; 
My  meat  should  be  the  curds, 
.My  drink  should  be  the  whey, 
And  I  would  have  a  mincing  lass  to  love  me  everyday. 
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POPPEy.  Nay,  goodmaa  Curtail,  your  diBcretioiu 
are  very  simple ;  let  me  cramp  faim  with  a  reason. 
Sirrah,  vhether  is  better  good  ale  or  small-beer  ? 
Alas  I  see  his  simplicity  that  cannot  answer  me : 
why,  I  say  ale. 

OuRTALL.  And  BO  say  I,  neighbour. 

POPPEY.  Thou  hast  reason ;  ergo,  say  I,  'tis 
better  be  a  king  than  a  clown.  Faith,  Master 
Sylia,  I  hope  a  man  may  now  call  ye  knare  by 
authority. 

Sylla.  With  what  impatience  hear  I  these  np- 
braids, 
That  whilom  plagued  the  least  offence  with  death. 
0  Sylla,  these  are  stales  of  destiny 
By  some  upbraids  to  try  thy  constancy. 
My  frienils,  these  scorns  of  yours  perhaps  may 

move 
The  next  dictator  shun  to  yield  his  Htat«, 
For  fear  he  find  as  much  as  Sylla  doth. 
But,  FlaccuB,  to  prevent  their  farther  wrong, 
Vouchsafe  some  lictor  may  attach  the  man. 
And  do  them  right  that  thus  complain  abuse. 

Flaccus.  Sirrah,  go  you  and  bring  the  soldier. 
That  hath  bo  loosely  lean'd  to  lawless  lust : 
We  will  liave  means  sufficient,  be  assured, 
To  cool  his  heat,  and  make  the  wanton  chaste. 

CURTALL.  We  tliank  your  mastership.    Come, 
neighbour,  let  us  jog. 
Faith,  this  news  will  set  my  daughter  Dorothy  agog. 
fSxewil  eum  Liaore. 

Sylla.  Grave  senators  ana  Komans,  now  you 
see 
The  humble  bent  of  Sylln's  changed  mind. 
Now  will  I  leave  you,  lords,  from  courtly  train 
To  dwell  content  amidst  my  country  cave, 
Where  no  ambitious  humours  shall  approach 
The  quiet  silence  of  my  happy  sleep  ; 
^Vhere  no  delicious  jouissance  or  toys 


r 
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Shall  tickle  with  delight  my  temper'd  ears ; 
But  wearjTiig  out  the  lingering  day  with  toil, 
Tiring  my  veins,  ami  furrowing  of  my  soul, 
The  silent  night,  with  slumber  stealing  on. 
Shall  lock  these  careful  closets  of  mine  eyes. 
0,  had  I  known  the  height  of  happiness. 
Or  bent  mine  eyes  upon  my  mother-earth, 
Long  since,  0  Home,  had  8ylla  with  rejoice 
Forsaken  arms  to  lead  a  private  life ! 

Flaccus.  But  in  this  humbleness  of  niiud,  my 
lord, 

Whereas  experience  prov'd  and  art  do  meet, 
How  happy  were  these  fair  Italian  fields. 
If  they  were  graced  with  so  sweet  a  sun. 
Then  I  for  Rome,  and  Kome  with  me,  requires 
That  Sylla  will  abide,  and  govern  Rome. 

Sylla.  0  Flaccus,  if  th'  Arabian  phojnlx  sti-ivo 
By  nature's  warning  to  renew  her  kmd, 
When,  soaring  nigh  the  glorious  eye  of  heaven. 
She  from  her  cinders  doth  revive  her  sex, 
Why  should  not  Sylla  learn  by  her  to  die, 
That  erst  have  been  the  Phoenix  of  this  land  1 
And  drawing  near  the  sunshine  of  content. 
Perish  obscure  to  make  your  glories  grow. 
For  as  the  hi^er  trees  do  shield  tlie  shrubs 
From  posting  Phlcgon's'  warmth  and  breathing  fiiv, 
'So  mighty  men  obscure  each  other's  fame, 
And  make  the  best  deservers  fortune's  game. 

Enter  Genics, 

But  ah,  what  sudden  furies  do  affright  I 
What  apparitious  fantasies  are  these  1 
O,  let  me  rest,  sweet  lords,  for  why  methtiika 
Some  fatal  spells  are  sounded  in  mine  ears. 

'  " Phltgna'i   hot    bresth "   is    mentionml   in   "Fuimiu 
Ttor*  ;"  onaof  the  hoiMt  of  tlie  aan  wm  bo  nsmeit. 
vol-  VII.  N 
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Genius.   Svhtequilur  tua  won.-  privari  lumine 

yumina  Parearum  jam/era  preeipmnt 
PreeipiutU  fwajam  Parearum  nuvtina  SjfUoM 

Lumint  primri :  mart  tua  »v,bt«i»it%r. 
£tynvm  petit,  6  fielix  /  et  fatidici  tufri 

PrteiciHi :  Heron,  6,  petit  wtnumeTM  / 
InnuKtroi  petit,  6,  Heroet,  prtetdut  attri 

Fatidici :  el  fcetix,  &,  petit  Etftium  I 

[Evaneacit  subit6. 

SVLLA.    Erg6-ne   pott   dvleet   anna*  pnperanlin 
fatat 
Erg<MU  jam  tend>ra  pramia  lueit  erunt  t 
Atlamai,  Mt  vitafortunam  gloria  mortit 
Yineat,  in  txtremo  funere  eanttt  olor. 

POMPEV.    How  fores  my  lordt  what  dreadful 
thoughts  are  these  t 
Wh&t  doubtful  answers  on  a  sudden  thus  1 

Sylia  Pompey,  the  man  tliat  made  the  world 
to  stoop. 
And  fetter'd  fortune  in  the  cliains  of  power, 
Must  droop  and  draw  the  chariot  of  fate 
Along  the  darksome  banks  of  Acheron. 
The  heavens  have  wam'd  me  of  my  present  fall. 
O,  call  Cornelia  forth :  let  Sylla  see 
His  daughter  Fulvia,  ere  his  eyes  be  shnt 

[Exit  ctufor  CORKEUA. 
Flaccus.  Why,  Sylla,  where  is  now  thy  wonted 
hnj>e 
Tn  greatest  hazard  of  unstayed  chance^ 
AXIiat,  shall  a  little  biting  blast  of  pain 
Blemish  the  blossoms  of  thy  wonted  pride  1 

Sylla.  My  Fliiccus,  worldly  joys  and  pleasnrea 

Inconstant  time,  like  to  the  fleeting  tide, 

With  endless  course  man's  hopes  doth  overbear : 
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Nought  now  remans  tliat  Sylla  fain  would  have. 
But  keting  fame,  when  body  lies  in  grave. 

Enter  CORNEUA,  FutViA. 

CoRNEUA.  How  farea  my  lord  I     How  doth  my 
gentle  Sylla. 

Sylla.  Ah,  my  Cornelia  I  pas^ng  happy  now  : 
Free  from  the  world,  allied  unto  the  heavens  : 
Not  curious  of  incertain  chances  now. 

Cornelia.  Words  full  of  woe,  still  adding  to 
my  grief, 
A  cureleas  cross  of  many  hundred  harms. 
0,  let  not  Eome  and  poor  Cornelia  lose, 
Tlie  one  her  friend,  the  other  her  delight. 

Sylla.  Comelia,  man  hath  power  by  some  in- 
stinct 
And  gracious  revolution  of  the  stars. 
To  conquer  kingdoms,  not  to  master  fate  : 
For  when  the  course  of  mortal  life  is  run. 
Then  Clotho  ends  the  web  her  sister  spun. 
Pompey,  Lord  Flaccus,  fellow-senators. 
In  that  I  feel  the  faintful  dews  of  death 
Steeping  mine  eyes  within  their  chilly  wet, 
The  care  I  have  of  wife  and  daughter  both. 
Must  on  your  wisdom  happily  rely. 
With  equal  distribution  see  you  part 
My  lands  and  goods  betwixt  these  lovely  twain  : 
Only  bestow  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces 
Upon  my  friends  and  fellow-e oldie rs. 
Thus,  having  made  my  final  testament. 
Come,  Fulvia,  let  thy  father  lay  bis  head 
Upon  thy  lovely  bosom,  and  entreat 
A  virtuous  boon  and  favour  at  thy  hands. 
Fair  Roman  maid,  see  that  thou  wed  thy  fairness ' 
To  modest,  virtuous,  and  delightful  thoughts  : 

'  [01deopT,/air(.] 
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Let  Rome,  in  viewing  thee,  behold  thy  sire. 
Honour  Cornelia,  from  whose  fruitful  womb 
Thy  plenteous  beauties  sweetly  did  appear ; 
And  with  this  lesson,  lovely  maid,  farewell. 

FuLViA.  O  tedious  and  unhappy  chance  for  me. 
Sylla.  Content  thee,  Fulvia,  for  it  needs  most 

be. 
Cornelia,  I  must  leave  tltee  to  the  worhl ; 
And  by  those  loves  that  I  have  lent  thee  oft, 
In  mutual  wedlock-rites  and  happy  war, 
Remember  Sylla  in  my  Fulvia  stUL 
Consul,  farewell !  my  Pompey,  I  must  hence : 
And  farewell,  Rome :  and.  Fortune,  now  I  bleM 

thee, 
That  both  in  life  and  death  would'st  not  omiress 

me !  pJtc*. 

Cornelia.  O  hideous  Btorms  of  never-daunteil 

fate  ! 
Now  are  those  eyes,  whose  sweet  reflections  cool'il 
The  Bmother'd  rancours  of  rebellious  thoughts. 
Clad  with  the  sable  mantles  of  the  night ; 
And  like  the  tree  that,  robb'd  of  sun  and  showern, 
Mourns  desolate  withouten  leaf  or  sap, 
So  poor  Cornelia,  late  bereft  of  love. 
Sits  sighing,  hapless,  joyless,  and  forlorn. 
1"ULVIA.  Grone  is  the  flow'r  that  did  adorn  our 

fields ; 
Fled  are  those  sweet  reflections  of  delight ; 
Dead  is  my  father !    Fulvia,  dead  is  he 
In  whom  thy  life,  for  whom  thy  death,  must  be. 
Flaccus,  Ladies,  to  tire  the  time  in  restless 

moan 
Were  tedious  unto  friends  and  nature  too. 
SufUceth  you,  that  Sylla  so  is  dead. 
As  fame  shall  sing  his  power,  though  life  be  fled. 
POHPEY,  Then  to  conclude  his  happiness,  my 

lords. 
Determine  where  shall  be  his  funeral. 
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LepIDUS.   Even  there  where  other  nobles  are 

intert'd. 
PoHFEY.  Why,  Lepidtie,  what  Boman  ever  was, 
That  merited  so  high  a  name  as  het 
Then  why  with  simple  pomp  and  funeral 
Would  you  entomb  so  rare  a  pan^n  t 

Cornelia.  An  urn  of  gold  shall  hem  his  ashex 
in: 
The  vestal  virgins  with  their  holy  notes 
Shall  sing  his  lamous,  though  too  fatal,  death. 
1  and  my  Fulvia  with  dispersed  hair 
Will  wait  upon  this  noble  Roman's  hearse. 

Ii'uLViA.  And  Fulvia,  clad  in  black  and  mourn- 
ful pall. 
Will  wait  upon  her  father's  funeral. 
PoMPEY.  Come,  bear  we  hence  this  trophy  of 
renown, 
Whose  life,  whose  death,  was  far  from  fortune's 
frown.  [Exeunt  omnet. 

Thtfantrali  o/'Sylla  in  great  pomp, 

Dto  juvanle,  nil  ttocet  livor  malut  ; 
Et  non  juvanle  nxljavat  labor  gratit. 


KOCEDORHS. 


EDITIONS. 


\ 


A  Most  pUasani  Comedie  of  Mucedorus  ihe  hingn  wnfu  j 

of  Vcuentia  and  Amadine  the  Kings  daughter  of  Arror 
gon,  with  the  merie  conceites  of  Mouse.     Ne^  eet  I 

foorth,  as  it  hath  bin  sundrie  times  pknde  in  the 
honorable  Cittie  of  London,  Very  delectaole  andfuU  of 
mirth.  London  Printed  for  WiUiam  loneij  diodUng 
at  Holbome  conduit^  at  the  eigne  of  the  Ounne,    1598L 

A  Most  pleasant  Comedie  of  Mucedorue  the  Kings  mmne 
of  Valentiay  and  Amadine  the  Kings  dau^Uer  of 
Aragon,  With  the  meny  conceites  of  Mouet,  Amplu 
fled  with  new  additions,  as  it  was  acted  before  the 
Kings  Maiestie  at  White-hall  on  Shroue^Sunday  niahu 
By  his  Highnes  Seruante  vmally  playina  cU  the  Olobe. 
Very  detectahUy  and  full  of  conceited  Mirth,  /m- 
printid  at  London  for  William  I  ones,  dwelling  neare  • 
Holbome  Conduit,  at  the  eigne  of  the  Ounne,  1610. 
4^ 

An  edition  of  1606  is   mentioned  in   "Beauclerc's  ^ 

(.'atalogue,"    1781,    as    noticed     by    Hazlitt     There  1 

were  others  in  1613,  1615,  1619,  1668,  and  without  ^ 

date,  all  in  4<*. 

This  drama,  at  one  time  coniecturally  given  tn 
Shakespeare,  is  now  first  reprinted  from  the  original 
copy  of  1598,  collated  with  that  of  1610;  and  the 
additions  are  inserted  between  brackets.  Whether  the 
additions  and  corrections  were  the  work  of  the  original 
writer,  or  of  some  one  else,  is  uncertain ;  but  it  does 
not  appear  improbable  that  they  were  the  author's. 

From  the  play  of  "  Mucedorus  "  was  formed  a  ballad 
entitled  "The  Wandering  Prince  and  Princess,  or 
Mucedorus  and  Amadine." 


THE  PROLOGUE.' 

Most  sacred  Mujesty,  whose  great  deserts 
Thy  subject  England,  nay,  the  world,  adnuree: 
Which  heaven  grant  still  increase  !     0,  may  your 

praise 
Multiplying  with  your  hours,  your  fame  still  raise. 
Embrace  your  Council :  love  with  faith  them  guide, 
That  both  at  one  bench,  by  each  other's  aide. 
So  mtiy  your  life  pass  on,  and  run  so  even, 
That  your  firm  zeal  plant  you  a  throne  in  heaven. 
Where  smiling  angels  shall  your  guardians  be 
From  blemish'd  traitors,  atain'd  with  perjury. 
And,  as  the  night's  inferior  to  the  day. 
So  be  all  earthly  regions  to  your  sway  ! 
Be  as  the  sun  to  day,  the  day  to  night. 
For  from  your  beams  Europe  shall  borrow  light. 
Mirth  drown  your  bosom,  fair  delight  your  mind. 
And  may  our  pastime  your  contentment  find. 

lExit  Prologue. 

'  From  the  edition  of  1610.     It  !■  not  in  Ibe  GrsI  1*. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONJE. 


Bight  ^  penofM  VMy  tanly  play  %L 


The  KiMO  and  BoM- 1  Por 
BttO.  J  o»«. 


MUCSDORUB,       (Kt      \  p^ 
Prince  of  Valencia,  j  one. 


Amadinb,  the  King's 
daughter  of  Arro' 
gon. 

SiOASTO,  a  Nobletnan, 


}For 
one. 


\For 
j  one. 


{For 
one. 


Szttt:  Tbxiciuo,  • 

Cctpiain, 
Bbemo,  a  wild  9M%, ) 


CoMKDT,  a   hoy,  an 

old  woman. 
Abusa,  AMAonrs's 

maid. 


GoLLEK,  a  Council*  \  p^ 
IcTf  a  Heseenger.     )  one. 


MousB,  the  Clown, 


} 


For 
one. 


^  In  the  edition  of  1610  the  number  of  performers  is 
raised  to  ten.  The  two  additional  characten  are  the  King 
of  Valentia  and  Amelmo. 


HDCEDORDS. 


Enier  Coias>Y  Jot^fvlly,  with  a  garland  o/bai/it 
on  her  head. 

Why  80 ;  thus  do  I  hope  to  please : 

Music  revives,  and  mirth  ta  tolt^rablc, 

Comedy,  play  thy  part,  and  please  ; 

Make  merry  them  that  come  to  joy  «nth  thee. 

Joy,  then,  good  gentles  ;  I  hope  to  make  you  laugh. 

Sound  forth  Bellona'a  ailver-tuukl  strings. 

Time  fits  us  well,  the  day  and  place  is  ours. 

Enter  Envt,  kit  amu  Kahed,  hetmeared  with  blood. 

EsvY.  Nay,  stay,  minion ;  there  lies  a  block  1 
What,  all  on  mirth  I     I'll  interrupt  your  tale. 
And  mix  your  music  with  a  tragic  end. 

Comedy.  "What  monstrous  ugly  hag  is  this. 
That  dares  control  the  pleasures  of  our  will  1 
Vaunt,  churlish  cur,  besmenr'd  with  gory  blood, 
That  seem'st  to  check  the  blossoms  of  delight. 
And  stifle  the  sound  of  sweet  Bellona's  breath. 
Blush,  monster,  blush,  and  post  away  with  shame, 
That  Boekest  disturbance  of  a  goddess'  deeds. 

Emvt.  Post  hence  thyself,  thou  counterchecking 
truU; 
I  will  possess  this  habit,  spite  of  thee, 
And  gain  the  glory  of  thy  wished  port. 
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m  thunder  music  shall  appal  the  nymphs, 
And  make  them  shiver  their  clattering  strings : 
Flying  for  succour  to  their  Danish  caves. 

Sound  drums  vfWiin,  and  cry.  Stab,  stab  / 

Hearken,  thou  shalt  hear  a  noise 

Shall  fill  the  air  with  a  shrilling  sound, 

And  thunder  music  to  the  gods  above  : 

Mars  shall  himself  breathe  down 

A  peerless  crown  upon  brave  Envy's  head, 

And  raise  his  chival  with  a  lasting  fame. 

In  this  brave  music  Envy  takes  delight, 

Where  I  may  see  them  wallow  in  their  blood, 

To  spurn  at  arms  and  legs  quite  shivered  off, 

And  hear  the  cry  of  many  thousand  slain, 

How  lik'st  thou  this,  my  trull?  this  sport  alone 

for  me  1 
Comedy.  Vaunt,   bloody  cur,  nurs*d  up  with 

tigers'  sap, 
That  so  dost  seek  to  quail  a  woman's  mind. 
Comedy  is  mild,  gentle,  willing  for  to  please. 
And  seeks  to  gain  the  love  of  all  estates. 
Delighting  in  mirth,  mix'd  all  with  lovely  tales. 
And  bringeth  things  with  treble  joy  to  pass. 
Thou  bloody  envious  disdainer  of  men's  joys, 
Whose  name  is  fraught  with  bloody  stratagems. 
Delights  in  notliing  but  in  spoil  and  death. 
Where  thou  may'st  trample  in  their  lukewarm  blood, 
And  grasp  their  hearts  within  thy  cursed  paws. 
Yet  veil  thy  mind ;  revenge  thou  not  on  me ; 
A  silly  woman  begs  it  at  thy  hands. 
Give  me  the  leave  to  utter  out  my  play ; 
Forbear  this  place ;  I  humbly  crave  thee,  hence  ! 
And  mix  not  death  'mongst  pleasing  comedies. 
That  treat  nought  else  but  pleasure  and  delight 
If  any  spark  of  human  rests  in  thee. 
Forbear ;  begone  3  tender  the  suit  of  me. 
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Enw.  Why,  so  I  will ;  forbearauce  shall  be  such, 
Aa  treble  death  shall  cross  thee  nith  despite. 
And  make  thee  mourn,  vhere  moat  thou  joyeat, 
Tuming  thy  mirth  into  a  deadly  dole  : 
Whirling  thy  pleasures  with  a  peal  of  death, 
And  drench  thy  methods  in  a  sea  of  blood. 
Tliia  will  I  do ;  thus  shall  I  bear  with  thee  ; 
And,  more  to  vex  thee  with  a  deeper  spite, 
I  will  with  threats  of  blood  l^igin  thy  play  ; 
Favouring  thee  with  envy  and  with  hate. 

Comedy.  Then,  ugly  monster,  do  thy  worst ; 
I  will  defend  them  Jn  despite  of  thee  : 
And  though  thou  think'st  with  tragic  fumes 
To  brare  my  play  unto  my  deep  disgrace, 
I  force  it  not,  I  scorn  what  thou  canst  do ; 
I'll  grace  it  so,  thyself  ahall  it  confess, 
From  tragic  stuff  to  be  a  pleasant  comedy. 

Envy.    Why   then,  Comedy,   send  thy  act4>rs 
forth, 
Aud  I  will  cross  the  first  steps  of  their  tread, 
Making  them  fear  the  very  dart  of  death. 

Comedy.  And  I'll  defend  them,  maugre  all  thy 

So,  ugly  fiend,  farewell,  till  time  shall  serve. 
That  we  may  meet  to  parley  for  the  best. 

Envy,  Content,  Comedy ;   I'll  go   spread  my 
branch 
And  scattered  blossoms  from  mine  envious  tree, 
Shall  prove  two  monatera,  spoiling  of  their  jors. 

[E^it. 

[Sound.]     EnUr  MucEDORUS  and  Anselmo, 
hia  friend. 

MUCEDORPS.  Anselmo. 
Akselho.  My  lord  and  friend. 
MucEDORUS.  True,  my  Anselmo,  both  thy  lord 
and  friend, 


A 
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Whose  dear  affections  bosom  wiih  my  heart, 
And  keep  their  domination  in  one  orb. 

Anselmo.  Whence  ne'er  disloyalty  shall  root  it 
forth, 
But  faith  plant  firmer  in  your  choice  respect 

MUCED0RX7S.  Much  blame  were  mine,  u  I  should 
other  deem, 
Nor  can  coy  Fortune  contrary  allow. 
But,  my  Ansehno,  loth  I  am  to  say, 
I  must  estrange  that  friendship. 
Misconstrue  not ;  'tis  from  the  realm,  not  thee : 
Though  lands  part  bodies,  hearts  keep  company. 
Thou  know'st  that  I  imparted  often  have 
Private  relations  with  my  royal  aire. 
Had  as  concerning  beauteous  Amadine, 
Kich  Arragon's  bright  jewel,  whose  face  (some  say) 
That  blooming  lilies  never  shone  so  gay, 
Excelling,  not  excelled  :  yet,  lest  report 
Does  mangle  verity,  boasting  of  what  is  not, 
Wing'd  with  desire,  thither  I'll  straight  repair, 
And  be  my  fortunes,  as  my  thoughts  are,  fair ! 

Anselmo.  Will  you  forsake  Valencia,  leave  the 
court, 
Absent  you  from  the  eye  of  sovereignty  t 
Do  not,  sweet  prince,  adventure  on  that  task, 
Since  danger  lurks  each  where ;  be  won  from  it. 

MucEDORUS.  Desist  dissuasion. 
My  resolution  brooks  no  battery. 
Therefore,  if  thou  retain  thy  wonted  form, 
Assist  what  I  intend. 

Anselmo.  Your  miss  will  breed  a  blemish  in 
the  court, 
And  throw  a  frosty  dew  upon  that  beard. 
Whose  front  Valencia  stoops  to. 

MucEDORUS.  If  thou  my  welfare  tender,  then 
no  more ; 
Let  love's  strong  magic  charm  thy  trivial  phrase, 
Wasted  as  vainly  as  to  gripe  the  sun. 


An^ment  not  then  more  answers  :  lock  thy  ]ip»r 
Urdess  thy  wisdom  siilt  me  with  disguiee, 
According  to  my  purpose. 

Ansklmo.  That  action  craves  no  counset, 
Since  what  you  rightly  are,  will  more  uoromantl, 
Than  best  usurped  shape. 

MUCEDORUS.  Thou  still  art  opposite  in  dispus^i- 

A  more  obsciire  servile  habiliment 
Beseems  this  enterprise. 
An'SELHO.  Then  Hke  a  Florentine  or  monnt^- 

bankl 
Mdcedobcs.  'Tib  much  too  tedious;  I  dislikt- 
thy  judgment, 
My  mind  is  grafted  on  an  humbler  stock. 

Ansblmo.  Within  my  closet  does  there  hiuig  a 
cassock — 
Though  base  the  weed  is,  'twas  a  shepherd's — 
Which  I  presented  in  Lord  Julio's  masque. 

M0rFJ>ORU8.  Th^t,  my  Ajiselmo,  aud  none  elue 
but  that. 
Mask  Mucedoms  from  the  vulgar  view. 
That  habit  suits  my  mind  ;  fetch  me  that  weed. 

[Exii  Anselmo. 
Uetter  tbau  kings  have  not  disddn'd  that  state. 
And  much  inferior,  to  obtain  their  mat«. 

Ke-enier  Anselmo  with  a  ihrphertTt  coat,  whUh  h' 
ijivtt  to  MUCEDORUS. 

MUCEDORUS.  So  let  our  i«spect  command  thy 
secrecy. 
At  once  a  brief  farewell ; 
Delay  to  lovers  is  a  second  helL 

[Exit   MuCEDORUS. 

Anrelmo.  Prosperity  forerun  thee :  awkward 
chance 
Never  be  neighbour  to  thy  wishes'  venture : 
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Content  and  Fame  advance  thee  :  ever  thrive, 
And  glory  thy  mortality  survive !  [ExU. 


Enter  MouSE  loUIi  a  bottle  of  fiay. 

Mouse.  O,  horrible,  terrible !  Was  ever  poor 
gentleman  so  scar'd  out  of  his  seven  senses  ?  A 
bear?  Nay,  sure  it  cannot  be  a  bear,  but  some 
devil  in  a  bear's  doublet ;  for  a  bear  could  never 
have  had  that  agility  to  have  frighted  me. .  Well, 
ril  see  my  father  hanged  before  r  11  serve  his  horse 
any  more.  Well,  I'll  carry  home  my  bottle  of 
hay,  and  for  once  make  my  father's  horse  turn 
Puritan,  and  observe  fasting-days,  for  he  gets  not 
a  bit.  But  soft !  this  way  she  followed  me ; 
therefore  I'll  take  the  other  path  ;  and  because  I'll 
be  sure  to  have  an  eye  on  him,  I  will  take  hands 
with  some  foolish  creditor,  and  make  every  step 
backward. 

[As  he  goes  backward Sy  the  bear  comes  wt,  and 
he  tumbles  over  her,  aitd  runs  aunzy,  and 
leaves  his  bottle  of  hay  beliind  him,] 


Enter  Segasto  running,  and  Amadine  after  him, 
being  pursued  unth  a  bear. 

Segasto.  O,  fly,  madam,  fly,  or  else  we  are  but 
dead ! 

AftLADiNE.    Help,   Segasto !  help,    help,  sweet 
Segasto,  or  else  I  die  ! 

[Segasto  runs  atvay, 

Segasto.  Alas,  madam !  there  is  no  way  but 
flight; 
Then  haste,  and  save  yourself. 

ABiADiNE.  Why  then  I  die ;  ah !  help  me  in  dis- 
tress. 
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MucEDORUS.  Stay,  lady,  stay  j  and  lie  no  more 
dismay'd ; 
That  cruet  beast,  most  merciless  and  fell, 
Which  hath  bereaved  thousands  of  their  lives. 
Affrighted  many  with  his  hard  pursues, 
Prying  from  place  to  place  to  find  his  prey, 
Prolonging  thus  his  life  by  others'  death. 
His  carcase  now  lies  headlesa,  void  of  breatli. 

Amacine.  That  foul,  deformed  monster,  is  he 
dead] 

MucEDPRUS,   Assure  yourself  thereof— behold 
his  head ; 
Wlilch,  if  it  please  you,  lady,  to  accept. 
With  willing  heart  I  yield  it  to  your  majesty, 

Amadine.    Thanks,  worthy  shepherd,  thanks  a 
thousand  times ; 
This  gift,  assure  thyself,  contents  me  more 
Than  greatest  bounty  of  a  mighty  prince, 
Although  he  were  the  monarch  of  the  world. 

MucEDORUS,  Most  gracious  goddess,  more  than 
mortal  wight — 
Your  heavenly  hue  of  right  imports  no  leas- 
Most  glad  am  I,  in  that  it  was  my  chance 
To  undertake  this  enterprise  in  band, 
^Vhich  doth  80  greatly  glad  your  princely  mind, 

Amadine.  No  goddess,  shepherd,  but  a  mortal 
wight — 
A  mortal  wight  distreMed  as  thou  seeat : 
My  father  here  is  King  of  Arragon  : 
I,  Amadine,  his  only  daughter  am. 
And  after  hira  sole  hetr  unto  the  crown. 
Now,  whereas  it  is  my  father's  will 
To  many  me  unto  Segaato,  one, 
Whose  wealth  through  father's  former  usury 
la  known  to  be  no  less  tbiin  wonderful, 

VOL.    VII.  O 
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We  both  of  custom  oftentimes  did  use, 
Leaving  the  court,  to  walk  within  the  fields 
For  recreation,  especially  [in]  the  spring, 
In  that  it  yields  great  store  of  rare  delights ; 
And,  passing  farther  than  our  wonted  walks, 
Scarce  ent'r^  were  within  these  luckless  woods, 
But  right  before  us  down  a  steep-fall  hill, 
A  monstrous  ugly  bear  did  hie  him  fast 

To  meet  us  both I  faint  to  tell  the  rest. 

Good  shepherd — but  suppose  the  ghastly  looks. 
The  hideous  fears,  the  thousand  hundred  woes, 
Which  at  this  instant  Amadine  sustained. 

MucEDORUS.    Yet,    worthy   princess,  let   thy 

sorrow  cease. 
And  let  this  sight  your  former  joys  revive. 

AftUDiNE.  Believe  me,  shepherd,  so  it  doth  no 

less. 
MucEDORUS.    Long  may  they  last  unto  your 

heart's  content 
But  tell  me,  lady,  what  is  become  of  him, 
Segasto  call'd,  what  is  become  of  him ) 
Amadine.  I  know  not,  I;  that  know  the  powers 

divine ; 
But  God  grant  this,  that  sweet  Segasto  live ! 
MucEDORUS.    Yet  hard-hearted  he,  in  such  a 

case, 
So  cowardly  to  save  himself  by  flight, 
And  leave  so  bravo  a  princess  to  the  spoil 
Amadine.    Well,    shepherd,    for    thy    worthy 

valour  tried, 
Endangering  thyself  to  set  me  free, 
Unrecompensed,  sure,  thou  shalt  not  be. 
In  court  thy  courage  shall  be  plainly  known ; 
Throughout  the  kingdom  will  I  spread  thy  name, 
To  thy  renown  and  never-dying  fame ; 
And  that  thy  courage  may  be  better  kno"WTi, 
Bear  thou  the  head  of  this  most  monstrous  beast . 
In  open  sight  to  every  courtier's  view. 
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So  iriU  the  Icing,  my  father,  thee  reward ; 
Come,  let's  away  and  guard  me  to  the  court. 
[MuCEDORUa.  With  all  my  heail]         [BxeuiU. 

£nler  SegASTO  tolut. 

Segasto.  When  heaps  of  harme  do  hover  over- 
head, 
'Ti9  time  as  then,  aome  say,  to  look  shout. 
And  so  [of]  eusuing  harms  to  choose  the  least. 
But  haril,  yea  hapless,  is  that  wretch's  chance, 
Luckless  his  lot  and  caitiff-like  accurs'd, 
At  whose  proceedings  fortune  ever  frowns — 
Myself,  I  mean,  most  subject  unto  thrall ; 
For  I,  the  more  I  seek  to  shun  the  worst, 
The  more  by  proof  I  find  myself  accurs't. 
Erewhiles  assaulted  with  an  ugly  bear : 
Fair  Amadine  in  company  all  alone  : 
FortJiwith  by  flight  I  thought  to  save  myself, 
Lea^nug  my  Amadine  unto  her  shifts ; 
For  death  it  was  for  to  resist  the  bear. 
And  death  no  less  of  Amadine's  harms  to  hear. 
Accursed  I  in  ling'ring  life  thus  long 
In  linng  thus,  each  minute  of  an  hi>ur 
Doth  pierce   my  heart  with  darts   of  thousand 

deaths: 
If  she  by  flight  her  fary  do  escape, 
■What  will  she  think  1 
■  Will  she  not  say — yea,  flatly  to  my  face. 
Accusing  me  of  mere  disloyalty — 
A  trusty  friend  is  tried  in  time  of  need  ; 
But  I,  when  she  in  danger  was  of  death. 
And  needed  me,  and  crie<l,  Segasto,  help  J 
I  tum'd  my  back,  and  quickly  run  away. 
Unworthy  I  to  bear  this  vital  breath  t 
But  what,  what  needs  these  plaints ! 
If  Amadine  do  live,  then  happy  I. 
ULe  will  in  time  forgive,  and  so  forget. 
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Amadine  is  merciful,  not  Juno-like, 

In  harmful  heart  to  harbour  hatred  long. 

Enter  MouSE  tfi^  Clown  running^  crying,  Clubs  / 

Mouse.  Clubs,  prongs,  pitchforks,  bills !  O  help  ! 
A  bear,  a  bear,  a  bear  1 

Segasto.  Still  bears,  and  nothing  else  but  bears  ? 
Tell  me,  sirrah,  where  she  is. 

Clown.  0  sir,  she  is  run  down  the  woods : 
I  see  her  white  head  and  her  white  belly. 

Segasto.  Thou  talkest  of  wonders,  to  tell  me  of 
white  bears ; 
But,  sirrah,  didst  thou  ever  see  any  such  ? 

Clown.  No,  faith,  I  never  saw  any  such  j 
But  I  remember  my  father's  words. 
He  bad  me  take  heed  I  was  not  caught  with  a 
white  bear. 

Segasto.  A  lamentable  tale,  no  doubt 

Clown.  I  tell  you  what,  sir ;  as  I  was  going  a- 
field  to  serve  my  father's  great  horse,  and  carried 
a  bottle  of  hay  upon  my  head — now,  do  you  see, 
sir  ? — I,  fast  hoodwinked,  that  I  could  see  nothing, 
perceiving  the  bear  coming,  I  threw  my  hay  into 
the  hedge  and  ran  away. 

Segasto.  What,  from  nothing  1 

Clown.  I  warrant  you,  yes  ;  I  saw  something  ; 
for  there  was  two  load  of  thorns  besides  my  botUe 
of  hay,  and  that  made  three. 

Segasto.  But  tell  me,  sirrah ;  the  l)ear  that  thou 
didst  see, 
Did  she  not  bear  a  bucket  on  her  arm  1 

Clown.   Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  never  saw  bear  go  a- 
milking  in  all  my  life. 
But  hark  you,  sir,  I  did  not  look  so  high  as  her 

arm ; 
I  saw  nothing  but  her  white  head  and  her  white 
belly. 
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Segasto.  But  tell  me,  sirrah,  where  dost  Ihcui 
dwell  1 

Clown.  Why,  do  you  not  know  me  T 

Segasto.  Why.  no ;  how  should  I  know  theel 

Clown.  Why  then  you  know  iiohoily,  and  you 
know  not  me.'  I  tell  you,  tar,  I  am  the  goodmun 
liat's  son,  of  the  next  parish  over  the  hilL 

Skgasto.  Goodman  Bat's  son  ;  why,  what's  thy 
nnmel 

Clown.  Why,  I  am  very  near  kin  wnto  him. 

Segasto.  I  think  so  ;  but  what's  thy  name. 

Clown.  My  name  1  I  have  [a]  very  pretty 
name ;  I'll  teU  yuu  what  my  name  is — my  name  is 
Mouse. 

Seqasto.  What,  plain  Mouse  1 

Clown.  Ay,  plain  Mouse,  without  either  welt 
or  gord. 
But  do  you  hear,  sir,  I  am  but  a  very  young  Mouse, 
For  my  tail  ia  scarce  grown  out  yet.    Look  you 
here  else. 

Seoasto.  But  I  pray  thee,  who  gave  thee  that 

Clown.  Faith,  sir,  I  know  not  tbat;  but  if  you 
would  fain  know,  ask  my  father's  great  horao,  for 
he  hath  been  half  a  year  longer  with  my  father 
than  I  have. 

Segasto.  This  seems  to  he  a  meiTV  fellow  ; 
I  care  not  if  I  take  him  home  with  me. 
Mirth  is  a  comfort  to  a  troubled  miud, 
A  merry  man  a  merry  master  makes.  [Atc<lr'. 

How  Bu/st  thou,  sirrah  1  wilt  thou  dwell  with  mel 

Clown.  Nay,  soft,  sir,  two  words  to  a  bargain ; 
pmy  you,  what  occupation  are  you  t 

Segasto.  No  occupation ;  I  live  upon  my  lands. 


'  IPrrbkpa  tha  earliest  inalanee  of  the  ana  of  this  eip: 
tioD,  at  Uk  which  KO  "  Old  English  Jesl-Booka,"  1864,  i 
"  Pleiu&t  CancelM  of  Old  HotnoD,"  loCrud,] 
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Clown.  Yoar  lands ;  away,  you  are  no  master 
for  me.   Whjr,  do  you  think  that  I  am  so  mad,  to 

fa  seek  my  living  in  the  lands  amongst  the  stones, 
riars  and  bushes,  and  tear  my  hoUday  apparel  1 
Not  I,  by  your  leave. 

Seoasto.  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thou  ahalt. 

Clown.  How  then  I 

Sbqasto.  Why,  thou  shall  be  my  man,  and  wut 
UfKin  me  at  the  court 

Clown.  What's  that? 

Segasto.  Where  the  king  lies. 

Clown.  What's  that  same  king — a  man  or  a 
woman  1 

Sroasto.  a  man,  as  thou  art. 

Clow.n.  As  I  ami  Hark  you,  sir;  pray  you, 
what  kin  is  he  to  goodman  King  of  our  imrisb,  the 
churchwarden  T 

Seoasto.  Xo  kin  to  him ;  iie  is  the  king  of  the 
whole  land. 

Clow^.  King  of  the  land)    I  never  see  him. 

Seoasto.  If  thou  wilt  dwell  with  rae,  thou  shalt 
see  him  every  day. 

Clown.  Sliall  I  go  home  again  to  be  torn  in 
pieces  with  bears  1  No,  not  I ;  I  will  go  home  and 
put  on  a  clean  shirt,  and  then  go  drown  myself. 

Seoasto.  Thou  shalt  not  need,  if  thou  wilt 
dwell  with  me  ;  tliou  shalt  want  nothing. 

Clown,  Shall  I  not  ?  Then  here's  my  hand ; 
I'll  dwell  with  you.  And  hark  you,  sir  !  now  you 
have  entertained  me,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  can 
do.  I  can  keep  my  tongue  from  picking  and 
stealing,  and  my  hands  from  lying  and  slandering, 
I  warrant  you,  as  well  as  ever  you  had  man,  in 
all  your  life. 

Seoasto.  Now  will  I  to  court  with  sorrowful 

heart,  rounded  with  doubts.     If  Amadine  do  live, 

then  happy  I :  yea,  happy  I,  if  Amadine  do  live  ! 

[BxaaO, 
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Eater   the   KiNO,  yviHi   a   young   Prince  prUoner, 
AmaDINE,'  with  CoiiKN  and  Couneillort. 

King.  Now,  brave    lords,  [that]    our   wars  are 
brought  to  end ; 
Our  foes  [have  had]  the  foil,  and  we  in  safety  rest, 
It  us  behoves  to  use  such  clemency 
In  peace,  as  valour  in  the  wars.     It  is 
Aa  great  honour  to  be  bountiful 
At  home,  as  to  be  conquerors  in  the  field. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  the  more  to  my  content, 
Your  liking,  and  your  country's  safeguard, 
We  are  diapoa'd  in  marriage  for  to  give 
Our  daughter  to  Lord  Segaato  here. 
Who  shall  succeed  the  diadem  after  me, 
And  reign  hereafter  as  I  tofore  have  done, 
Your  sole  and  lawful  King  of  Arragon : 
What  say  you,  lordinga,  liKe  you  of  my  advice  \ 

CoLLKN.  An't  please  your  majesty,  we  do  not 
only  allow  of  your  highuess's  pleasure,  but  also  vow 
faithfully  in  what  we  may  to  further  iL 

Kino.  Thanks,  good  my  lords,  if  long  Adrostus 
live. 
He  will  at  full  requite  your  courtesies. 
Tremelio,  in  recompense  of  thy  late  valour  done. 
Take  unto  thee  the  Cstalonian  prince,' 
Lately  our  prisoner  taken  in  the  wars. 
Be  thou  his  keeper ;  his  ransom  shall  lie  thine  ; 
We'll  think  of  it,  when  leisure  shall  aiford. 
Meanwhile,  do  use  him  well ;  his  father  is  a  kinj;. 

Tremelio.  Thanks  to  your  majesty,  his  usage 
shall  be  such 
As  be  thereat  shall  think  no  cause  to  grutch. 

\Exenni  Treueliu  owd  Prinee. 

I  [ThB  *'  oIISlO  mmkei  Tremelio  enter  here :  boLfaedoea 
not  appear  to  come  on  till  aftcrwarda.] 
)  [Uld  copiea,  Oxtalaxit,  a.\ 
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King.  Then  march  we  on  to  court,  and  rest  our 
wearied  limbs. 
But,  Collen,  I  have  a  tale  in  secret  kept  for  thee  : 
When  thou  shalt  hear  a  watchword  from  thy  king, 
Think  then  some  weighty  matter  is  at  hand. 
That  highly  shall  concern  our  state. 
Then,  Collen,  look  thou  be  not  far  from  me : 
And  for  thy  service  thou  tofore  hast  done, 
Thy  truth  and  valour  prov'd  in  every  point, 
I  shall  with  bounties  tnee  enlarge  therefore  : 
So  guard  us  to  the  court 

Collen.  What  so  my  sovereign  doth  command 
me  do, 
With  willing  mind  I  gladly  yield  consent  [Exeunt 

Enter  Seqasto  and  the  Clown,  tffith  iceapojis 

about  him, 

Segasto.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  how  do  you  like  your 
weapons  1 

Clown.  0,  very  well,  very  well ;  they  keep  my 
sides  warm. 

Segasto.  They  keep  the  dogs  from  your  shins 
very  well,  do  they  not  1 

Clown.  How,  keep  the  dogs  from  my  shin«?  1 
I  would  scorn  but  my  shins  could  keep  the  dogs 
from  them. 

Segasto.  W^ell,  sirrah,  leaving  idle  talk,  tell  me, 
Dost  thou  know  Captain  Tremelio's  chamber  ] 

Clown.  Ay,  very  well,  it  hath  a  door. 

Segasto.  I  think  so ;  for  so  hath  every  chamber. 
But  dost  thou  know  the  man  % 

Clown.  Ay  forsooth,  he  hath  a  nose  on  his  face. 

Segasto.  Why,  so  hath  every  one. 

Clown.  That's  more  than  I  know. 

Segasto.  But  dost  thou  remember  the  Captain, 
that  was  here  with  the  King  even  now,  that 
brought  the  young  prince  prisoner  % 
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Clown.  0,  very  well 

Segasto,  Go  unto  liim,  and  bid  him  come  to  me. 
Tell  him  I  have  a  matter  iu  secret  to  impart  to 
him. 

Clown.  1  will,  master;  master,  what's  bis 
name  1 

Segasto.  Why,  Captain  Tremelio. 
Clown,  0,  the  meal-man.      I  know  him  very 
well.     He  brings  meal  every  Saturday  ;  but  hark 
you,  master,  must  I  bid  him  come  to  you,  or  must 
you  come  to  him  t 
Seqasto.  No,  sitrali,  he  must  come  to  me. 
Clown.  Hark  yon,  master ;  how,  if  he  be  not 
at  home  1 
What  shall  I  do  then  I 
Segasto.  Why  then,  leave  word  with  some  of 

his  folks. 
Clown,    How,'   master,  if   there  be    nobody 
within? 
I  will  leave  woril  with  his  dog, 

Seoasto.  Why,  can  his  dog  speak  1 
Clown.  I  cannot  tell;  wherefore  doth  he  kL-i-fj 
bis  chamber  else  1 
Segasto.  To  keep  out  such  knaves  as  thou  ait. 
Clown.  Nay,  by't  Lady,  then  go  yourself 
SEGASTa  You  will  go,  sir,  will  ye  not  1 
Clown.  Yes,  marry,  will  I.     0,  'tis  come  to  my 
head; 
And  a'  be  not  within,  I'll  bring  his  chamber  to 
you. 
Segasto.  What,  wilt  thou  pluck  down  the  King's 

house  I 
Clown.  Nay,  by'r  Lady,  I'll  know  the  price  of 
it  first. 
Master,  it  is  such  a  hard  name,  I  have  forgotten  it 
again.     I  pray  you,  tell  me  his  name. 

<  [Old  copiei,  Ok.] 
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Segasto.  I  tell  thee,  Captam  Tremelio. 
Clown.    O,    Captain    Treble-knave,    Captain 
Treble-knave. 

Enier  Tremelio. 

Tremelio.  How  now,  sirrah,  dost  thou  call  me  ? 
Clown.  You  must  come  to  my  master,  Captain 

Treble-knave. 
Tremelio.  My  Lord  Segasto,  did  you  sendfor  me  ? 
Segasto.  I  did,  Tremelio.     Sirrah,  about  your 

business. 
Clown.  Ay,  marry,  what's  that,  can  you  tell  t 
Segasto.  No,  not  well. 

Clown.  Marry,  then,  I  can;  straieht  to  the 
kitchen-dresser,  to  John  the  cook,  and  get  me  a 
good  piece  of  beef  and  brewis ;  and  then  to  the 
buttery-hatch,  to  Thomas  the  butler  for  a  jack  of 
beer,  and  there  for  an  hour  I'll  so  belabour 
myself ;  and  therefore  I  pray  you  call  me  not  till 
you  think  I  have  done,  I  pray  you,  good  master. 

Segasto.  Well,  sir,  away.  [Exit  Mouse. 

Tremelio,  this  it  is.     Thou  knowest  the  valour  of 

Segasto, 
Spread  through  all  the  kingdom  of  Arragon, 
And  such  as  hath  found  triumph  and  favours. 
Never  daunted  at  any  time  1    But  now  a  shepherd 
[Is]  admired  at  in  court  for  worthiness, 
And  Segasto's  honour  [is]  laid  aside. 
My  will  therefore  is  this,  that  thou  dost  find 
Some  means  to  work  the  shepherd's  death ;  I  know 
Thy  strength  sufficient  to  perform  my  desire,  and 
thy  love  no  otherwise  than  to  revenge  my 
injuries. 
Tremelio.  It  is  not  the  frowns  of  a  shepherd 
that  Tremelio  fears. 
Therefore  account  it  accomplished,  what  I  take  in 
hand. 
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Sggasto.  Thanks,  good  Trt'melio,  and    assure 
thyself, 
What  1  proraJBe  that  will  I  perform. 
Tkemelio.  Thanks,  my  good  lord,  and  in  good 
time  aee  where 
He  coraeth.     Stand  by  awhile,  and  yow  shall  sei' 
Me  put  in  practice  jour  intended  drifts. 
Have  at  thee,  awaiii,  if  that  I  hit  thee  right ! 

EnltT  MuCEDORUs. 

MUCEDORTTS.  Vile  eoward,  bo  without  cause  to 
Strike  a  man — 
Turn,  coward,  turn ;  now  strike,  and  do  thy  worst, 
[MUCEDORIJS  kUUih  him. 

Segasto.  Hold,  aliepherd,  hold ;  spare  him,  kill 
him  not. 
Accursed  villain,  tell  me,  what  hast  thou  done ! 
Ah,  Tremelio,  trusty  Tremelio  ! 
I  sorrow  for  thy  death,  and  since  that  thou 
Living  didst  prove  faithful  to  Segasto, 
So  Segasto  now  living  shall  honour  the  dead  corpse 
Of  Tremelio  with  revenge.     Bloodthirsty  villain, 
Bora  and  bred  to  merciless  murther,  tell  rae 
How  durst  thou  be  so  bold,  as  once  to  lay 
Thy  hands  upon  the  least  of  mine )    Assure  thyself 
I'hou  shalt  be  ns'd  according  to  the  law. 

MucEDORUS,  Segasto,  cease ;  these  threats  an- 
needless. 
But  in  mine  own  defence  accuse  not  me 
Of  murther  that  have  done  nothing. 

Sbcasto.  Nay,  shepherd,  reason  not  with  me  ; 
m  manifest  the  fact  unto  the  King, 
Whose  doom  will  be  thy  death,  as  thou  deserv'st. 
Wiat  ho.  Mouse,  come  away  ] 

Enter  MouSE. 

Clown.  Why,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  i 

I  thought  you  woidd  be  ealhng  before  I  had  done. 
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Segasto.  Come,  help,  away  with  my  friend, 

Clown.  Why,  is  he  drunk  ?  cannot  he  stand  on 
his  feet  1 

Segasto.  No,  he  is  not  drunk ;  he  is  slain. 

Clown.  Flain !  no,  byPr]  Lady,  he  is  not  flain. 

Segasto.  He's  killed,  1  tell  thee. 

Clown.  What,  do  you  use  to  kill  your  friends  ? 
I  will  serve  you  no  longer. 

Segasto.  I  tell  thee  the  shepherd  kill'd  him. 

Clown.  O,  did  a  so  1 
But,  master,  I  will  have  all  his  apparel 
If  I  carry  him  away. 

Segasto.  Why,  so  thou  shalt. 

Clown.  Come,  then,  I  will  help ;  mass,  master, 
I  think 
His  mother  sang  looht/  to  him,  he  is  so  heavy. 

[Exeunt 

MucEDORUS.  Behold  the  fickle  state  of  man, 
always  mutable ; 
Never  at  one. 

Sometimes  we  feed  on  fancies 
With  the  sweet  of  our  desires :  sometimes  again 
We  feel  the  heat  of  extreme  miseries. 
Now  am  I  in  favour  about  the  court  and  country. 
To-morrow  those  favours  will  turn  to  frowns, 
To-day  I  live  revenged  on  my  foe, 
To-morrow  I  die,  my  foe  revenged  on  me.      [Exit. 

Enter  Bremo,  a  wild  man, 

Bre^io.  No  passenger  this  morning  ?  what,  not 
one? 
A  chance  that  seldom  doth  befall. 
What,  not  one  ?  then  lie  thou  there. 
And  rest  thyself,  till  I  have  further  need. 

[Lat/8  down  his  club. 
Now,  Bremo,  sith  thy  leisure  so  affords. 
An  endless  thing.  Who  knows  not  Bremo's  strength, 
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Who  like  a  king  commands  witliin  these  woods. 
The  bear,  the  boar,  dares  not  abide  ray  sight, 
But  hastcB  away  to  save  themselvus  by  flight. 
The  crystal  waters  in  the  bubbling  brooks, 
When  I  come  by,  doth  swiftly  slide  awny, 
And  claps  themselves  in  closets  under  banka. 
Afraid  to  look  bold  Bremo  in  the  face  : 
The  aged  oaks  at  Bremo's  breath  do  bow, 
And  all  things  else  are  stilt  at  my  command, 
Else  what  would  1 1 

Rend  them  in  pieces,  and  pluck  them  from  the  earth. 
And  each  way  else  I  would  revenge  myself. 
Why,  who  comes  here,  with  whom  I  dare  not  fightl 
Who  fights  with  me,  and  doth  not  die  the  death  ( 
Not  one.     "What  favour  shows  this  sturdy  stick  to 

those,  that  here 
Within  these  woods  are  combatants  with  me  1 
Why,  death,  and  nothing  else  but  present  death. 
With  restless  rage  I  wander  through  these  woods ; 
No  creature  here  but  feareth  Bremo's  force, 
Man,  woman,  child ;  beast  and  bird, 
And  everything  that  doth  approach  my  sight, 
Are  forc'd  to  fadl,  if  Bremo  once  do  frown. 
Come,  cudgel,  come,  my  partner  in  my  spoils. 
For  here  I  see  this  day  it  will  not  be. 
But  when  it  falls,  that  I  encounter  any, 
One  pat  sufficeth  for  to  work  my  will. 
What,  comes  not  one  1     Then  let's  begone  ; 
A  time  will  sen-e,  when  we  shall  belter  siwciL 

Enter  the  KiNG,  Segasto,  lAe  Shepherd,  and  the 
Clown,  ictfA  otktvs. 

Kino.  Shepherd. 
Tliou  hast  heard  thine  accusers,     Murtlier 
Is  laid  to  thy  ciiaive ;  what  canst  tliou  say  t 
Thou  haat  dt'scrved  death. 


222  MUCEDORUS. 

MucEDORUS.  Dread  sovereign,  I  must  needs 
confess 
I  slew  this  captain  in  mine  own  defence. 
Not  of  any  malice,  but  by  chance ; 
But  mine  accuser  hath  a  further  meaning. 

Segasto.  Words  will  not  here  prevail, 
I  seek  for  justice,  and  justice  craves  his  death. 

King.  Shepherd,  thine  own  confession  hath  con- 
demned thee. 
Sirrah,  take  him  away,  and  do  him  to  execution 
straight. 

Clown.  So  he  shall,  I  warrant  him.  But  do 
you  hear.  Master  King,  he  is  kin  to  a  monkey ;  his 
neck  is  bigger  than  his  head. 

Segasto.  Sirrah,  away  with  him,  and  hang  him 
about  the  middle. 

Clown.  Yes,  forsooth,  I  warrant  you.  Come 
on,  sir,  a  so  like  a  sheep-biter  a  looks. 


Enter  Amadine,  and  a  hoy  wiHi,  a  hear' 9  hecuL 

Amadine.    Dread  sovereign  and  well-beloved 
sire, 
On  benden  knees  I  crave  the  life  of  this 
Condemn'd  shepherd,  wliich  heretofore  preserved 
The  life  of  thy  sometime  distressed  daughter. 
King.  Preserved  the  life  of  my  sometime  dis- 
tressed daughter  ? 
How  can  that  be  1    I  never  knew  the  time. 
Wherein  thou  wast  distressed.     1  never  knew  the 

day 
But  that  I  have  maintained  thy  estate. 
As  best  beseem'd  the  daughter  of  a  king : 
I  never  saw  the  shepherd  until  now. 
How  comes  it  then,  that  he  preserved  thy  life  1 
Amadine.  Once  walking  with  Segasto  in  the 
woods, 
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Further  than  our  accuetom'J  manner  waa, 
Right  before  us  down  a  steep-fall  hill, 
A  monstrous  ugly  boar  did  hie  him  fast 
To  meet  us  both— dow  whether  this  be  true, 
I  refer  it  to  the  credit  of  SeL'asto. 

Sbgasto.  Most  true,  an't  like  your  majesty. 

King.  How  then  ? 

Amadine.  The  bear,  being  eager  to  obtain  \m 
Made  forward  to  us  with  an  open  mouth.       [prey. 
As  if  he  meant  to  swaUow  us  both  at  once. 
The  sight  whereof  did  make  us  both  to  drea<l, 
But  specially  your  daughter  Amadine, 
Who  for  I  saw  no  succour  incident, 
But  in  Segasto's  valour,  I  grew  deaperate. 
And  he  most  coward-like  began  to  Hy. 
Left  me  distreBs'd  to  be  devour'd  of  him — 
How  say  you,  Segasto  ?  is  it  not  true  t 

KlNQ.  His  silence  verifies  it  to  be  true.     Wlmt 
thenl 

Amadin'E.  Then  I  amaz'd,  distressed,  all  alone, 
Did  hie  me  fast  to  'scape  that  ugly  bear. 
But  all  in  vain  ;  for  why  he  reached  after  me, 
And  oft  I  hardly  did*  escape  his  paws, 
Till  at  the  length  this  shepherd  came, 
And  brought  to  me  his  head. 
Come  hither,  boy  ;  lo,  here  it  is, 
Which  I  present  unto  your  majesty. 

Kino.  Tlie  slaughter  of  tliis  bear  deserves  great 
fame. 

SEUAsm  The  slaughter  of  a  man  deserves  great 
blame. 

King.  Indeed  occasion  oftentimes  so  falls  out. 

Segasto.  Tremelio  in  the  wars,  0  King,  pre- 
served thee. 

Amadink  The  shepherd  in  the  woods,  0  King, 
preserved  me. 

■  [Old  copien,  Aarc/Zy  /  JiJ  «//.] 


224  MUCSDORUS. 

Segasto.  Tremelio  fought,  when  many  men  did 
jrield. 

Amadine.  So  would  the  shepherd,  had  he  been 
in  field. 

Clown.  So  would  my  master,  had  he  not  run 
away.  [Aside. 

Segasto.  Tremelio's  force  saved  thousands  from 
the  foe. 

Amadine.    The   shepherd's   force  hath  saved 
thousands  mo. 

Clown.  Ay,  shipsticks,  nothing  else.        [Aside, 

King.  Segasto,  cease  to  accuse  the  shepherd ; 
His  worthiness  deserves  a  recompense, 
All  we  are  bound  to  do  the  shepherd  good. 
Shepherd,  whereas 

It  was  my  sentence  thou  should'st  die, 
So  shall  my  sentence  stand,  for  thou  shalt  die. 

Segasto.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 

King.  But  soft,  Segasto,  not  for  this  offence. 
Long  may'st  thou  live;   and  when    the  Sisters 

shall  decree 
To  cut  in  twain  the  twisted  thread  of  life. 
Then  let  him  die :  for  this  I  sot  him  free. 
And  for  thy  valour  I  will  honour  thee. 

Mucedorus.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 

King.  Come,  daughter,  let  us  now  depart 
To  honour  the  worthy  valour  of  the  shepherd 
With  our  rewards.  [Exeunt. 

Clown.  0  master,  hear  you ;  you  have  made  a 
fresh  hand  now  ;  you  would  be  slow,  you.  Why, 
what  will  you  do  now  t  You  have  lost  me  a  good 
occupation  by  this  means.  Faith,  master,  now  I 
cannot  hang  the  shepherd.  I  pray  you,  let  me 
take  tlie  pains  to  hang  you  :  it  is  but  half  an  hour's 
exercise. 

Segasto.  You  are  still  in  your  knavery ;  but, 
sith  I  cannot  have  his  life, 
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I  will  procure  his  banishmeDt  for  ever. 
Come  on,  sirrah. 

Clown,  Yea,  forsooth,  I  come. 
Laugh  at  him,  I  pray  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  MUCEDORUS  Wu*. 

Ml'cedokus.    From  Amadine,  and   from   her 
father's  court. 
With  gold  and  silver,  lutd  with  lich  rewanla 
Flowing  from  the  banks  of  golden  treasuries. 
More  may  I  boast,  and  say,  but  I, 
Was  never  shepherd  in  such  diguity. 


Enter  the  Messenger  and  the  Clown, 

Messenger.  All  hail,  worthy  shepherd .' 
Clown,  All  rain,  lousy  shepherd ! 
MucEDORUs,  Welcome,  my  friends,  from  whence 

come  you  1 
Messenger.  The  King  and  Amadine  greet  tlieu 

well. 
And  af^r  greetings  done,  bids  thee  depart  the  court. 
Shepherd,  begone. 
Clown.  Shepherd,   take  law  legs ;   fly  away, 

shepherd. 
MCCEDORUS.  Whose  words  are  these  ?    Come 

these  from  Amadine  1 
Messksreb.  Ay,  from  Amadine. 
Clown.  Ay,  from  Amladine. 
MucEDORUS.  Ah  I  luckless  fortune,  worse  than 

Phaeton's  tale, 
My  former  bhss  is  now  become  my  bale. 
Clown.  "What,  wi!t  thou  poison  thyself  I 
McCEDORUS,  My  former  heaven  ia  now  become 


my 


hell. 


Clown.  The  worst  alehouse 
That  I  ever  came  in  in  all  my  life. 
TOU  VIL 
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MUCEDORUS.  What  shall  I  do  9 
Clown.  Even  go  hang  thyself  half  an  hour. 
MucEDORUS.  Uan  Amadine  so  churlishly  com- 
mandy 
To  banish  the  shepherd  from  her  father's  court  1 
Messenger,  what  should  shepherds  do  in  the 

court? 
Clown.  What  should  shepherds  do  among  us  t 
Have  we  not  lords  enough  o  er^  us  in  the  coi^l 
MucEDORUS.    Why,  shepherds  are  men,  and 

kings  are  no  more. 
Messenger.  Shepherds  are  men,  and  masters 

over  their  flock. 
Clown.  That's  a  lie;   who  pays  them  their 

wages,  then  ? 
Messenger.  Well,  you  are  always  interrupting 
of  me. 
But  you  are  best  look  to  him. 
Lest  you  hang  for  him,  when  he  is  gone.       [Exit, 

The  Clown  sings. 

Clown.  And  you  shall  hang  for  company ^ 
For  leaving  me  alone. 

Shepherd,  stand  forth,  and  hear  thy  sentence. 
Shepherd,  begone  within  three  days,  in  pain  of 
My  displeasure  ;  shepherd,  begone ;  shepherd,  be- 
gone. 
Begone,    begone,    begone;    shepherd,    shepherd, 
shepherd.  [Exit, 

Mucedoras.  And  must  I  go,  and  must  I  needs 
depart  ] 
Ye  goodly  groves,  partakers  of  my  songs. 
In  time  tofore,  when  fortune  did  not  frown, 
Pour  forth  your  plaints,  and  wail  awhile  with  me. 


[Old  copies,  <m.'\ 
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tHoa  bright  Bun,  my  comfort  in  the  cold. 
Hide,  hide  thy  face,  and  leave  me  comfortleaa. 
Ye  wholesome  herbs  and  Bweet-smelling  savourB — 
Yea,  each  tiling  else  prolonging  life  of  man — 
I  Change,  change  your  wonted  course,  that  I, 
[  Wanting  your  aid,  in  woful  sort  may  die. 

Enter  AmadiNE  [an,}  Aribna,  her  maid.] 

Amadine.  Ariena,  if  anybody  oak  for  me, 
Make  some  excuse,  till  I  return. 
Ariena.  What,  and  SegaBto  call  I 
AMjVDINE.  Do  thou  the  like  to  him  t    I  mean 
not  to  stay  long.  \_ExU, 

MucEDORtre.  This  voice  bo  sweet  my  pining 

spirits  revives, 
AuADiNE.  Shepherd,  well-mel;    tell  me    how 
'         thou  doest 

MucEDORCS.  I  linger  life,  yet  wish  for  speedy 

death. 
Amadine.  Shepherd,  although  thy  banishment 
Already  be  decreed,  and  all  against  my  will, 

Yet  Amadine 

MucEDOEUS.  Ah,  Amadine  \  to  hear 
Of  banishment  is  death — ay,   double  death  to 

mej 
Bat  since  I  must  depart,  one  thing  I  crave. 
Amadine.  Say  on,  with  all  my  heart. 
MuCEDORUS,  That  in  absence  either  far  or  near. 
You  honour  me  as  servant  with  your  name. 
Amadine.  Not  so. 
MuCEDORUS.  And  why  T 
Amadine.  I  honour  thee  aa  sovereign  of  my 

heart. 
MticEDORUS.    A    shepherd    and    a    sovereign 

Dotliing  like. 
Amadine.  Yet  like  enough,  where  there  is  no 
dislike. 
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MUCEDORUS.   Tet   great  dislike,  or   else    no 
banishment. 

Amadine.  Shepherd,  it  is  only  Segasto  that 
Procures  thy  banishment. 

MucEDORUS.    Unworthy  wights  are  most  in 
jealousy. 

Amadine.  Would  God  they  would 

Free  thee  from  banishment,  or  likewise  banish 
me. 

MucEDORUS.  Amen  say  I,  to  have  your  company. 

Amadine.  Well,  shepherd,  sith  thou  sufferest 
This  for  my  sake, 

With  thee  in  exile  also  let  me  live. 
On  this  condition,  shepherd,  thou  canst  love. 

MucEDORUS.  No  longer  love,  no  longer  let  me 
live, 

Amadine.  Of  late  I  loved  one  indeed^  now  love 
I  none  but  only  thee. 

MucEDORUS.  Thanks,  worthy  princess  : 
I  bum  likewise,  yet  smother  up  the  blast, 
I  dare  not  promise  what  I  may  perform. 

Amadine.  Well,  shepherd,  hark  what  I  shall  say, 
I  will  return  unto  my  father's  court. 
There  ^  to  provide  me  of  such  necessaries 
As  for  my  journey  I  shall  think  most  fit. 
This  being  done,  I  will  return  to  thee.     Do  thou 
Therefore  appoint  the  place,  where  we  may  meet. 

MucEDORUS.  Down  in  the  valley  where  I  slew 
the  bear ; 
And  there  doth  grow  a  fair  broad-branchM  beech. 
That  overshades  a  well :  so  who  comes  first, 
Let  them  abide  the  happy  meeting  of 
Us  both.     How  like  you  this  1 

Amadine.  I  like  it  very  welL 

MucEDORUS.    Now,  if  you  please,  you  may 
appoint  the  time. 

^  [Edit.  1598,  Thereon  to.    Edit  1610,  Therefor  to.] 
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AuADiNE.  Full  three  hours  hence,  God  willing, 

I  will  return. 
MucEDoRUs.  The  thanks  that  Paris  gave  the 

Grecian  queen, 
The  like  doth  Mucedoms  yield. 
Amadine.   Then,  Mucedorus,  for  three  hours, 

farewell.  [Erit. 

Mucedorus.    Your  departure,  lady,  breeds   a 

privy  pain.  [Exif. 

Enter  Segasto  solaa. 

Segabto.  'Tis  well,  Segasto,  that  thou  hast  thy 
will 
Should  snch  a  shepherd,  such  a  simple  swain, 
As  be  eclipse  thy  credit,  famous  through 
The  court )     No,  ply,  Segasto,  ply ; 
Let  it  not  in  Arragou  lie  said, 
A  shepherd  hath  Segasto'a  honour  won. 

Enter  MouSE,  tJu  Clown,  calling  hit  maaCer. 

Clown,  What  ho  I  master,  will  you  come  away  1 
Segasto.   Will  you  come  hither,  I  pray  you, 

what's  the  matter  t 
Clown.  Why,  is  it  not  past  eleven  o'clock  1 
Segasto.  How  then,  sir) 
Clown.  I  pray  you,  come  away  to  dinner, 
Segasto.  1  pray  you,  come  hither. 
Clown.   Here's  EQch  a-do  with  you,  will  you 

never  come  f 
SEGAaXO.    I  pray  you,  eir,   what  news  of  the 

message  I  sent  you  about  1 
Clown.   I  tell  you,  all  the  messes  be  on  the 

table  already — 
(There  wants  not  so  much  as  a  mess  of  mnBtard) 

half  an  hour  ago,  , 
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Seoasto.  Come,  sir,  your  mind  is  all  upon  your 
beUy. 
You  have  forgotten  what  I  did  bid  you  do. 
Clown.  Faith,  I  know  nothing,  but  you  bad 

me  go  to  breakfast. 
SfiGASTO.  Was  that  alll 
Clown.   Faith,  I  have  forgotten  it^  the  very 

scent  of  the  meat  made  me  forget  ^  it  quite. 
Segasto.  You  have  forgotten  the  errand  I  bid 

you  do  1 
Clown.  What  arrant?  an  arrant  knave  or  an 

arrant  whore  1 
Segasto.  Why,  thou  knave,  did  I  not  bid  thee 

banish  the  shepherd  ? 
Clown.  0,  the  snepherd's  bastard  1 
Segasto.    I  tell  thee,  the  shepherd's  banish- 
ment. 
Clown.  I  tell  you,  the  shepherd's  bastard  shall 
be  well  kept ;  I'll  look  to  it  myself.    But  I  pray 
you,  come  away  to  dinner. 
Segasto.  Then  you  will  not  tell  me  whether 

you  have  banished  him,  or  no  1 
Clown.  Wliy,  I  cannot  say  banishmenty  and  you 

would  give  me  a  thousand  pounds  to  say  so. 
Segasto.  Why,  you  whoreson  slave,  have  you 
forgotten  that  I  sent  you  and  another  to  drive  away 
the  shepherd. 

Clown.   What  an  ass  are  you;  here's  a  stir 
indeed,  here's  message,  arrant,  banishment,  and  I 
cannot  tell  what. 
Segasto.  I  pray  you,  sir,  shall  I  know  whether 

you  have  drove  him  away. 
Clown.  Faith,  I  think  I  have;  and  you  will 

not  believe  me,  ask  my  staff. 
Segasto.  Why,  can  thy  staff  tell  1 
Clown.  Why,  he  was  with  me  too. 

1  [Edit  1598  and  1610,  hath  forget.] 


SIUOEDORUS. 


231 


Seoasto.  Then  happy  I,  that  have  obtain'd  my 

will 
Clown.   And  happier  I,  if  you  would  go  to 

dinner. 

Segasto.  Come,  airrah,  follow  me. 

Clown.  I  warrant  you,  I  will  not  lose  an  inch 

of  you  now  you  are  going  to  dinner,  I  promise  you. 

I  thought  [it]  seven  year,  before  I  could  get  him 

away.     [AtUe.]  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Amadink  tolit. 


Nor  this  my  tarrying  frustrate  my  pretence. 

My  Mucedorus  surely  stays  for  me. 

And  thinks  me  over  long.     At  length  I  come. 

My  present  promise  to  perform. 

Ah,  what  a  thing  is  firm,  imfeigned  love ! 

\Vhat  is  it  which  true  love  dares  not  attempt  f 

My  father  he  may  make,  but  I  must  match  ; 

Segasto  loves ;  but  Amadine  must  like, 

Whore  likes  her  best ;  compulsion  is  a  thralL 

No,  no,  the  hearty  choice  is  all  in  all. 

The  shepherd's  virtue  Amadine  esteems. 

Bat  what,  methinks  my  shepherd  is  not  come  ; 

I  muse  at  that,  the  hour  is  sure  at  hand. 

Well,  here  I'll  rest,  till  Mucedorus  come. 

[She  gits  hrr  doirn. 

EiUer  Bremo,  lookinfj  about;  luutily  [At]  Ittketh 
hold  of  htr. 

Bremo,  A  happy  prey !  now,  Bremo,  feed  on 

tlesh: 
Dainties,  Bremo,  dainties,  thy  hungry  paunch  to 

fill: 
Now  glut  thy  greedy  guts  with  lukewarm  blood. 
Come,  fight  with  me  ;  I  long  to  see  ihee  dead. 


232  UnCEDOBUfl. 

Ahadine,   Hov  can  she  fight,  that  weapons 

cannot  irield  I 
Bremo.  What,  canst  not  fight  I    Then  lie  thou 

down  and  die. 
Amadine.  What,  must  I  diet 
Bbeuo.  What  needs  these  words  t    I  thirst  to 

Buck  thy  blood. 
Ahadikb.  Yet  pity  me,  and  let  me  live  awhile. 
Bbbho.  No  pity  I ;  I'll  feed  upon  th^  flesh, 
I'll  tear  thy  body  piecemeal  joint  from  joint. 
AJtuciMB.    An,    how    I  want  my  shepherd's 

company] 
Bremo.  TU  crush  thy  bones  betwixt  two  oaken 

trees. 
jVmadine.  Haste,  shepherd,  haste,  or  else  thou 

com'st  too  lato. 
Bremo.  I'll  suck  the  sweetness  from  thy  marrow 

bones. 
Amadine.  Ah,   spare,  ah,  spare  to   shed   my 

guiltless  blood  I 
Bremo.  With  this  my  bat  will  I  beat  out 
Thy  brains.     Down,  down,  I  say  : 
Prostrate  thyself  upon  the  ground. 

Amadine.  Then,  Mucedoms,  farewell,  my  hoped 
joys,  farewell  I 
Yea,  farewell  life,  and  welcome  present  death. 

{SU  kneeU. 
To  thee,  0  God,  I  yield  my  dying  ghost. 

Bremo.  Now,  Brerao,  play  thy  part. 
How  now,  what  sudden  chance  is  this  ? 
My  limbs  do  tremble,  and  my  sinews  shake ; 
My  unweak'ned  arms  have  lost  their  former  force. 
Ah,  Bremo,  Bremo  I  what  a  foil  hast  thou, 
That  yet  at  no  time  ever  wast  afraid 
To  diu«  the  greatest  gods  to  fight  with  thee, 

[HeMtriia. 
And  now  want  strength  for  one  down-driTing 
blowl 
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Ah,     how   my    courage    foils,   when     I    should 

strike  1 
Some  new-come  spirit  abiding  in  my  breast, 
Say'th,  Spart  her,  Bremo;  tpare  her,  do  jio(  kill. 
Shall  I '  spare  her,  which  never  spared  any  i 
To  it,  Bremo,  to  it;  essay*  again. 
1  cannot  wield  my  weapons  in  my  hand  ; 
Methinks  I  gliould  not  strike  so  fair  a  one, 
I  think  her  beaaty  hath  bewitch'd  my  force, 
Or  else  within  me  altered  nature's  course. 
Ay,  woman,  wilt  thou  live  in  woods  with  me ! 

Amabine.  Fain  would  I  lire,  yet  loth  to  live  in 
woods- 

BiiCMO,  Thou  shalt  not  choose;  it  shall  be  as  I 

\Extmtt. 

Enter  Mucsdorus  sdws. 

MucGDORrs.  It  was  my  will  an  hour  ago  and 

Ab  was  my  promise,  for  to  make  return ; 
But  other  businees  hind'red  my  pretence. 
It  is  a  world  to  see,  when  man  appoints. 
And  purposely  one  certain  thing  decrees. 
How  many  things  may  hinder  ma  intent. 
What  one  would  wish,  the  same  is  farthest  off. 
But  yet  th'appointed  time  cannot  be  past, 
Nor  hath  her  presence  yet  prevented  '  me. 
Well,  here  I'll  stay,  and  expect  the  coming. 

[Th^  cry  within.  Hold  him,  itay  him,  hold/ 
MccEDOBUS.  Some  one  or  other  is  pursued,  no 
doubt ; 


I  (Edits,  tnntpoio  tbo  twc  commenciDg  words  of  this 
line,  and  tbe  Gnt  word  of  Ibe  preceding  one] 
'  [Editi.,  My.) 
*  [ADlielpaUd.    Old  copies  read  im  for  nw.J 
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Perhaps  some  aearch  for  me ;  'tis  good 

To  doubt  ihe  worst,  therefore  I  wul  be  gone. 

[ExU. 

Cry  tnthiny  Hold  hiniy  hold  him  /    Enter  MoiTSE, 
the  Clown^  with  a  pot. 

Clown.  Hold  him,  hold  him,  hold  him  1  here's 
a  stir  indeed.  Here  came  hue  after  the  crier,  and 
I  was  set  close  at  mother  Nip's  house,  and  there  I 
call'd  for  three  pots  of  ale,  as  'tis  the  manner  of  us 
courtiers.  Now,  sirrah,  I  had  taken  the  maiden- 
head of  two  of  them — now,  as  I  was  lifting  up  the 
third  to  my  mouth,  there  came.  Hold  mm,  hold 
him !  Now  I  could  not  tell  whom  to  catch  hold  on ; 
but  I  am  sure  I  caught  one,  perchance  a  may  be 
in  this  pot.  Well,  111  see.  Mass,  I  cannot  see 
him  yet ;  well.  Til  look  a  little  further.  Mass,  he 
is  a  little  slave,  if  a  be  here ;  why  here's  nobody. 
All  this  goes  well  yet ;  but  if  the  old  trot  should 
come  for  her  pot  ? — ay,  marry,  there's  the  matter. 
But  I  care  not ;  I'll  face  her  out,  and  call  her  old 
rusty,  dusty,  musty,  fusty,  crusty  firebrand,  and 
worse  than  all  that,  and  so  face  her  out  of  her  pot. 
But  soft !  here  she  comes. 

Enter  the  Old  Woman. 

Old  Woman.   Come  on,  you  knave;   where's 

my  pot,  you  knave  ? 
Clown.  Go,  look  your  pot ;  come  not  to  me  for 

your  pot,  'twere  good  for  you. 
Old  Woman.   Thou  liest,  thou  knave;   thou 

hast  my  pot. 
Clown.  You  lie,  and  you  say  it.     I,  your  pot  1 

I  know  what  I'll  say. 
Old  Woman.  Why,  what  wilt  thou  say  1 
Clown.  But  say  I  have  him,  and  thou  dar'st. 
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Old  W'obun.  \Vliy,  thou  knave,  thou  hast  not 

only  my  pot,  but  my  drink  unpaid  for. 
Clown.  You  lie  like  an  old — I  will  not  say 

Old  Woman,   Dost  thou  call  me  whore }    I'll 

cap  thee  for  my  pot. 
Clown.  Cap  me,  and  thou  darest ;  search  nii', 
whnther  I  have  it  or  no. 
[5/«  ttarcltfth  Aim,  and  he  driakelh  over  her 
head,  and  eaaU  down  tlie  pot.  Site  ttumiAetk 
at  it,  then  they  fall  together  hi/  the  ear*  ; 
she  take*  Iter  pot  and  goes  oui. 

Enter  Segasto, 

Segasto,  How  now,  aiirah,  what's  the  matter  1 

Clown.  O,  flies,  master,  flies. 

Segasto.  Flies  J  where  are  they  t 

Clown.  0,  here,  master,  all  ahout  your  face. 

Skoasto.  Why,  thou  Uest;  I  think  thou  art 

mad. 
Clown.  Wliy,  master,  I  have  kill'd  a  dungcart- 

ful  at  the  least. 
Segasto.  Go  to,  sirrah.     Leaving  this  idle  talk, 

give  ear  to  me. 
Clown.  How,  give  you  one  of  my  ears?  not, 

and  you  were  ten  masters. 
Srgasto.  Why,  sir,  I  bad  you  give  ear  to  my 

words. 
Clown.  I  tell  you,  I  will  not  be  made  a  curtal 

for  no  man's  pleasure. 
Segasto.  I  tell  thee,  attend  what  I  say.     Go 

tby  ways  straight,  and  rear  the  whole  town. 

Clown,  How,  rear  the  town  ?  even  go  yourself; 

it  is  more  than  I  can  do.     Why,  do  you  think  1 

can  rear  a  town,  that  can  scarce  rear  a  pot  of  alo 

to  my  head  t    I  should  rear  a  town,  should   I 
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Sroasto.  Go  to  the  constable,  and  make  a  privy 
search  J  for  the  shepherd  is  run  snr&y  with  the 
King's  dau^ter. 

Clown.  How  t  is  the  shepherd  run  away  with 
the  Kind's  daughter,  or  is  the  King's  daughter  run 
away  with  the  shepherd  1 

SEQASTa  I  cannot  tell;  hut  they  are  both  gone 
together. 

Clown.  "What  a  fool  she  is  to  mn  away  with 
the  shepherd  !  Why,  I  think  I  am  a  little  hand- 
somer man  than  the  shepherd  myself;  but  tell 
me,  master,  must  I  make  a  privy  search,  or  search 
in  the  privy  1 

Segasto.  Why,  dost  thou  think  they  will  be 
there) 

Clown.  I  cannot  telL 

Skgasto.  Well,  then,  search  everywhere ;  leave 
no  place  unseafched  for  them.  [Exit. 

Clown.  0,  now  am  I  in  office,  now  will  I  to 
that  old  firebrand's  house,  and  will  not  leave  one 
place  unsearched.  Nay,  I'll  to  her  ale-stand,  and 
drink  as  long  as  I  can  stand ;  and  when  I  have 
done,  I'll  let  out  all  the  rest,  to  see  if  he  he  not  hid 
in  the  barrel  And  I  find  him  not  there,  I'll  to 
the  cupboard.  Ill  not  lenve  one  cumer  of  her 
house  unsearched.  I'  faith,  ye  old  oruat,  I  will  be 
with  you  now.  [£xiL 

[SowTtd  mutie.] 

Enter  the  KiNG  of  Valentu,  Anseluo, 
RoDERiGO,  Lord  Borachius,  with  otheri. 

Kino  of  Valentia.  Enough  of  music ;  It  but 
adds  to  torment. 
Delights  to  vexed  spirits  are  as  dates 
Set  to  a  sickly  man,  which  rather  cloy  than  comfort : 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  entreat  no  more. 
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RoDERiGO.  Let  yon  strings  sleep;  have  done 
there,  [Let  the  minie  cf.ate. 

KjNG  OF  Valestia.  Mirth  to  a  soul  disturb'd 
is '  embers  turE'd, 
Which  sudden  gleam  with  molestation, 
But  Booner  lose  their  sight  for  it. 
'Tis  gold  bestow'd  upon  a  rioter, 
Which  not  relieves,  but  murders  him ; 
'Tis  a  drug  given  to  the  healthful, 
Which  infects,  not  cures. 
How  can  a  father,  that  hath  lost  his  sou  : 
A  prin[:e  both  wise,  virtuous,  and  valiant, 
Take  pleasure  in  the  idle  acts  of  time  1 
No,  no  ;  till  Mucedorus  I  shall  see  a^ain, 
All  joy  is  comfortless,  all  pleasure  pain. 

Anseluo.  Your  son,  my  lord,  is  well. 

King  op  Valkntia.    I    prythee,  speak    timt 

Anselmo.  The  prince,  your  son,  is  safe. 

KiNfi  OF  Valentia.  O,  where,  Anselmo  J    sur- 
feit me  n-ith  that. 

AxsBLMO.  In  Arragon,  my  liege ;  and  at  his 
'parture, 
pe]  bound  my  secrecy  by  his  affection's  love, 
Not  to  disclose  it. 

But  care  of  him,  and  pity  of  your  age. 
Makes  my  tongue  blab  what  my  breast  vow'd — 
Coucealnient, 

King  of  Valentia.  Thou  not  deceiv'st  me  ?    I 
ever  thought  thee 
What  I  find  thee  uow,  an  upright,  loyal  man. 
Bui  what  desire  or  young-fed  humour,  nurs'd 
Within  the  brain,  drew  him  so  privately 
To  Arragon  t 

Anselmo.  A  forcing  adamant : 
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Love,  mix'd  with  fear  and  doubtful  jealousy : 
Whether  report  gilded  a  wortblesa  trunk, 
Or  Amadine  deserved  her  high  extolment. 

KiNQ  OF  Valentia.  See  our  provision  be  in 
readiness, 
Collect  UB  followers  of  the  comeliest  hue, 
For  our  chief  guardians ;  we  will  thither  weud. 
The  crystal  eyes  of  heaven  shall  not  thrice  wink, 
Kor  the  green  flood  six  times  his  shoulders  turn, 
Till  we  salute  the  Arragonian  king. 
Music,  speak  loudly ;  now  the  season's  apt, 
For  former  dolors  are  in  pleasure  wrapt. 

[Exeunt  omnet.'] 


Filter  MUCEDOBUS,  to  diigvite  Mmielf. 

MUCEDORUS.    Now,  MucedoruB,   whither  wilt 
thou  C0 1 

Home  to  thy  father  to  thy  native  soil, 

Or  try  some  long  abode  within,  these  woods  % 

Well,  I  will  hence  depart,  and  hie  me  home. 

What,  hie  me  home,  said  II  that  may  not  be ; 

In  Amadine  rests  my  felicity. 

Then,  Mucedorus,  do  as  thou  didst  decree : 

Attire  thee  hermit-like  within  these  groves ; 

Walk  often  to  the  beech,  and  view  the  well ; 

Make  settles  there,  and  seat  thyself  thereon ; 

And  when  thou  feelest  thyself  to  be  athirst. 

Then  drink  a  hearty  draught  to  Amadine. 

No  doubt,  she  thinks  on  thee,  and  will  one  day 

Come  pledge  thee  at  this  well 

Come,  habit,  thou  art  fit  for  me. 


\Ht  ditgyitetk  himtelf. 
In 


No  shepherd  now :  a  hermit  I  must  _  „ 
Methinks  this  fits  me  very  well 
Now  must  I  learn  to  bear  a  walldng-stafi", 
And  exercise  some  gravity  withaL 
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Enter  tht  Clown. 

Clown,  Here's  tlirough  the  woods  and  through 
the  woods,  to  look  out  a  shepherd  and  etray  king's 
daughter.  But  aoft !  who  have  we  here !  what  art 
thoul 

MucBDOKUS,  I  am  an  hermit 

Clown.  Ah  emmet  1  I  never  saw  such  a  big 
emmet  in  all  my  life  before. 

MUCKDORDS.  I  tell  you,  sir,  I  am  an  hermit : 
one  that  leads  a  solitary  life  within  these  wootls. 

Clown.  0,  I  know  thee  now,  thou  art  he '  that 
eata  up  all  the  hips  and  haws  ;  we  could  not  have 
<jne  piece  of  fat  bacon  for  thee  all  this  year, 

MUCEDORUS.  Thou  dost  mistake  me ;  but  I 
pray  thee,  tell  me  what  dost  thou  Gcek  in  these 
woods  1 

Clo\vn.  What  do  I  seek  %  for  a  stray  king's 
ilauffhter  run  away  with  a  shepherd. 

McCEDORDS.  A  stray  king's  daughter  run  away 
with  a  shepherd 
\\Tierefore  1  canst  thou  teU  1 

Clown.  Yes,  that  I  can ;  'tis  this,  My 
master  and  Amadine  walking  one  day  abroad, 
nearer  to  these  woods  than  they  were  used  (about 
what  I  cannot  tell)  ;  but  toward  them  comes  run- 
ning a  great  bear.  Now  my  master  he  played  the 
man,  and  ran  away ;  and  Amadine,  crying  after 
1dm: — now,  sir,  comes  me  a  shepherd,  and  be 
strikes  off  the  bear's  head.  Now,  whether  the 
bear  were  dead  before  or  no,  I  cannot  tell ;  for 
bring  twenty  bears  before  mo,  and  bind  their 
liands  and  feet,  and  I'll  kill  them  all.  Now.  ever 
since,  Amadine  hath  been  in  love  with  the  shep- 
herd 1  and  for  goodwill  she's  even  run  away  with 
the  shepherd, 

'  [OU  CoplM,  A(T.] 
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MucEDOBDS.  What  manner  of  man  was  a  I 
canst  describe  him  unto  me  I 

Clown.  Scribe  him  t  a^,  I  Tarrant  70a,  that  I 
can.  A  was  a  little,  low,  broad,  tall,  narrow,  big, 
well-favoured  fellow :  a  jerkin  of  wliite  cloth,  and 
buttons  of  the  same  cloth. 

MucEDORUS.  Thoa  describest  him  well ;  but  if 
I  chimce  to  see  any  sach,  pray  you,  where  shall  I 
find  you,  or  what's  your  name  t 

Clown.  My  name  ia  called  Master  Mouse. 

Mdcedorus.  0  Master  Mouse,  I  pray  you,  what 
office  might  you  bear  in  the  court  1 

Clown.  Marry,  sir,  I  am  a  rusher  of  the  stable. 

MnCEDORus.  O,  usher  of  the  table. 

Clown.  Nay,  I  say  rusher,  and  I'll  prove  my 
office  good.  For  look,  sir,  when  any  cornea  firom 
under  the  sea  or  so,  and  a  dog  chance  to  blow  his 
nose  backward,  then  with  a  whip  I  give  him  the 

food  time  of  the  day,  and  straw  rushes  presently. 
'herefore  I  am  a  rasher :  a  high  office,  I  promise  ye. 
MuCEDORDS.  But  where  ^all  I  find  you  in  the 
court) 

Clown.  Why,  where  it  is  beat  being,  either  in 
the  kitchen  a  eating,  or  in  the  buttery  drinking. 
But  if  you  come,  I  will  provide  for  thee  a  piece  of 
beef  and  brewis  knuckle-deep  in  fat.  Pray  you, 
take  pains  ;  remember  Master  Mouse.  \ix&, 

MucEDORUS.  Ay,  air,  I  warrant  I  will  not  for- 

fit  you, 
madine  !  what  should  become  of  thee  t 
^Vhithe^  ehouldst  thou  go  so  long  unknown  t 
With  watch  and  ward  each  passage  is  beset. 
Doubtless    she    hath   lost    herself   within   these 

woods. 
And  wsnd'ring  to  and  &o  she  seeks  the  well, 
Which  yet  she  cannot  find  ; 
Therefore  will  I  seek  her  out  {£xii. 
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Enttr  Bremo  and  Amadine. 

Brbho.  Amadine  1 
How  like  you  Bremo  and  his  woods  % 

Amadine.  As  like  the  woods  of  Bremo's  cruelty. 
Though  I  were  dumb,  and  could  not  answer  him. 
The  beasts  themselves  would  with  relenting  tears 
Bewail  ihy  savage  and  uohuman  deeds. 

Bbeuo.  My  love,  why  dost  thou   murmur  to 
thyself  1 
!3|>eak  louder,  for  thy  Bremo  hears  thee  not. 

Amadine.  My  Bremo  T  no,  the  shepherd  is  my 
love. 

Breho.  Have  I  not  saved  thee  from  sudden 

Giving  thee  leave  to  live,  that  thou  might'st  love  I 
And  dost  thou  whet  me  on  to  cruelty  1 
Come,  kiss  me  {sweet)  for  all  my  favours  past. 

Abudine.  I  may  not,  Bremo,   and   therefore 
pardon  mc. 

Bkbmo.  See  how  she  flings  away  from  me  ; 
1  will  follow  and  give  a  rend'  to  her.  [^AtuU- 

Deny  my  love ;  ah,  worm  of  beauty  ! 
I  will  chastise  thee  j  come,  come. 
Prepare  thy  head  upon  the  block. 

AMADtNt:.  O,   spare  me,   Bremo  !  love   should 
limit  life. 
Not  to  be  made  a  murderer  of  himself. 
If  tbou  wilt  glut  thy  loving  heart  with  blood. 
Encounter  with  the  lion  or  the  bear. 
And  (Uke  a  wolf)  prey  not  upon  a  lamb. 

Breuo.  Why,  tlien,  dost  tbou  repine  at  me  T 
If  thou  wilt  love  me,  thou  shall  be  my  queen  ; 
I  will  crown  thee  with  a  complet  mode  of  ivory. 
And  make  the  rose  and  lily  wait  on  thee. 
I'll  rend  the  burly  branches  from  the  oak,* 

'[Edit,  1610,  o«.l 
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To  shadow  thee  from  burning  Bim  : 

The  trees  shall  spread  tfaemaelves  where  thou  dost 

go; 

And  as  they  spread,  I'll  trace  along  with  thee. 

AkaDINE.  You  may  ;  for  who  but  you  )  [Atitle. 

Bremo.  Thou  shalt  be  fed  with  qu&ib  and 
partridges. 
With  blackbirds,  larks,  thrushes,  and  nightingales. 
Thy  drink  ehall  be  goats'  milk  and  crystal  water, 
Distill'd  ^om  the  fountains  and  the  clearest  springs. 
And  all  the  dainties  that  the  woods  afford 
rU  freely  give  thee  to  obtain  thy  love. 

Amadink  You  may  ;  for  who  but  you  I  [Atidf. 

BsEtio.  Tlie  day  I'll  spend  to  recreate  my  love, 
"With  all  the  pleasures  that  I  can  devise. 
And  in  the  night  I'll  be  thy  bed-fellow. 
And  lovingly  embrace  thee  in  mine  arms. 

AiUDiNE.  One  may  ;  so  may  not  you.     [Asiih. 

Brkuo.  The  satyrs  and  llie  wood-nymphs  sliall 
attend 
On  thee,  and  lull  thee  asleep  with  music's  sound, 
And  in  the  morning,  when  thou  dost  awake, 
The  lark  shall  sing  good  morrow  to  my  queen, 
And  whilst  he  sings,  I'll  kiss  my  Amadine. 

AtlADlNE.  You  may  ;  for  who  but  you )  [AtuU. 

Brp.MO.    When   thou    art  up,    the   wood-lanes 
sh.al!  be  strawed 
With  violets,  cowslips,  and  sweet  marigolds. 
For  thee  to  trample  and  to  trace  upon  ; 
And  I  will  t«ach  thee  bow  to  kill  the  deer. 
To  chase  the  hart,  and  how  to  rouse  the  roe, 
If  tliou  wilt  iive  to  love  anil  honour  nie. 

Amadine.  You  may;  for  who  but  you ) 

£nter  MUCEDORUS. 

Bremo.  Welcome,  sir,  an  hour  ago  I  look'd  for 
such  a  guest 
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Be  meny,  wench,  we'll  have  a  frolic  feast, 
Here's  flesh  enough  for  to  suffice  us  both, 
Say,  sirrah,  wilt  thou  fight,  or  dost  tliou  viold  to 

die* 
MucEDOKUS.    I   want  a  weapon ;    how  can  I 

fight  t 
BK£Ma    Thou  want'st  a  weapon]  why,   then 

thou  yield'at  to  die. 
MncEDORUS,  I  say  not  so;  I  do  not  yield  to 

die. 
Breho.  Thou  shalt  not  choose;  I  long  to  see 

thee  deitd. 
Amadine.  Yet  spare  him,  Bremo,  spare  him. 
Bkemo.  Away,  I  say,  I  will  not  spare  dim. 
MucEDOBUS.  Yet  give  me  leave  to  speak, 
Bremo.  Thou  shalt  not  apeak- 
Amaj)INE.  Yet  give  lum  leave  to  speak  for  my 

BRElia  Speak  on  ;  but  be  not  over-long. 

MucEDORUa  In  lime  of  yore,  when  men  (like 
brutish  beasts) 
Did  lead  their  lives  in  loathsome  cells  and  woods, 
jVnd  wholly  gave  themselves  to  witless  will 
(A  rude,  unruly  rout),  then  man  to  man  became 
A  present  prey :  then  might  prevailed  ; 
The  weakest  went  to  wall, 
Right  was  unknown  ;  for  wrong  was  all  in  all. 
As  men  thus  lived  in  this '  great  otitrage, 
Behold,  one  Orpheus  came  (as  poets  tell), 
And  them  from  rudeness  unto  reason  brought : 
Who  led  by  reason,  some  forsook  the  woods ; 
Instead  of  caves,  they  built  them  castles  strong ; 
Cities  and  towns  were  founded  by  them  then. 
Glad  were  they,  [that]  they  found  such  ease, 
And  in  the  end  they  grew  to  perfect  amity. 
Weighing  their  former  wickedness. 


1  [Old  a 
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Tliey  term'd  the  time,  vherein  they  lived  thea 
A  goldeD  age,  a  goodlr  golden  age. 
Now,  Bremo,  for  so  I  hear  thee  called. 
If  men  which  lived  tofore,  aa  thou  dost  now, 
Wildly*  in  wood,  addicted  all  to  spoil, 
Betumed  were  by  worthy  Orpheus'  means, 
Let  me  (like  Orpheus)  cause  thee  to  returu 
From  murder,  bloodshed,  and  like  cruelty. 
What,  should  we  fight  before  we  have  a  cause  t 
!No,  let  us  live  and  love  together  faithfully — 

I'll  fight  for  thee 

Breho.  Fight  for  me  or  die  I    Or  fight,  or  else 

thou  diest  ? 
Amadine.  Hold,  Bremo,  hold  > 
Breho.  Away,  I  say ;  thou  troublest  me. 
Amadink.  You  promised  me  to  make  me  your 

queen. 
Breuo.  I  did ;  I  mean  no  less. 
Ahadine.  You  promised  that  I  should  have  my 

will. 
Bremo.  I  did ;  I  mean  no  less. 
Amadine.  Then  save  this  hermit's  life ;  for  he 

may  save  ua  both.  . 
Breho.  At  thy  request  I'll  spare  him, 
But  never  any  after  nira.     Say,  hermit. 
What  canst  thou  do  t 
MirCKDORUS.  I'll  wait  on  thee ;  sometime  upon 
thy  queen. 
Such  service  shalt  thou  shortly  have  as  Bremo 
never  had.  [£xeunt. 

Enter  SeQASTO,  tht  ClOWN,  and  KuMBELa 

Seoasto.  Come,  sirs ;  what,  shall  I  never  have 
you 
Find  out  Amadine  and  the  shepherd. 

1  [Edit.  1G93,  Wily;  edit.  1610,  midt.] 
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Clown.  And  I  have  been  through  the  womis, 

and  through  the  woods. 
Anil  could  Bee  nothing  but  nn  emmet 

KUBtBELO.  Why,  I  see  a  thousand  emmeU ;  thou 

meanest  a  little  one  I 
Clown.  Nay,  that  emmet  that  I  saw  was  bigger 

than  thou  art. 
RUUBELO.  Bigger  than  1 1  what  a  fool  have  yo« 

to  yonr  man  f 
1  [iray  you,  master,  turn  him  away. 
Segasto.  But  dost  thou   hear,  waa  he   not  n 

Clows.  1  think  he  was,  for  he  said  he  did  lead 

a  salt-^eiler's  life  about  the  woods, 
Segasto.   Thou  wouldest  aay,   a  solitary  life 

about  the  woods  1 
Clown.  I  think  it  was  so  indeed. 
KuMBELO.  1  thought  what  a  fool  thou  art. 
Clown.  Thou  art  a  wise  man ;  why,  he  did 

nothing  but  sleep  since  he  went 
Segasto,    But  tell  me,   Mouse,   how  did    he 

go' 
Clown.  In  a  whJt«  gown,  and  a  white  hat  on 

his  head,  and  a  staff  in  his  hand. 
Segasto.  I  thought  so;  it  was  a  hermit  that 
walked  a  solitary  life  in  the  woods.    Well,  get  you 
to  dinner  j  and  after  never  leave  seeking,  till  you 
bring  some  news  of  them,  or  I'll  hang  you  both. 

[A>-V. 
Clown,  How  now,  Rumhelo,  what  shall  we  do 

now?  I 

RUUBELO.  Faith,  I'll  home  to  dinner,  and  after- 

ward  to  sleep. 

Clown.  Why,  then  thou  wilt  be  hanged 

RUUBELO,  Faith,  I  care  not ;  for  I  know  I  shall 

never  find  them.   Well,  I'll  once  more  abroad,  and 

if  1  cannot  find  them,  I'll  never  come  home  again. 

Clown.  I  tell  thee  what,  Kumbelo ;  thou  ehalt 
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go  ia  at  one  end  of  the  wood,  and  I  at  the  other, 
and  we  will  meet  both  together  in  the  midst 
EotBELO.  Content ;  let's  away  to  dinner. 

[£xemit. 
Enter  MuCEDOBUS  *olu». 

MITCED0RU9.  Unknown  to  an^here  within  these 
woods, 
With  bloody  Bremo  do  I  lead  my  life. 
The  monster  he  doth  murther  all  he  meets ; 
Ho  Bparetli  none,  and  none  do^h  him  escape. 
Who  would  continue — who,  but  only  I — 
In  such  a  cruel  cutthroat's  company  1 
Yet  Amadine  is  there ;  how  can  I  choose  ► 
Ah,  silly  soul !  how  oftentimes  she  sits 
And  sighs,  and  calls,  Come,  eiifpiitrd,  come; 
Sweet  Mtieetlor-us,  comt  and  set  me  free. 
When  Mucedorua  present  stands  her  by ! 
But  here  she  comes. 

£ntfr  Amadine 

What  news,  fair  lady,  as  you  walk  these  woods  ? 

Amadine.  Ah,  hermit !  none  but  bad,  and  such 
As  thou  knowest 

MucEDORUS.  How  do  you  like 
Your  Bremo  and  his  woods  t 

Amadink.  Not  my  Bremo, 
Nor  Bremo's '  woods. 

MucKDORUH.  And  why  not  yours  1 
Jletliinks  he  loves  you  well. 

Amadine.  I  like  him  not. 
His  love  to  me  is  nothing  worth. 

MucEDORUS.  Lady,  in  this  (methinka)  you  offer 

To  hate  the  man  tlutt  ever  lores  you  best. 
'  [Old  oopi**,  hU  Bremo.] 
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Ahadise.  Hermit,^  I  take  no  pleasure  in  hia 
love, 
Neither  doth  Bremo  like  mo  best 
MucEDORUS.  Pardon  my  boldness,  lady,'  eith 
we  both 
May  safely  talk  now  out  of  Bremo's  sight    Unfold 
To  me  (if  so  you  please)  the  full  discourse, 
How,  when,  and  why  you  came  into  these  woods, 
And  fell  into  this  bloody  butcher's  hands. 
Amadise.  Hermit,  I  will ; 

Of  late  a  worthy  shepherd  I  did  love 

MucBDORua  A  shepherd,  lady  I    Sure,  a  man 
unfit 
To  match  with  yon  I 

AuAOiNE.    Hermit,    'tis'   tnie ;  and   when    we 

had 

MuCEDORUS.  Stay  there,  the  wild  man  comes ; 
Refer  the  rest  until  another  time. 

£itUr  Bremo. 

Bremo.  What  secret  tale  is  this,  what  whispering 

have  we  here  t 
Villain,  I  ctiarge  thee  tell  thy  tale  again. 
MucEDORUS.  If  needs  I  must,  lo !   here  it  is 

again: 
When  as  we  both  hail  lost  the  sight  of  thee, 
It  griev'd  us  both,  but  specially  the  queen, 
Who  in  thy  absence  ever  fears  the  worst, 
Lest  some  mischance  befall  your  royal  grace. 
Shall  my  sweet  Bremo  wander  through  the  woods  : 
Toil  to  and  fro  for  to  redress  my  wants  : 
Hazani  his  life,  and  all  to  cherish  me  I 
I  like  not  this,  quoth  she. 
And  thereupon  [she]  crav'd  to  know  of  me, 
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If  I  could  teach  her  handle  weapons  well 
My  answer  was,  I  had  email  skill  therein, 
But  glad,  most  mighty  king,  to  learn  of  thee. 
And  this  was  all. 

Brkho.  Was't  so  1 
None  can  disliku  of  this.    I'll  teach 
You  both  to  fight     But  first,  my  queen,  begin : 
Here,  take  this  weapon ;  see  how  thou  canst  use  it 

Ahadime.  This  is  too  big ; 
I  cannot  wield  it  in  my  arm. 

BREMa    Ist  so,  we'll  have  a  knotty  crabtree 
staff  for  thee : 
But,  sirrah,  tell  me,  what  say'st  thou  t 

MOCEDOBUS.  With  all  my  heart  I  willing  am  to 

learn. 
Breho.  Then  take  my  staff,  and  see  how  thou 

canst  wield  it 
MucEDOKua  First  teach  me  how  to  hold  it  in 

my  hand. 
Breho.   Thou  hold'st  it  well.    [To  Amadine.] 
Look  how  he  doth ; 
Thou  mayest  the  sooner  learn. 
MuCEDOKXis.  Next  tell  me  how  and  when  'tis 

best  to  strike. 
Bbeuo.  'Tis  best  to  strike  when  time  doth  serve, 
'Tis  best  to  lose  no  time. 

MUCEDORUS.  Then  now  or  never  is  my  time  to 

strike. 
Bremo.  And  when  thou  strikest,  be  sure  to  hit 

the  head. 
MuCEDORUS.  The  head  1 
Bremo.  The  very  head. 
MuCEDORUS.  Then  have  at  tliiuo, 
So  lie  there  and  die ;       [ife  strOut  Itim.  daunt  drad. 
A  death,  no  doubt,  according  to  desert, 
Or  else  a  worse,  as  thou  deservest  a  worse. 
Amadine.  It  glads  my  heart  this  tyrant's  death 
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UtJCXDORCS.  Now,  lady,  it  remains  in  you 
To  end  the  tale  you  lately  had  begun. 
Being  interrupted  by  this  wicked  wight — 
You  said  you  loved  a  shepherd  I 

AmadiNe.  Ay,  so  I  do,  and  none  but  only  him  ; 
And  will  do  still,  as  lon^  as  life  shall  last. 

MUCEDORUS.  But  tell  me,  lady,  sith  I  set  you 

^\^lllt  course  of  life  do  you  intend  to  take  ! 
Amadine.   I  will  (disguised)  wander  through 
the  world 
Till  I  have  found  him  out. 

MllCEDORUS.  How,  if  yoQ  find  your  shepherd  in 

these  woods  I 
Ahadine.  Ah  1  none  so  happy  then  as  Amadine.' 
MucEDORUs.  In  tract  of  tiine  a  man  may  alter 
much  : 
Say,  lady,  do  you  know  your  shepherd  well  ? 

[He  diamrers  hitiurf/. 
ath  he  set  me  fnx'  t 

MucEDOBUS,  He  hath  sot  thee  free, 

Amadine.  And  lived  so  long 
Unknown  to  Amadine  T 

MucKDORUS.  Ay,  that's  a  auostion 
Whereof  you  m^  not  he  resolved. 
You  know  that  I  am  banish'd  from  the  court, 
I  know  likewise  each  passage  is  beset. 
So  that  we  cannot  long  escape  unknown. 
Therefore  my  will  is  this,  that  we  return, 
Right  through  the  thickets,  to  the  wild  man's  cave, 
And  there  a  while  live  on  his  provision. 
Until  the  search  and  narrow  watch  be  past : 
This  is  my  counsel,  and  I  tliink  it  best. 


'  [tn  the  old  coptEi  there  ia  here  >  direction.  He  ditjpiittik 
Aimtelf,  which  ajipean  vrong,  ax  Mueedorua  1«  tklreadj  ili»- 
EuiKd,  and  «hst  he  next  doe*  is,  in  fact,  to  dJiiooTer   , 

biiuseir] 
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AHADIHft.  I  think  the  very  same. 
MUCEDOKUS.  Come,  let's  begone. 

Enter  the  Clown,  who  uamhet,  andfalU  over  the 
wUd  man,  arul  to  earria  him  aieay. 

Clown.  Nay,  soft,  sir,  we  you  here  1  a  bots  on 
you! 
I  was  like  to  be  hanged  for  not  finding  you. 
We  would  borrow  a  certain  stray  king's  daughter 

of  you ; 
A  wench,  a  wench,  air,  we  would  have. 

MUCEDORUS.  A  wench  of  me !   I'll  make  thee 

eat  my  aword. 
Clown.  O  Lord,  nay,  and  you  are  ao  losty. 
ril  call  a  cooling  card  for  you  : 
Ho,  master,  master,  come  away  quickly  ! 

£iUer  SEGASTO. 
Segasto.  What's  the  matter  1 
Clown.  Look,  master,  Amadine  and  the  shep- 
herd !     0  brave ! 
Segasto.  Wluit,  minion,  have  I  found  you  out  f 
Clown.   Nay,  that's  a  lie,  I   found    her  out 

myself. 
Seqasto.  Thou  gadding  huswife. 
What  cause  hadat  thou  to  gad  abroad. 
When  as  thou  knowest  our  wedding-day  ao  nigh  t 
Amadink.  Not  BO,  Segasto;  no  such  thing  in 
hand. 
Show  your  assurance,  then  I'll  answer  yoni 
■  Segasto.  Thy  father's  promise  my  assurance  is. 
Ahadine.  But  what  he  promis'd  he  hath  not 

Segasto.  It  rests  in  thee  to  perform  the  same. 

Amabise.  Not  1. 

Seoasto.  And  why  f 

Amadine.  So  is  my  will,  and  therefore  even  so. 


HUCEDOKU«.  251 

CloWX.  Master,  with  a  Donuy,  nonny,  no.' 

Sbgasto.  Ah,  wicked  villain  !  art  t)iou  here  % 

MvCEDOHua.  What  needs  these  words  1  wo 
weigh  them  not 

Segasto.  We  weigh  them  not !  proud  shepherd, 
I  scorn  thy  company. 

Clown.  We'll  not  liavc  a  comer  of  thy  com- 
pany. 

ftluCGDORUS.  I  BCom  not  thee,  nor  yet  tlie  least 
of  thine. 

Clown.  That's  a  lie,  a  would  have  kill'd  me 
with  his  pugs-naudo. 

Segastu.  This  stoutness,  Amadine,  contents  me 

Amadise.  Then  seek  another,  that  may  you 
better  plenjte, 

MucEDORtrs.  Well,  Amadine,  it  only  rests  in  thee 
Without  delay  to  make  thy  choice  of  three. 
There  stands  ^>egasto :  here  a  shepherd  stands : 
There  stands  the  third.     Now  make  thy  choice. 

CmWN.  A  lonl  at  the  least  1  am. 

AUAUisa  )Iy  choice  is  ma<le  ;  for  I  will  iionti 
liut  thee. 

Segastu.  A  worthy  mate,  mi  ilouht,  for  such  a 
wife. 

MiTCKDORUS.    And,   Amadine,    why   wilt  thon 
none  but  me  i 
I  cannot  keep  thee,  as  thy  father  did  ; 
I  have  no  lands  for  to  maintain  thy  stntt- ; 
Moreover,  if  thou  mean  to  be  my  wife, 
Commonly  this  must  be  thy  use : 
To  bed  at  midnight,  up  at  four. 
Drudge  all  day,  and  trudeu  from  place  to  place, 
Whereby  our  daily  victmus  for  to  win  : 
And  last  of  all,  which  is  the  worst  of  all, 
No  princess  then,  but  a  plain  sheplierd's  wife. 

'  [Ediu.,  none,  none,  no.] 
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Clown,  Then  God  gi'  you  good  morrow,  eoody 
shepherd  1  plnde. 

Ahadink  Itshallnotneed;if Amadinedolive, 
Thou  shalt  be  crowned  King  of  Arnigon. 

Clown.  0  master,  Uugh ;  when  he's  king,  then 
I'll  be  a  queen. ,  [^Atide. 

MucEDORUS.    Then  know  that,  which  never 
tofore  was  known, 
I  am  no  shepherd,  no  Arr^onian  I, 
But  bom  of  royal  blood.     My  father's  of  Valentia 
King,  my  mother  Queen:  who,  for  thy  secret'  sake, 
Took  this  hard  task  in  hand. 
Ahadine.  Ah,  how  I  joy  my  fortune  is  so  good ! 
Seqasto.  Well,  now  I  see  Segasto  shall  not 
speed ; 
But,  Mucedorus,  I  as  much  do  Joy 
To  see  thee  here  within  our  Court  of  Arragon, 
As  if  a  kingdom  had  befallen  me  this  time. 
I  with  my  heart  surrender  her  to  thee. 

[He  givelh  her  unto  him. 

And  loose  -  what  right  to  Amadine  I  have. 

Clown.  What,  [a]  barn's  door,  and  bom  where 

my  father 

Was  constable.     A  bota  on  thee  !  how  dost  thee  I 

[Ande. 

Mucedorus.  Thanks,  Segasto ;    but  yet  you 

levell'd  at  the  crown. 
Clown.  Master,  bear  this  and  bear  all. 
Segasto.  Why  so,  sir  1 

Clown.  He  sees  you  take  a  goose  by  the  crown. 
Segasto.  Go  to,  sir,  away,  poet  you  to  the  King, 
Whose  heart  is  fraught  with  careful  doubts ; 
Glad  him  up,  and  tell  him  these  good  news. 
And  we  will  follow  as  fast  as  we  may. 
Clown.  1  go,  master;  I  run,  master. 

[Ereunt  ttveraUg. 

I  [Edit  IdlO,  taertd.\  ■  [Old  copi«l,  look.] 
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Entfr  Uie  King  and  COLLEN. 

King.  Break,  heart,  and  end  m7  pallid  ^  woea ! 
My  Amadine,  the  comfort  of  my  life, 
How  can  I  joy,  except  she  were  in  sight  ? 
Her  absence  breedeth  aorrow  to  my  soul, 
And  with  a  thunder  breaks  my  heart  in  twain. 

CoLLEN.  Forbear  those  passions,  gentle  King, 
And  you  shall  see  'twill  turn  unto  the  beat, 
And  bring  your  soul  to  quiet  and  to  joy. 

King.  Such  joy  aa  death,  I  do  assure  me  that, 
And  nought  but  death,  unless  of  her  1  hear, 
And  that  with  speed ;  I  cannot  sigh  thus  long — 
But  what  a  tumult  do  I  hear  within  1 

IThey  cry  viilhin,  Joy  and  happiiuu  ! 

GOLLEN.  I  hear  a  noise  of  overpassing  joy 
Within  the  court.     My  lord,  be  of  good  comfort. 
And  here  comes  one  in  haste. 


Enter  (lie  Clown,  running. 

Clown.  A  King,  a  king,  a  king ! 

CoLL&N.   Why,  how  now,  sirrah  J   what's  the 

matter  ( 
Clown.  0,  'tia  news  for  a  king ;   'tis  worth 

money. 
King.  Why,  sirrah,  thou  ahalt  have  silver  and 

gold,  if  it  be  good. 
Clown.  0,  'tia  good,  'tis  good,     Amadine- — 
Kino.  0.  what  of  her  1  tell  me,  and  I  will  make 

thee  a  knighc 
Clown.  How,  a  sprite  )  no,  by  Lady,  I  will  not 
be  a  sprite,  maatera.    Get  ye  away ;  if  I  be  a 
sprite,  1  shall  be  so  lean,  I  shall  make  you  all 
afraid. 

>  [Edit.  ISeS,  ftitd;  IIOS, poUiute.l 
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CoLLEN.  Thou  sot,  the  King  means  to  make 

thee  a  gentleman. 
Clown.  Wliy,  1  shall  want  'ppareL 
King.  Thou  shalt  want  for  nothing. 
Clown.  Then  stand  away  ;  trick  ^  up  thyself; 

here  they  come. 

KiiUr  Sbgasto,  Mucedokus,  and  Amadinb. 

AuADiNE.  My  gracious  father,  pardon  thy  dis* 
loyal  daughter. 

King.  \Vhat,  do  mine  eyes  behold  my  daughter 
Amadine  1    Kise  up,  dear  daughter. 
And  let  these  my  embracing  arms  show  some 
Token  of  thy  father's  joy,  which,  ever  since 
Tliy  depailure,  hath  languished  in  sorrow. 

AUADINE.  Dear  father, 
Xever  wore  your  sorrows  greater  than  my  griefs  : 
\ever  you  so  desolate  as  I  comfortless. 
Yet,  nevertheless,  acknowle<lging  myself 
To  be  the  cause  of  both,  on  bended  knees 
I  humbly  crave  your  pardon. 

King.  I'll  pardon  tiiee,  dear  daughter,  but  as  for 
Him 

Amadine.  Ah,  fatlicr  I  what  of  him ) 

King.  As  sure  as  1  am  king,  and  we^r  the  crown, 
I  will  revenge  on  that  accursed  wretch. 

Mucedokus.  Yet,  worthy  prince,  work  not  thy 
will  in  wrath : 
Show  favour. 

King.  Ay,  such  favour  as  thou  deservest 

Mucedokus.  I  do  doser\-e  the  daughter  of  a 
king. 

King.  0,  impudent !  a  shepherd  and  so  insolent  t 

MuCEDORUS.  Ko  shepherd  [am]  I,  but  a  worthy 
prince. 

>ll^it.l610,  ifWJb.l 
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ElNO.  In  fair  conceit,  not  princely  bom. 

UucEDORUS.  Yes,  princely  bom ;  my  father  is 
a  king. 
My  mother  queen,  and  of  Valentia  both. 

Ring.  What,  Mucedonia  1  welcome  to  our  court ! 
What  cause  hadst  thou  to  come  to  me  disguis'd  1 

MUCEDORUS.  No  cause  to  fear;   I  caused  no 
ofTence, 
But  this — desiring  tliy  daughter's  virtues  for  to  see, 
Dieguis'd  myself  trom  out  my  father's  court, 
Unknown  to  any.     In  secret  I  did  rest. 
And  passed  many  troubles  near  to  death ; 
So  hath  your  daughter  my  partaker  been. 
As  you  shall  know  hereafter  more  at  large, 
Desiring  you,  you  will  give  her  to  me, 
Even  aa  mine  own,  and  sovereign  of  my  life, 
Then  shall  I  think  my  travels  are  well  B|jent 

Kino.  With  all  my  heart,  hut  this — 
Segasto  claims  my  promise  made  tufore, 
Tliat  he  should  have  her  aa  his  only  wile, 
Before  my  council,  when  we  came  from  war, 
Segasto,  may  I  crave  thee  lot  it  pass. 
And  give  Amadinc  as  wife  to  Mucedorus. 

Segasto.  With   all   ray   lieart,   were   it   a   fnr 
greater  thing. 
And  what  I  may  to  funiisli  up  their  rites, 
With  pleasing  sports  and  ))a&times  you  shall  see. 

King,  Thanks,  good  Segasto;  1  will  tliiuk  of 
this. 

Mucedorus.  Thanks,  good  my  loixi ;  and  while 

Account  of  me  in  what  I  can  or  may. 

Amadine.    And,    good    Segasto,    these    great 
courtesies 
Shall  not  he  forgot. 

Clown,  ^^'hy,  hark  you,  master  I  bones,  what 
have  you  done  t  Wliat,  given  away  the  wench 
you  made  me  take  such  pains  fort  you  are  wise 
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indeed ;  maas,  and  I  hod  known  of  that,  I  would 
have  had  her  myself.  Faith,  master,  now  we  may 
go  to  breakfast  with  a  woodcock-pie, 

Seqasto.  Go,  sir;  you  were  beet  leave  tbia 
knavery. 

King.  Come  on,  my  lords,  let's  now  to  court. 
Where  we  may  finish  up  the  joyfullest  day 
That  ever  happ'd  to  a  dtBtresaed  king.' 

'  After  thli  lin«,  in  tlie  edition  of  ISIO,  occara  the  follow- 
ing •ab»titation  for  tlie  linei  in  edit.  1G98,  bM^nning  "  Ho, 
lontB,"  knd  eonclnding  with  "Sxeitnt  omnm  .■^— 

Were  but  thy  father,  the  ValentU  lord. 
Present  in  view  of  this  combining  knot, 

A  ikout  within.    Enter  a  Meubknoer. 
What  shout  was  thktir 

Mbsbenger.  My  lord,  the  great  Y&Ientia  king. 
Newly  arrived,  entreats  yonr  presence. 
MrcBDOHua.  My  father  1 

Kma  of  Arraoon.  Piepaied  welcomes ;  give  him 
entertainment. 
A  happier  planet  never  leiffned  than  that, 
Which  governs  at  this  hoar.  [Sound. 

Eater   the  Kmo  OF  Talbntia,   Akhbluo,   SoDBtflO, 
Barchids,  with  othtrt;  tke  Kino  nm*  and  em- 
bracei  hit  ion. 
Kino  of  Talxhtia.  Rise,  honour  of  my  age,  food  to 

Condemn  not  (mighty  King  of  Arragon) 
My  rude  behaviour,  so  compelt'd  by  Nature, 
That  manner  stood  luiknowledged. 
KiHO  OF  Arraooh.  What  we  have  to  recite  woul<l 
tedious  prove 
By  declaration  ;  therefore  in  and  feast. 
To-monow  the  performance  shall  explain. 
What  words  conceal ;  till  then,  drums,  epee^,  bells,  ring  : 
Give  plausive  welcomes  to  our  brother  king. 

[Sound  drum*  <md  Imnpeli,    Juewnt  omnm. 
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With  mirth  and  joy  imd  great  solemnity 

We'll  finish  up  these  Hymen's  rites  most  pleasantly. 

Clown.  Uo,  lords  1  at  the  first,  I  am  one  too  ; 
but  hear,  Master  King,  by  your  leave,  a  cast.  Nnw 
yoH  have  done  with  tiiem,  I  pray  you  begin  with 
me. 

King.  Why,  wliat  wouldst  thou  havel 

Clown.  0,  you  forgot  now  !  a  little  apparel  to 
make's  handsome.  What,  should  lords  go  so 
begj;arly  as  I  do  1 

King.  What  I  did  promise  thee,  I  will  perform. 
Attend  on  me :  come,  let's  depart. 

[  T/iey  all  »pe<ii. 
Well  wait  on  you  with  alt  our  lieaiis. 

Clown.  And  witli  a  piece  of  my  liver  too, 

[a^eant  omrits. 


I 


Enter  CoMEDT  and  Envy. 

COUEDY.  How  now,  Envy)  what,  blushest  tli>>u 
already) 
Peep  forth,  hide  not  thy  head  with  shame ; 
But  with  a  courage  praise  a  woman's  deeds. 
Thy  threats  were  vain,  Uiou  couldst  do  me   tio 

Although    thou    seem'st    to    eroas  me   with   de- 

I   ovenvhelm'd    and    tum'd    upside    down    thy 

block, 
And  made  thyself  to  stumble  at  the  same. 

Envy.  Though  stumbled,  yet  not  overthrown  : 
Thou  canst  not  draw  my  heart  to  mildness. 
Yet  must  I  needs  confess  thou  hast  done  well. 
And   play'd   thy   part   with  mirth   and  pleasant 

glee. 
Say  all  tjiis  ;  yet  canst  tliou  not  con<|Uer  me, 
Although  tlus  time  thou  hast  got — 

VOL.  VIL  K 


S68  MVCXDOBUS. 

Yet  not  the  conqneet  neither, 
A  double  revenge  another  time  111  have.^ 
CoHKDY.  Then,  caitiff  cursed,  stoop  upon  thy 
knee; 
Yield  to  a  woman,  though  not  to  me, 

>  [In  the  Aditlon  of  1610,  the  Mucloalon,  from  thii  liaa, 
U  M  different,  thkt  ttie  beat  mode  ftppeued  to  b«  U>  give  it 

at  the  foot  of  the  ptge  : — 

Comedy.  Envy,  Bpit  thy  gall ; 
Plot,  work,  contrive  ;  create  new  bllacies ; 
Team  from  thy  womb  eiich  minute  &  black  traitor, 
Whose  blood  and  thoughts  have  twin  conception  ; 
Study  to  act  deeds  yet  unchronicled  ; 
Cast  native  monsters  in  the  moulds  of  men  ; 
Case  vicioua  devils  under  soncted  rochete  ; 
Unhaap  the  wicket,  where  all  perjureds  rooat, 
And  swarm  this  ball  with  treasons.     Do  thy  worst ; 
Thou  canst  not  (hell-hound)  croes  my  star '  to-nigh^ 
Nor  blind  that  glory,  where  I  wish  deli({bt 

Envt.  I  can.     I  will. 

CoUEDT.  Nefarious  hag,  begin  ; 
And  let  us  tog,  till  one  the  mast'rv  win. 

Envy.  Comedy,  thou  art  a  shallow  goose ; 
III  overthrow  thee  in  thine  own  intent. 
And  make  thy  fall  my  comic  merriment. 

CouBDi.  Thy  policy  wants  gravity ;  thou  art  too 

Speak,  fiend.    As  how  J 

Envy.  Whv  thus ; 
From  my  foul  study  will  I  hoist  a  wretch, 
A  lean  and  hungry  negro '  cannibal : 
Whose  jaws  swell  to  his  eyea  with  chawing  malice, 
And  him  I'll  make  a  poet. 

Comedy.  What's  that  to  th'  purpose ) 

Envy.  This  scrambling  raven,  with  his  needy  beard, 
Will  I  whet  on  to  write  a  comedy, 
Wherein  shall  be  conipos'd  dark  sentences. 
Pleasing  to  factious  brains  : 
And  every  other  where  place  me  a  jest 
Whose  high  abuse  shall  mote  torment  than  blows. 
1  [Old  copy,  mart.]  •  [Old  copy,  nraiTK.] 
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And  pray  we  both  together  witli  our  hearts. 
That  she  thrice  Nestor's  years  may  with  us  reat, 


Then  I  myaelf  (quicker  thou  lightning), 

Wilt  Bj  me  to  a  puissant  magistrate. 

And  waiting  with  a.  trenclicr  at  his  back, 

In  midst  of  jollity  reheane  those  galls ' 

(With  some  additions)  bo  lately  vented  in  your  theatre  : 

He  upon  this  cannot  but  make  complaint, 

To  your  great  danger,  or  at  least  restraint. 

Comedy.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  laugh  to  hear  thy  folly  ; 
This  is  a  trap  for  boys,  not  men,  uor  such, 
En>eciall;  desenful  in  their  doings. 
Whose  staid  discretion  rules  their  purposes. 
1  and  my  faction  do  eschew  those  vices. 
But  see,  O  see,  tho  weary  sun  for  reat 
Hath  lain  his  golden  compass  to  the  west) 
Where  lie  perpetool  bide  and  ever  shine. 
As  David's  oSepring  in  his  happy  clime. 
Stoop,  Envy,  stoop,  bow  to  the  earth  with  me. 
Let's  beg  our  pardons  on  our  bended  knee.     [  They  kntel. 

Envt,  My  [Kiwer  has  tost  her  might ;  Envy's  date's 
e»yired, 
Ton  splendant  majesty  hath  fell'd  my  sting, 
And  1  amazed  am.  [Pall  dotcn  and  quake. 

.rch-Cssaron  this  earth, 


COUEDT.  Qloriousandnise  Arch- 


To  please  your  senses  in  a  choice 
Thus  we  commit  you  to  the  anus  of  night, 
Whose  spangled  carcase  would  (for  your  delight) 
Strive  to  excel  the  day.     Be  blesseii  then  ; 
Who  other  wishes,  let  him  never  speak. 

Envt.  Amen! 
To  Fame  and  Honour  we  commend  your  rest  \ 
Live  stilt  more  happy,  every  hour  more  blest, 
ntna.] 
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And  from  her  foes  liJgfa  God  deCend  her  tfiU, 
'JTIut  the7  'gainst  her  ii»j  never  wnk  thar  wilL 

ExvY.  Envy,  were  he  never  so  stoat 
Woniil  beck  and  bow  tiuto  ber  majesty. 
Indeed,  Comedy,  thon  hast  overran  me  now, 
And  forc'd  roe  stoop  onto  a  woman's  away. 
Ooil  grant  her  grace  amonzst  as  long  may  leign. 
And  those  that  would  not  nave  it  so, 
W<nild  that  by  Envy  soon  their  hearts  they  might 

forego. 
CoHEbY.  The  conncil,  nobles,  and  this  realm, 
lyjrd,  guide  it  still  with  thy  most  holy  hand! 
Tlif!  Oommona  aod  the  subjects,  grant  them  grace, 
Tlieir  jtrince  to  serve,  her  to  obey,  and  treason  to 

deface : 
l/fing  may  she  reign  in  joy  and  great  felicity, 
f-ju:h  Christian  heart  do  say  amen  with  me. 

[Exeunt. 


THK  TWO  ANGRY  WOMEN  OF  ABINGTON. 


EDITION. 

Tha  PlaaatU  Hittorie  of  tht  two  angrit  women  ofAbing- 
ton.  With  the  kwnorout  mirthe  of  Dick  Coanus  and 
Nicheleu  Proverbs,  two  SemingiMn,  At  it  wm  Uady 
ftayde  by  the  right  Honorahk  the  EarU  (^Nottingham, 
Lord  high  Admiratl,  hi*  lervantt.  By  Henry  Porter 
Oenl.  Imprinted  at  London  for  loteph  Sunt,  and 
William  Ferhrand,  and  are  to  be  aolde  at  the  Comer  of 
Coltnan-itreeii,  neert  Loathbitrie.     1690,     4°. 


Another  4c,  printed  for  Ferbrand  alone, 
Jished  during  the  same  year, — Dyu. 


8  pnb- 


roYCE'S   PREFACE.)' 


The  text  of  the  Tonnet  4>,  which  is,  I  apprehend,  the 
earlier  impressioa,  bw  been  adopted  in  the  present 
reprint,  except  where  the  reading!  of  the  other  edition 
have  been  occaaionally  preferred,  and  where  obvious 
typographical  errors  have  been  rectified.  Every  minute 
partjcnlar  in  which  the  second  4°  differs  from  the 
first,  I  have  thought  it  unnecesaary  to  note.  The 
absurd  punctuation  and  faulty  metrical  arrangement 
of  the  old  copy  have  not  been  followed  ;  and  I  Diust  be 
allowed  to  add  lliat  1  have  retained  the  original  spell- 
ing only  in  accordauce  to  the  decision  of  the  Percy 
Council.* 

Though  Henry  Port«r  was  a  dramatist  of  considerable 
reputation,  all  his  productions,  except  the  copy  now  re- 
printed, appear  to  have  utterly  perished ;  and,  I  believe, 
the  only  materials  to  be  found  for  his  biography  are  the 
subjoined  memoranda  in  the  Diary  of  Henslowe  :■ — 

'  [To  the  ediUoD  printed  In  the  Percy  Society's  Series.] 

*  [The  old  spelling  has  now  been  tbuidaned.] 

*  For  these  I  am  indebted  to  the  kindness  of  Ut  J.  P. 
Collier,  »ho  is  now  editing  "  Henslowe's  Diary  "  for  the 
Shakespesn  Society.  The  portions  of  it  which  were  puU 
Ushed  by  Ifalone  are  very  incorrectly  given. 
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"Fd  tbia  23  of  Aguite  1S97  to  Hue;  PoTtar  to  \ 
airye  to  T.  Nuhe  now  tt  thii  tjma  la  the  ffleta  for  f 
wiTtioge  of  ^  tyOt  of  Dcgga  ton  ihellinge*  to  bee  f 
ptide  »gen  tAne  when  be  caanB  t  axj  tea  ihiUingw  ) 

Lent  unto  ^e  company  the  30  of  U«ye  1C98  to  bys  \ 
ft  boocko '  etHfiA  Love  prmtaUd  the  Mme  of  fover  \ 
powadee  dd.  to  Thomu  Dowloo,  Hr  Porter  ) 

Lent  nnto  tbe  company  the  IS  of  Agnate  1668  to  \ 
bye  a  Booke  called  Btnitt  Anger  tone  covid  of  Mr  r 
Porter,  Mr  Cbeattell  and  bengemen  Johnson  in  fnll  i 
payment,  the  eoke  of  J 

Lent  nnto  Thomu  Dowten  the  92  of  I>e•e•nba^^ 
1G88  to  bye  a  boocke  of  Harey  Porter  called  Me  2pte  \ 
of  the  2  (mjrrejr  Women  of  Ahengton  ) 

Let  nnto  Harey  Porter  at  the  reqneat  of  the  ooni-^ 
pany  in  eameat  of  hu  booke  called  ij  meny  wonen  of\ 
<^ington  the  aome  of  forty  ahelliDga  and  for  the  reiayte  I 
of  that  money  he  gave  me  his  faythfult  promiae  that^ 
1  ahoald  hare  alle  bis  bookei  which  he  mitte  etherj 
him  lelfe  or  with  any  other  which  Bome  wu  dd.  the  I 
28th  of  febreaiy  lG93[-9].  ) 

Lent  nnto  Harey  CheattoU  the  4^  of  Hsrch  1S9S['9]\ 
in  eamestc  of  hia  boocke  which  Barey  Porter  and  bey 
ie  a  writUnge  the  some  ol — called  tka  Speneeri.  f 

Lent  Harey  Porter  the  II  of  Aprell  1E99  the  some ) 
of  ! 

Lent  Hary  Porter  the  16  of  Aprell  1669  the  aome  ) 
of  t 

Lent  Harey  Porter  the  S  of  Maye  I59S  the  some  I 
of  i 

Lent  Harey  Porter  the  IG  of  Haye  1S99  the  aome  ) 


'  Book  in  these  entries  means  play. 
■  This  entry  i*  stmck  throngfa,  the  money  bavfaig  been 
rep^. 
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B«  it  knowne  unto  all  men  tlut  I  Hem?  Porter  do  owe 
unto  Phillip  Henehloira  the  8om«  of  x*  of  lawioll  moDe;  of 
EngUnd  vhiohldidboiTOweof  h;m  the2Sof  Hayes*,  dom. 
1069  Henry  Porter.' 

"The  Two  Angry  Women  of  Abington"  b  thus 
noticed  by  the  late  Cbail&a  Lamb  :  "  The  pleasant 
comedy  from  which  these  extracts  are  taken  is  contem- 
porary with  Bome  of  the  earliest  of  Shakespeare's,  and  is 
no  whit  inferior  to  either  the  "  Comedy  of  Errors  "  or 
the  "  Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  for  instance.  It  is  full  of 
business,  humonr,  and  merry  malice.  Its  night  scenes 
are  peculiarly  sprightly  and  wakeful.  The  Tersification 
unenconibered,  and  rich  with  compound  epithets.* 

A.D. 

'  This  entry  U  in  Porter's  own  handwriting. 

'  "Spec  of  Engl.  Dram.  Poets," ii.  185,  edit.  1S35. 


THE  PROLOGUK 

Gentlemen,  I  come  to  ye  like  one  that  lacks  and 
would  borrow,  but  was  loth  to  ask,  lest  he  should 
be  denied  :  I  would  ask,  but  I  would  ask  to  obtain  ; 
0,  would  I  knew  that  manner  of  asking  1  To  bog 
were  base ;  and  to  couch  low,  an<l  to  carry  an  humble 
ehow  of  entreaty,  were  too  dog-like,  that  fawns 
un  his  master  to  get  a  bone  from  his  trencher  ;  out, 
cur !  I  cannot  abide  it ;  to  put  on  the  shape  and 
habit  of  this  new  world's  new-found  beggars,  mis- 
termed  soldiers,'  as  thus :  "  Sweet  gentlemen,  let  a 
poor  scholar  implore  and  exerate  that  you  would 
make  him  rich  in  the  possession  of  a  mite  of  your 
favours,  to  keep  him  a  true  man  in  wit,  and  to  jmy 
for  hie  lodging  among  the  Muses  I  so  God  him  help, 
he  is  driven  to  a  most  low  estate !  'tis  not  unknown 
what  service  of  words  he  hath  been  at ;  he  lost  his 
limbs  in  a  late  conflict  of  flont;  a  bi-avo  repulse 
and  a  hot  assault  it  was,  he  doth  protest,  as  ever 
he  saw,  since  ho  knew  what  the  report  of  a  volley 

of  jests  were;  he  shall  therefore  desire  you" 

A  plagne  upon  it,  each  beadie  disdained  would 
whip  him  from  your  company.  Well,  gentlemen, 
I  cannot  tell  how  to  get  your  favours  better  than 
by  desert ;  then  the  worse  luck,  or  the  worse  wit, 
or  somewhat,  for  I  shall  not  now  deserve  it.  Well, 
then,'  I  commit  myself  to  my  fortunes  and  your 
contents;  contented  to  die,  if  your  severe  judg- 
ments shall  judge  me  to  be  stung  to  death  with 
the  adder's  hifls. 


i».  38-*0.] 


THE  NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS." 
H[utSB]  QoDBSST. 

HlBt(UUS]  QODUEt. 

U[abt>b]  BuvBi. 
H»((kbu]  Babmei. 
Fbuh  Oocbsei. 

Pbiuf  [BAHns.] 

BOT. 

Hall  Babhu. 

BlOK   COOMEB. 

HODCf. 

NtCBOI-AB   PbOVIHBS. 

Sir  Ralph  Sihth. 

[Ladt  Smith.] 

Will,  Sir  Ralpk'*  nan. 

[Otktr  AlUndmU.] 
'  From  the  second  edit.    Not  in  fint  edit. 


* 


THE  PIEASAHT  COMEDY  OF  THE  TWO 
ANGRY  WOMEN  OF  ABINGTON. 


Enter  MASTER  Goursey  and  hUw\fe,  and  MASTER 
Barnes  arid  hit  m/e,  mt/t  tktir  tteo  torn,  and 
their  tteotrvattU. 

Master  Goursey.  Good  Master  Barnes,  thin 
entertuQ  of  yours, 
So  full  of  courtesy  and  rich  delight. 
Makes  me  miadoubt  my  poor  ability 
In  quittance  of  this  friendly  courtesy. 

Mr  Bar.  0  Master  Goursey,  neighbour-amity 
Is  guch  a  Jewel  of  high-reckoned  Torth, 
As  for  the  attain  of  it  what  would  not  I 
Disburse,  it  is  so  precious  in  my  thoughts  ! 

Mr  Gour.   Kmd  sir,  near-dwelling  amity  in- 
deed 
Offers  the  heart's  inquiry  better  view 
Than  love  that's  seated  in  a  farther  soil : 
As  prospectives,*  the  *  nearer  that  they  be, 


'  Pnwpeete,  viewa,  aeenea  in  eight;  &  metniDg  of  the 
vord  which  U  foand  in  mach  later  wrilen. 
*  9o  Heond  edit.    Fint  edit.  ht. 
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Yield  better  judgment  to  the  judging  eye ; 
Things  seen  far  off  are  lessened  In  the  eye, 
When  their  true  shape  is  seen  being  hard  by. 

Mr  Bail  True,  sir,  'tis  so  ;  and  truly  I  esteem 
Mere '  amity,  familiar  neighbourhood, 
The  cousin-german  unto  wedded  love. 

Mr  Gour.  Ay,  sir,  there's  surely  some  alliance 
'twixt  them. 
For  they  have  both  the  offspring  from  the  heart : 
Within  the  heart's-blood-ocean  stOl  are  found 
Jewels  of  amity  and  gems  of  love. 

Mr  Bar.  Ay,  Master  Goursey,  I  have  in  my  time 
Seen  many  shipwrecks  of  true  honesty ; 
But  incident  such  dangers  ever  are 
To  them  that  without  compass  sail  bo  far  : 
Why,  what  need  men  to  swim,  when  they  may 

wade  t — 
But  leave  this  talk,  enough  of  this  is  said : 
And,  Master  Goursey,  in  good  faith,  sir,  welcome ; — 
And,  Mistress  Goursey,  I  am  much  in  debt 
Unto  your  kindness  that  would  visit  me. 

Mrs  Goue.  0  Master  Barnes,  you  put  me  but 
in  mind 
Of  that  which  I  should  say ;  tis  we  that  are 
Indebted  to  your  kindness  for  this  cheer : 
Which  debt  that  we  may  repay,  I  pray  let's  have 
Sometimes  your  company  at  our  homely  house. 

Mrs  Bar.  That,  Mistress  Goursey,  you  shall 
surely  have  j 
He'll "  be  a  bold  guest,  I  warrant  ye. 
And  bolder  too  with  yon  than  I  would  have  him. 

Mrs.  Gocr,    How,  do  you   mean  he  will  be 
bold  with  me  1 

Mrs  Bar,  \Vhy,  he  will  trouble  you  at  home, 
forsooth. 
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Often  call  in,  and  ask  ye  bow  ye  do  ; 

And  sit  and  chat  with  you  all  day  till  night, 
And  all  night  too,'  if  he  might  have  his  will, 
Mr  Bar.  Ay,  wife,  indeed  I  thank  her  for  her 
kindneiS ; 
She  hath  made  me  mnch  good  cheer  passing  that 
way. 
Mrs  Bar.  Passing  well-done  of  her.  she  is  a 
kind  wench. 
I  thank  ye.  Mistress  Goursey,  for  my  husband ; 
And  if  it  hap  your  husband  come  our  way 
A-hunting  or  such  ordinary  sports, 
I'll  do  as  much  for  yours  as  you  for  mine. 
Mr   Gour.   Pray  do,  forsooth. — God's  Loril, 
what  means  the  woman  t 
She  speaks  it  scornfully  :  faith,  I  care  not; 
Things  are  well-spoken,  if  they  be  well-taken. 

[Afid-.] 
What,  Mistress  Bamea,  is  it  not  time  to  part  1 
Mrs  Bar.  What's  a-clock,  sirrah  1 
Nicholas.  Tis  but  new-struck  one. 
Mr  Gour.  I  have  some  business  in  the  town 

by  three. 
Mr  Bar.  Till  then  let's  walk  into  the  orchard, 
sir. 
Wiat,  can  you  play  at  tables  1 
Mr  Govr.   Yes,  I  can. 
Mr  Bar.  What,  shall  we  have  a  game  ! 
Mr  Oour.  And  if  you  please. 
Mr  Bar.  I  'faith,  content ;  we'll  spend  an  hour 

Sirrah,  fetch  the  tables.* 


'  So  MeonJ  edit.     Firat  edit.,  to. 

'  The  audience  were  to  Buppose  that  llie  stase  now  ri^pre- 
eeiited  »n  orohard ;  for  be  il  rememberiit  that  there  was  no 
movable  painted  aceneiy  in  tlie  theatres  at  the  time  when 
lliiE  play  <viu  produced, 
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NiCH.  I  will,  sir.  [Exil. 

Fru.  Sirrah  Frank,  whilst  they  are  playing 
here, 
Well  to  the  green  to  bowls. 

Fran.  Philip,  content.     CoomeB,  come  hither, 
sirrah: 
When  our  fathers  part,  call  us  upon  the  green. 
Philip,  come,  a  rubbers,^  and  so  leave. 

Phil.  Come  on.  [Mxeunt  Philip  and  Francis.1 

GooMES.  'Sbloud,  I  do  not  like  the  humour  of 
these  springals ;  they'll  spend  all  their  fathers' 
good  at  gaming.  But  let  them  trowl  the  bowls 
upon  the  green.  I'll  trowl  the  bowls  in  the  but- 
tery by  the  leave  of  God  and  Master  Barnes  ;  and 
his  men  be  good  fellows,  so  it  is ;  if  they  be  not, 
let  them  go  snick  up.'  [Exit. 

Enter  NICHOLAS  with  the  labia. 

Mr  Bar.  So,  set  them  down. 
Mistress  Goursey,  how  do  you  like  this  game  1 

Mrs  Gour.  Well,  sir. 

Mr  Bar.  Can  ye  play  at  it  1 

Mrs  Gour.  A  little,  sir. 

Mr  Bar.  Faith,  so  can  my  wifa 

Mr  Gour.  Why,  then.  Master  Bamee,  and  if 
you  please. 
Our  wives  shall  try  the  quarrel  'twist  us  two. 
And  we'll  look  oa 

Mr  Bar.  I  am  content.     What,  women,*  will 
you  play  1 

Mrs  Gour.  I  care  not  greatly. 


'  Second  edit.,  mbber,  but  the  other  form  is  « 
our  old  writen. 

*  (So  second  edit]    Eqaitalent  to  be  hanged. 

*  Second  edit.,  icvnum,  which  i*  probablj  right ;  see  tiro 
pussges  further  on,  in  one  of  which  both  editioni  hare  vma*. 
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Mrs  Bab,  Nop  I,  hut  that  I  think  slie'U  play 

me  falsa 
Mr  Gour.  I'll  aee  she  ahull  not 
Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  sir,  she  will  be  aure  you  ahall 
not  see ; 
You,  of  all  men,  shall  not  mark  her  haud ; 
She  halli  such  close  conveyance  in  her  play. 

Mr  Goun.  la  she  so  cunning  grown  1     Come, 

come,  let's  see. 
Mrs  Gour,  Yea,  Mistress  Barnes,  will  ye  not 
house  your  jests, 
But  let  tUeni  roam  abroad  ao  carelessly  T 
Faith,  if  your  jeaSoua  tongue  utter  another, 
I'll    cross    ye    with    a   jest,   and    ye   were    my 

mother, — 
Come,  shall  we  play)  [AtiiU.] 

Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  what  shall  we  pby  a  gome  t 
Mrs  Gour.  A  pound  a  game. 
Mr  Gour.  How,  wife  t 
Mrs    Gour.    Faith,  husband,  not  a  tarthiug 

Mr  Gour.  It  is  too  much ;  a  shilling  were  good 

game. 
Mrs  Gour.  No,  we'll  be  ill-huswives  once ; 
You  have  been  oft  ill  husbands :  let 's  alone. 
Mr  Bar.  Wife,  will  you  play  so  much! 
Mrs  B,vr,    I  would  be  loth  to  be  so  frank  ii 
gamester 
As  Mistress  Goursey  is ;  and  yet  for  once 
I'll  play  a  pound  a  game  as  well  as  she. 
Mr  Bab.  Go  to,  you'll  have  your  will 

[O/ei'  to  go/rom  Ihem. 
Mrs  Bar.  Come,  there's  my  stake. 
Mrs  Gour.  And  there's  mine. 
Mrs  Bar.  Throw  for  the  dice.     Ill  luck  !  then 

they  are  yours. 
Mr  Bar.  Master  Goursey,  who  says  that  gam- 
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When    Buch   good    angels '    w&lk  'twixt    evcr^- 
castT 
Mr  Goub.  This  h  not  noble  Bport,  but  royal 

play. 
Mr  Sail  It  muBt  be  bo,  where  royals'  walk  mi 

fast 
Mrs  Bar.  Play  right,  I  pray. 
Mrs  Gour.  Why,  so  I  do. 
Mrs  Bar.  Where  stands  your  man  t 
Mrs  Gour.  In  his  right  place. 
Mrs  Bar.  Good  faith,  I  think  ye  play  mn  foul 

an  ace. 
Mr  Bar.  No,  wife,  she  plays  ye  true. 
Mrs  Bar.  Peace,  husband,  peace;  111  not  be 

judg'd  by  you. 
Mrs  Gour.  Husband,  Master  Barnes,  pray,  both 
go  walk ! 
We  cannot  play,jf  standers-by  do  talk. 
Mr  Gour.  Well,  to  your  game ;  we  will  not 
trouble  ye.  [Go  from  then. 

Mrs  Gour.  Where  stands  your  man  now  1 
Mrs  Bar.  Doth  he  not  stand  right  1 
Mrs  Gour,  It  stands  between  tlie  points. 
Mrs  Bar.  And  that's  my  spite. 
But  yet  methinks  the  dice  nms  much  uneven. 
That  I  throw  but  deuce-ace  and  you  eleven, 
Mrs  Gour.  And  yet  you  aee  that  I  cast  down 

the  hill. 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  I  beshrew  ye,  'tis  not  with  my 

will. 
Mrs  Gour.  Do  ye  beshrew  me ! 
Mrs  Bar.  No,  I  beshrew  the  dice. 
That  turn  you  up  more  at  once  than  me  at  twice. 
Mrs  Gour,  Well,  you  shall  see  them  turn  for 
you  anon. 


» 
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Mrs  Ear.  But  I  care  not  for  them,  when  your 

game  is  done. 
Mrs  Gour,  My  game !  what  game  t 
Mrs  Bar.  Your  game,  your  game  at  tables. 
Mrs  Gour.  Well,  miatreBs,  well ;  I  have  nad 

.iEaop's  fables, 
And  know  your  moral  meaning  well  enough, 
Mrs  Bar.  Lo,  you'll  be  angry  now !    here's ' 

good  Btuff. 
Mr  Gour.  How  now,  women  P  who  hath  \vm 

the  game  1 
Mrs  Gour.  S'obody  yet. 
Mb  Bar.  Your  wife's  the  fairest  for't. 
Mrs  Bar,  Ay,  in  your  eye. 
Mrs  Gour.  How  do  you  mean  T 
Mrs  Bar.  He  holds  you  fairer  fop't  than  I, 
Mrs  Gour.  For  what,  forsooth ) 
Mrs  Bar.  Good  gamester,  for  your  game, 
Mr  Bar.  Well,  try  it  out;  'tis  all  but  in  the 

bearing.^ 
Mrs  Bar.  Say,  if  it  come  to  bearing,  she'll  be 

beat. 
Mrs  Gour.  Why,  you're  as  good  a  bearer  as 

the  rest, 
Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  tJiat's  not  eo ;   you  bear  one 

maji  too  many, 
Mrs  Gour.  Better  do  so  than  bear  not  any. 
Mr  Bar.  Boshrew  me,  but  my  wife's  jests  grow 

too  bitter ; 
Pluner  speeches  for  her  were  more  fitter : ' 
Malira  lies  embowelled  in  her  tongue, 
And  new  hatch'd  hate  makes  every  jest  a  wrong. 
[AMe.] 

'  Read,  far  the  melre,  hert  ii, 
'  Second  adiL,  iramun  ;  tee  Hole,  p.  272. 
'  A.  Isrm  of  the  panie. 

'  Edit*.,  btller, — the  eye  of  the  original  compoeilar  kavJQ^ 
uDKht  the  word  above. 
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Mrs  Gour.  Look  ^e,  mistreBS,  dot  I  hit  ye. 
Mrs  Bar.  Why,  aj,  you  never  use  to  miss  a 

blot,i 
Especially  when  it  stands  so  fair  to  hit, 
Ubs  Oour  How  mean  ye,  Mistress  Barnes  1 
Mrs  Bajl  That  Mistress  Goursey's  in  the  hit- 
ting veia 
Mrs  Gour  I  hot  ^  your  man, 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  ay,  my  man,  my  man ;  but,  had 

I  known, 
I  would  have  had  my  man  stood  nearer  home. 
Mrs  Gour.  ^Vhy,  had  ye  kept  your  man  in  hi^ 

rkht  place, 
I  shouU  not  then  have  hit  him  with  an  ace. 
Mrs  Bar  Right,  by  the  Lord !  a  plague  upon 

the  bones  i 
Mrs  Gour.  And  a  hot  mischief  on  the  curser 

too! 
Mr  Bar  How  now,  wife  1 
Mr  Gour  Why,  what's  the  matter,  woman ) 

Mrs  Gour.  It  is  no  matter ;  I  am 

Mrs  Bar  Ay,  you  are 

Mrs  Gour  What  am  1 1 

Mrs  Bar  Why,  that's  as  you  will  be  ever. 

Mrs  Gour.  That's  every  day  as  good  as  Barnes's 

■  wife. 

Mrs  Bar  And  better  too :  then,  what  needs 

all  this  trouble  1 
A  single  horse  is  worse  than  that  bears  double. 
Mr  Bar  Wife,  go  to,  have  regard  to  what  you 

Let  not  your  words  pass  forth  the  vei^  of  reason, 

But  keep  within  the  bounds  of  modesty ; 

For  ill-report  doth  like  a  bailiff  stand, 

To  pound  the  straying  and  the  wit-lost  tongue, 

And  makes  it  forfeit  into  folly's  hands. 

'  A  term  of  the  game.  *  t.c,  Hit,, 
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Well,  wife,  you  know  it  is  no  honest  part 
To  entertain  auch  guests  with  jests  and  wrongs  : 
^Vhat  will  the  neighbouring  country  vulgar  say, 
^Vhen  as  they  hear  that  you  fell  out  at  dinner  t 
Forsooth,  they'll  call  it  a  pot-quarrel  straight ; 
The  best  they'll  name  it  is  a  woman's  jangling. 
Go  to,  be  rul'd,  be  rul'd. 

Urs  Bas.  God's  Lord,  bo  rul'<l,  be  rul'd ! 
^Vhat,  think  ye  I  have  such  a  baby's  wit. 
To  have  a  rod's  correction  for  my  tongue  t 
School  infancy  I  I  am  of  age  to  stmak, 
And  I  know  when  to  spe^  :  sliall  I  be  chid 
For  such  a 

MR3  Gouh.  What-al    nay,  mistress,  speak  it 
out; 
I  gcom  your  stopp'd  compares :  compare  not  lut- 
To  any  but  your  equals.  Mistress  Barnes. 

Me  Gour.  Peace,  wife,  be  quiet 

Mr  Bar.  0,  persuade,  persuade ! 
Wife,  Mistress  Goursey,  shall  I  win  your  thouglits 
To  composition  of  some  kind  effects  t 
Wife,  if  you  love  your  credit,  leave  this  strife, 
And  come  shake  hands  with  Mistress  Goursey 
here. 

Mrs  Bar.  Shall   I  shake   hands  1  let  her  go 
shake  her  heels ; 
She  gets  nor  hands  nor  friendship  at  my  hands  -. 
And  so,  sir,  while  I  live,  I  will  take  heed, 
yfbab  guests  I  bid  again  unto  my  house. 

Mr  Bar.  Impatient  woman,  will  you  be  so  stiff 
In  this  absurdness  t 

Mrs  Bar.  I  am  impatient  now  I  speak  ; 
But,  sir,  111  tell  you  more  another  time : 
Go  to,  I  will  not  take  it  as  I  have  done.        I*'**'* 

Mrs  Gour,  Nay,  she  might  stay;  I  will  not 
long  be  here 
To  trouble  her.    Well,  blaster  Barnes, 
I  am  sorry  that  it  was  our  haps  to-day. 
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To  liave  our  pleasures  parted  with  this  fray : 

I  am  sorry  too  for  all  that  is  amiss, 

Especially  that  you  are  mov*!!  in  this ; 

But  be  not  ho,  'tis  but  a  woman's  jar : 

Their  tongues  are  weapons,  words  their  blows  of 

war; 
'Twaa  but  a  while  we  buffeted,  you  saw. 
And  each  of  us  was  willing  to  withdraw ; 
There  was  no  harm  nor  bloodshed,  you  did  see : 
Tush,  fear  ua  not,  for  we  shall  well  agree, 
I  take  my  leave,  sir.     Come,  kind-hearted  mail. 
That  speaks  his  wife  so  fair — ay,  now  and  then ; 
I  know  you  would  not  for  an  hundreth  pound. 
That  I  should  hear  your  voice's  churlish  sound  ; 
I  know  you  have  a  far  more  milder  tune 
Than  "  Peace,  be  quiet,  wife ; "  but  I  have  done. 
Will  ye  go  home  1  the  door  directs  the  way ; 
But,  if  you  will  not,  my  duty  is  to  stay.' 

Mb  Bar.  Ha,  ha !  why,  here's  a  right  woman,  is 
there  not  J 
They  both  hav«  din'd,  yet  see  what  stomachs  they 
have ! 

Mb,  Gour.  Well,  Master  Barnes,  we  cannot  do 
withal : ' 
Let  us  be  friends  still — 

Mk  Bar.  0  Master  Goursey,  the  mettle  of  our 
minds. 
Having  the  temper  of  true  reason  in  them. 
Affords*  a  better  edge  of  argument 
For  the  maintain  of  our  familiar  loves 
Than  the  soft  leaden  wit  of  women  can  ; 
Wherefore  with  all  the  parts  of  neighbour-love 
I  [do]  impart  *  myself  to  Master  Goursey. 

'  Here,  probably,  Miitreaa  Qouraey  should  make  her  exit. 

*  i.e..  We  caanot  help  it. 

*  So  Bficond  edit.     First  edit.,  Afford. 
'   "  '      "  [  do  impart;"  coinp*r« 
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Mb  Govr.  And  wiUi  exchange  of  love  I  du 
receive  it : 
Then  here  ve'll  part,  partaera  of  two  cura'd  wives. 

Mb  Bar.   0,  where  shall  we  find  a  man  so 
bless'd  that  is  not  ? 
But  come ;  your  buaineea  and  my  home-affairs 
Makes  me  deliver  that  unfriendly  word 
'Mongst  friends — farewell 

Me  Goub.  Twenty  farewells,  sir. 

Me  Bab.  But  hark  ye,  Master  Goursey ; 
Look  ye  persuade  at  home,  as  I  will  do  : 
Wliat,  man  !  we  must  not  always  have  them  foes. 

Me  Gour.  If  I  can  help  it. 

Mr  Bar.  God  help,  God  help  ! 
Women  are  even  untoward  creatnres  still,  [Exeuul. 

Enter  Philip,  Francis,  and  hit  Boy,  from  htmling. 

Phil.  Come  on,  Frank  Goursey :  you  have  had 
good  luck 
To  win  the  game. 

Feas.  ^Vhy,  tell  me,  is't  not  good. 
That  never  pUy'd  before  upon  yoiir  green  1 

Phil.  'Tis  good,  but  that  it  cost  me  ten  good 
crowns; 
That  makes  it  worse. 

Fban.  Let  it  not  grieve  thee,  man ;  come  oVr 
to  ub; 
We  will  devise  some  game  to  make  you  win        ', 
Your  money  back  again,  sweet  Philip.  i- 

Phil.  And  that  shall  be  ere  long,  and  if  I  live  : 
But  t«H  me,  Francis,  what  good  horses  have  ye. 
To  hunt  this  summer  1 

Fran.  Two  or  three  jades,  or  so. 

Phii.  Be  they  but  jades  1 

Fran.  No,  faith ;  my  wag-string  here 
Did  founder  one  the  last  time  that  he  rid — 
The  best  grey  nag  that  ever  I  laid  my  leg  over. 
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BoT.  You  mean  the  flea-bitten. 

Fran.  Good  sir,  the  Bame. 

Boy.  And  was  the  aome  the  best  that  e'er  yon 
rid  on) 

Fran.  Ay,  was  it,  sir. 

Boy.  I'  faith,  it  was  not,  sii. 

Fran.  No  !  where  had  I  one  so  good  J 

Boy,  One  of  my  colour,  and  a  better  too. 

Fran.  One  of  your  colour}  I  ne'er  remember  bun; 
One  of  that  colour  I 

Boy.  Or  of  that  com.plexion. 

Fran.    What's  that  ye  call  complexion   in  a 
horse  I 

Boy.  The  colour,  sir. 

Fran.  Set  me  a  colour  on  your  jest,  or  I  will 

Boy.  Nay,  good  sir,  hold  your  hands ! 

Fban.  What,  shall  we  have  it  1 

Boy.  Why,  air,  I  cannot  paint. 

Fran.  Well,  then,  I  can ; 
And  I  shall  find  a  pencil  for  ye,  sir. 

Boy,  Then  I  must  find  the  table,  if  you  do. 

Fran.  A  whoreson,  barren,  wicked  urchin  .' 

Boy.  Look  how  you  chafe !  you  would  be  aagry 
more, 
If  I  should  tell  it  you. 

FraK.  Go  to,  I'll  anger  ye,  and  if  yoa  do  not. 

Boy.  Why,  sir,  the  horse  that  I  do  mean 
Hath  a  leg  both  straight  and  clean. 
That  hath  nor  spaven,  splint,  nor  flaw. 
But  is  the  best  that  ever  ye  saw ; 
A  pretty  rising  knee — O  knee ! 
It  is  as  round  as  round  may  be  ; 
The  full  flank  makes  the  buttock  round  : 
This  palfrey  standetb  on  no  ground, 
When  as  my  master's  on  her  back, 
If  that  he  once  do  say  but,  tack  : ' 

>  [Old  oopiM,  tidtJl 
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And  if  be  prick  her,  you  shall  see 

Her  gallop  amain,  ehe  is  ao  free ; 

And  if  he  give  her  but  a  nod, 

She  thinks  it  is  a  riding-rod  ; 

And  if  he'll  have  her  softly  go. 

Then  she  trips  it  Hke  a  doe ; 

She  cornea  so  ea.sy  with  the  rein, 

A  twine-tliread  turns  her  back  again ; 

And  truly  I  did  ne'er  see  yet 

A  horse  play  proudlier  on  the  bit : 

My  master  with  good  managing 

Brought  her  first  unto  the  ring  ;  * 

He  Ukewise  taught  her  to  corvet, 

To  run,  and  suddenly  to  set ; 

She's  cunning  in  tho  wild-goose  racti. 

Nay,  she's  apt  to  every  pace  ; 

And  to  prove  her  colour  good, 

A  flea,  enamour'd  of  her  bluod, 

Digg'd  for  channels  in  her  neck, 

And  there  made  mtiny  a  crimson  speck  : 

I  think  there's  none  that  use  to  ride 

But  can  lier  pleasant  trot  abide  ; 

She  goes  so  even  upon  the  way, 

She  will  not  stumble  in  a  day ; 

And  when  my  master 

Fran.  What  do  I ) 

Boy.  Nay,  nothing,  sir. 

Phil.  0,  fie,  Frank,  fie  ! 
Nay,  nay,  your  reason  hath  no  justice  now, 
I  must  needs  say ;  persuade  him  first  to  speak, 
Then  chide  him  for  it !    Tell  me,  pretty  wag. 
Where  stands  this  prancer,  in  what  inn  or  stable ! 
Or  hath  thy  master  put  her  out  to  run, 


'  ic,  TftDgbt  her  to  tr«ad  the  ring, — lo  perform  niiam 
movctntnU  in  different  dlreoUoni  iritbin  a  nng  narked  oat 
on  a  pieoe  of  gronnd  ;  aw  Harthun's  "Cheap  ud  Oood 
Hubandf;,"  Ac.  p.  18,  iqq.  edit.  1681. 
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Then  in  what  field,  what  champion,^  feeds  this 

courser, 
Tbia  well-pac'd,  bonny  steed  that  thou  so  prwsestl 

Boy.  Faith,  sir,  I  think 

Fran.  Villain,  what  do  ye  thinkt 
Boy.  I  think  that  you,  sir,  have  been  ask'd  by 
many. 
But  yet  1  never  heard  that  ye  told  any. 

Phil.  Well,  boy,  then  I  will  add  one  more  to 
many, 
And  ask  thy  master  where  tbia  jennet  feeds. 
Come,  Frank,  tell  me — nay,  prythee,  tell  me,  Frank, 
My  good  horse-master,  tell  me — by  this  light, 
I  will  not  steal  her  from  thee  ;  if  I  do, 
Let  me  be  held  a  felon  to  thy  love. 
Fran,  No,  Philip,  no. 

Phiu  What,  wilt  thou  wear  a  point  *  but  with 
one  tag? 
Well,  Francis,  well,  I  see  you  are  a  wag. 

Enter  Coomes. 

CooMES.  "Swounds,  where  be  these  timber-turners, 

these  trowl- the- bowls,  these  green-men,  these 

Fran.  What,  what,  sirl 

Coomes.  These  bowlers,  sir. 

Fran,  Well,  sir,  what  say  you  to  bowlers  1 

Coomes.  Why,  I  say  they  cannot  be  saved. 

Fran.  Your  reason,  sir  1 

Coomes.  Because  they  throw  away  their  souls 

at  every  mark. 
Fran.  Their  souls !  how  mean  ye ! 
PniL.  Sirrah,  he  means  the  soul  of  the  bowl. 

'  [Canpagnt.]    A  form  of  campaign  commoD  in  our  nrl]' 

'  i.e.,  Wilt  tbon  wear,  Ac. :  point  mMDB  one  of  the  tagged 
Uce«  vhich  were  lued  in  dren  to  aluch  the  how  or 
breeches  to  the  donblet,  &c. 
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Fran.    Lord,  how  his  wit   holds   bias   like  a 
bowl  I 

COOHES.  Well,  which  is  the  bi&Bl 

Fran.  This  next  to  you. 

CooMES.  Nay,  turn  it  this  way,  then  the  bowl 
goes  true. 

Boy.  Eub,rabl 

CooM E8.  Wh;  rub  i 

Boy.  Why,  you  overcast  the  mark,  and  miss  tlie 
way. 

CoOHES.  Nay,  boy,  I  use  to  take  the  fairest  of 
my  play. 

Phil.  Dick  Coomea,  methinks  thou  art  >  vt^ry 
pleasant : 
Where  *  got'st  thou  this  merry  humour  1 

GOOUES.  In   your   father's  cellar,  the  merriest 
place  in  th'  house. 

Fhii.  Then  you  have  been  carousing  hard  t 

CoOHES.  Yea,  faith,  'tis  our  custom,  wlieu  your 
Other's  men  and  we  meet. 

Phil.  Thou  art  very  welcome  thither,  Dick. 

C00HE8.  By  God,  I  thank  ye,  sir,  I  thank  ye, 
sir :  by  God,  I  have  a  quart  of  wine  for  ye,  sir, 
in  any  place  of  the  world.  There  shall  not  a 
servingman  in  Barkshire  fight  better  for  ye  than  I 
wiD  do,  if  you  have  any  quarrel  in  hand  :  you 
shall  have  the  maidenhead  of  my  new  swonl ;  I 
paid  a  quarter's  wages  for't,  by  Jesus. 

Phil.  0,  this  meat-failer  Dick  1 
How  well 't  has  made  the  apparel  of  his  wit, 
And  brought  it  into  fashion  of  an  honour ! 
Prythee,  Dick  Coomes,  but  tell  me  how  thou  dost  I 

CoOHES.  Faith,  sir,  like  a  poor  man  of  service. 

Phil.  Or  servingman. 

C0OME3.  Indeed,  so  called  by  the  ^nilgar. 
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Phil.  Why,  where  the  devil  hadst  thou  that 
word  t 

0ooM£3.  O,  sir,  you  h&ve  the  most  eloquent 
ale  in  all  the  ^  world ;  oor  blunt  soil  affords  none 
such. 

Fran.  Philip,  leave  talking  with  this  drnnketi 
fool.     Say,  sirrah,  where  s  my  father  1 

Coombs,  "  Marry,  I  thank  ye  for  my  very  good 
cheer, — O  Lord,  it  is  not  so  much  worth.— You 
see  I  am  bold  with  ye. — Indeed,  you  are  not  so 
bold  as  welcome ;  I  pray  ye,  come  oftr'ner. — Truly, 
I  shall  trouble  ye."  All  these  ceremonies  are  de- 
spatch'd  between  them,  and  they  are  gone. 

Fran.  Are  they  so ) 

CooMES.  Ay,  before  God,  are  they. 

Fran.  And  wherefore  came  not  you  to  call  me 
thent 

CooMES.  Because  I  was  loth  to  change  my  game. 

Fran.  What  game  1 

CooMES.  You  were  at  one  eort  of  bowls  as  I 
was  at  another. 

Phil.  Sirrah,  he  means  the  butt'ry  bowls   of 
beer. 

COOMKS.  By  God,  sir,  we  tickled  it. 

Fran.  Why,  what  a  swearing  keeps  this  drunken 
ossl 
Canst  thou  not  say  but  swear  at  every  word  1 

Phil.  Peace,  do  not  mar  his  humour,  prytbee, 
Frank. 

GooMES.  Let  him  alone;  he's  a  springall;  he 
knows  not  what  belongs  to  an  oath. 

Fran.  Sirrah,  be  quiet,  or  I  do  protest     '  ■  ■ 

Coombs.  Come,  come,  what  dojou  protest  f 

Fran.  By  heaven,  to  crack  your  crown. 

CooMES.  To  crack  my  crown  1  I  lay  ye  a  crowtt 
of  that,  lay  it  down,  and  ye  dare ;  nay,  'sblood,  PU 

1  So  second  edit.    Fint  adiL,  in  ikt. 
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TeDtnre  a  qo&rter's  wages  of  that.     Crack  my 
crown,  quotha  1 

Fran.  Will  ye  not  yet  be  quiet  I  will  ye  urge 
me! 

GOOHKS.  Urge  ye,  with  a  pox  !  who  urges  ye  f 
You  mieht  have  said  ao  muvli  to  a  clown,  or  one 
that  haa  not  been  o'er  the  sea  to  see  fashions  :  I 
have,  I  tell  ye  true  ;  and  I  know  what  belongs  to 
a  man.     Crack  my  crown,  and  ye  can. 

Fran.  And  I  can,  ye  rascal ! 

Phil.  Hold,  hair-brain,  hold  !  dost  thou  not  see 
he's  drunk  1 

CooHES.  Nay,  let  him  come  :  though  he  be  my 
master's  son,  I  am  my  master's  man,  and  a 
man  is  a  man  in  any  ground  of  England. 
Come,  and  he  dares,  a  comes  upon  his  death : 
I  will  not  budge  an  inch,  no,  'sblood,  will  I '  not. 

Fban.  Will  ye  not  1 

iSiiL  Stay,  prythee,  Frank.    Coomes,  dost  thou 
hear] 

Coomes.  Hear  me  no  liears :  stand  away,  I'll 
trust  none  of  you  all.  If  I  have  my  back  against 
a  cartwheel,  I  would  not  care  if  the  devil  came. 

Phil.  Why,  ye  fool,  I  am  your  friend. 

Coomes.  Fool  on  your  face  !  I  have  a  wife, 

Fran.  She's  a  whore,  then. 

CooHES.  She's  as  honest  as  Nan  Lawson. 

Phil.  What's  she  t 

COOUES.  One  of  his  whores. 

Phil.  Why,  hath  he  so  many  t 

CooHES.  Ay,  as  many  as  there  be  churches  iu 
London, 

Phil,  Why,  that's  a  hundred  and  nine. 

Boy.  Faith,  he  lies  a  hundred. 

Phil.  Then  thou  art  a  witness  to  nine. 

Boy.  No,  by  God,  I'll  be  witness  to  none. 

'  So  Mcond  edit.    Ifot  in  fint  edit 
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CooMES.  Now  do  I  stand  like  the  George  at 
Colebrook. 

Boy.    No,  thou  stand'st  like  the  Boll  at  St 
Alban's. 

CooMES.  Boy,  ye  lie — the  Horns.' 

Boy.  The  bull's  bitten ;  see,  how  he  butts  1 

Phil.  Coomes,  Coomea,  put  up  ;  *  my  friend  and 
thou  art  friends. 

CoouES.  I'll  hear  him  say  so  first. 

Phil.  Frank,  prythee,  do ;  be  friends,  and  tell 
him  80. 

Fran.  Go  to,  I  am. 

Boy.  Put  up,  sir ;  and  ye  be  a  man,  put  up. 

Coomes.  I  am  easily  persuaded,  boy. 

Phil.  Ah,  ye  mad  slave  ! 

Coomes.  Come,  come,  a  couple  of  whoremasters 
I  found  ye,  and  so  I  leave  ye.  [Exit. 

I'hil.  Lo,  Frank,  dost  thou  not  see  he's  drunk, 
That  twits  thee^  with  thy  disposition  1         J 

Fran.  "What  disposition  1 

Phil.  Nan  Lawson,  Nan  Lawson. 

Fran.  Nay,  then 

Phil.  Go  to,  ye  wag,  'tis  well : 
If  ever  ye  get  a  wife,  i'  faith  Fll  tell. 
Sirrah,  at  home  we  have  a  servingman  ; 
He  is  *  nut  humour'd  bluntly  as  Coomes  is. 
Yet  his  condition '  makes  me  often  merry : 
111  tell  thee,  sirrah,  he's  a  fine  neat  fellow, 
A  spruce  slave  ;  I  waiTant  ye,  he  will  "  have 
His  cruel  garters^  cross  about  the  knee, 
His  woollen  hose  as  white  as  th'  driven  snow, 


'  [Mesning  s  tarem  of  thkt  name.] 

*  Sheathe  your  tvord.  '  KdJU.,  mc 

•  [Old  eap7,  Ifct.'i    Read,  for  the  metre.  Be  u. 
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His  shoes  dry-leather  neat,  and  tied  with  red 

ribbons, 
A  nosegay  bound  with  laces  in  his  hat — 
Bridelaces,  six — and  his  hat  all  green,' 
Green  coverlet  for  such  a  grass-green  wit. 
"  The  goose  that  grazeth  on  the  green,"  quoth  he, 
"May  I  eat  on,  mien  you  shall  buried  be!" 
All  proverbs  is  his  speech,  he's  proverbs  all. 

FbaK.  Why  speaks  he  proverbs  1 

Phil.  Because  he  would  speak  truth, 
And  proverbs,  you'll  confess,  are  old-said  sooth. 

Fran,  I  like  this  well,  and  one  day  I  will  set 
him : 
But  shall  we  part  t 

Phil.  Not  yet,  I'll  bring  ye  somewhat  on  your 
way, 
And  as  we  go,  between  your  boy  and  you 
I'll  know  where  that  brave  prancer  stands  at 
livery. 

Fran.  Come,  come,  you  shall  not. 

Phil.  P  faith,  I  will  [Exeunt. 

Enter  MASTER  BARNES  and  hit  ITi/e. 

Mr  Bar,  Wife,  in  my  mind  to-day  you  were  to 
blame. 
Although  my  patience  did  not  blame  ye  for  it : 
Methought  the  rules  of  love  and  neighbourhood 
Did  not  direct  your  thoughts ;  all  indiscreet* 
Were  your  proceedings  in  the  entertain 
Of  them  that  I  invited  to  my  house. 
Nay,  stay,  I  do  not  chide,  but  counsel,  wife. 
And  in  the  mildest  manner  that  I  may  : 
You  need  not  view  me  with  a  servant's  eye. 
Whose  vassal '  senses  tremble  at  the  look 
Of  his  displeased  master,     0  my  wife. 
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You  are  myself  1  when  self  sees  fault  in  self, 
Self  is  sin-obetinate,  if  Belf  amend  not : 
Indeed,  I  raw  a  fault  in  thee  myHelf, 
And  it  hath  set  a  foil  upon  thy  fame, 
Not  as  the  foil  doth  grace  the  diamond. 
Mrs  Bar.  What  uult,  sir,  did  you  see  in  me  to- 
day) 
Mr  Bab.  0,  do  not  set  the  organ  of  thy  voice 
On  such  a  grunting  key  of  discontent .' 
Do  not  deform  the  beauty  of  thy  tongue 
With  such  misshapen  answers.     Rough  wrathful 

words 
Are  bastards  got  by  rashness  in  the  thoughts : 
Fail  demeanours  are  virtue's  nuptial  babes, 
Tlie  offspring  of  the  wBll-instmcted  soul ; 
0,  let  them  call  thee  mother,  then,  my  wife ! 
So  seem  not  barren  of  good  courtesy. 
Mrs  Bar.  So  ;  have  ye  done  1 
Mr  Bar.  Ay,  and  I  had  done  well. 
If  you  would  do  what  I  advise  for  well 
Mrs  Bar.  What's  that  t 
Mr  Bar.  Which  is,  that  you  would  be  good 
friends 
With  Mistress  Goursey. 
Mrs  Bar,  With  Mistress  Goursey ! 
Mr  Bar.  Ay,  eweet  wife. 
Mrs  Bar.  Not  so,  sweet  husband. 
Mr  Bak.  Could  you  but  show  me  any  grounded 

cause. 
Mrs  Bar.  The  grounded  cause  I  ground,  be- 
cause I  will  not. 
Mr  Bar.  Your  will  hath  little  reason,  then,  I 

think. 
Mrs  Bar.   Yes,  sir,  my  reason  equalleth  my 

will. 
Mr  Bar,  Let's  hear  your  reason,  for  your  will 

is  great. 
Mrs  Bab.  Why,  for  I  will  not 
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Mr  Bar  Is  all  your  reason  "  for  I  will  not," 
wife) 
Now,  by  my  soul,  I  held  ye  for  more  wise, 
Discreet,  and  of  more  temp'ratiire  iii  sense, 
ThaD  in  a  sullen  humour  to  affect 
That    woman's'    will— borne,     common,    scholnr 
Oft  have  I  heard  a.  timely-married  girl,      [jihraae: 
That  newly  left  to  call  her  mother  mam. 
Her  father  dad  ;  but  yesterday  come  from 
"  That's  my  good  girl,  God  send  thee  a  good  hns- 

And  now  being  taught  to  speak  the  name  of  lius- 

Will,  when  she  would  be  wanton  in  her  will, 
If  her  husband  ask'd  her  why,  say  "  for  I  wdl," 
Have  I  chid  men  for*  [an]  unmanly  choice. 
That  would  not  fit  their  years  1  have  I  seen  thee 
Pupil    such   green  young  things,    and    with  thy 

counsel 
Tutor  their  wits  1  and  art  thou  now  infected 
With  this  disease  of  imperfection  1 
I  blush  for  thee,  ashamed  at  thy  shame. 

Mrs  Bar.  A  shame  on  her  that  makes  thee  rate 
me  sol 

Mr  Bar.  O  black-mouth'd  rage,  thy  breath  is 
boisterous. 
And  thou  mok'st  virtue  shake  at  this  high  storm  ! 
She  is*  of  good  report;  I  know  thou  know'at  it. 

Mrs  Bail  She  is  not,  nor  I  know  not,  but  I 
know 
That  thou  dost  love  her,  therefore  think'st  her  so ; 
Thou  bear'st  with  her,  because  she  bears  with  thee. 
Thou  ma/st  be  ashamed  to  stand  in  her  defence : 
She  is  a  strumpet,  and  thou  art  no  honest  man 


'  So  iccond  edit.     Pint  edit.  KOTntn't. 

■  [Old  capiea,  Slit':]     Read,  for  the  metre,  She  ii. 
VOL.  VII.  T 
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To  stand  in  her  defeuce  against  thj  wife. 

If  I  catch  her  in  my  walk,  now,  by  Cock's '  bones, 

m  scratch  out  both  her  eyea 

MrBak.  OGod! 

Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  never  say  "0  God"  for  the 
matter: 
Thou  art  the  cause ;  thou  bad'at  her  to  my  house. 
Only  to  blear  the  eyes  of  Goursey,  did'at  not  1 
But  I  will  send  him  word,  I  warrant  thee. 
And  ere  I  sleep  too,  trust  upon  it,  sir.  l^^- 

Mr  Bab.  Methinks  this  is  a  mighty  fault  in 
her; 
I  could  be  angry  with  her  i  O,  if  I  be  so, 
I  shall  but  put  a  link  unto  a  torch. 
And  BO  give  greater  light  to  see  her  fault. 
I'll  rather  smother  it  in  melancholy : 
Nay,  wisdom  bids  me  shun  that  passion ; 
Then  I  will  study  for  a  remedy. 
I  have  a  daughter, — now,  heaven  invocate, 
iShe  be  not  of  like  spirit  as  her  mother  I 
If  so,  she'll  be  a  pl^ue  unto  her  husband, 
If  that  he  be  not  patient  and  discreet. 
For  that  I  hold  the  ease  of  all  such  trouble. 
Well,  well,  I  would  my  daughter  had  a  husband. 
For  I  would  see  how  she  would  demean  herself 
In  that  estate ;  it  may  be,  ill  enough,^ 
And,  so  God  shall  help  me,  well -remembered  now  ! 
Frank  Goursey  is  his  father's  son  and  heir  : 
A  youth  that  in  my  heart  I  have  good  hope  on ; 
My  senses  say  a  match,  my  soul  applauds 
The  motion  :  0,  but  his  lands  are  great, 
He  will  look  high  ;  why,  I  will  strain  myself 
To  make  her  dowry  equal  with  his  land. 
Good  faith,  and  'twere  a  match,  'twould  be  a  means 
To  make  their  mothers  friends.      I'll  call  my 
daughter, 

1  A  eomiptlon  of  OotCi. 
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To  see  bow  she's  dispos'd  to  marriage. — 
Alall,  where  are  ye  1 


Mall.  Father,  here  I  am. 

Mr  Bak.  Where  is  your  motherT 

Mall.  I  saw  her  not,  forsooth,  since  you  iukI 
she 
Went  walking  both  together  to  the  garden. 

Mr  Bab.  Dost  thou  hear  me,  girl!  I  must  dis- 
pute with  thee.  , 

Mall.  Father,  the  question  then  must  not  In- 
hard, 
For  I  am  very  weak  in  ailment. 

Mr  Bar.  Well,  this  it  is;  I  say  'tis  good  to 
marry. 

Mall.  And  this  say  I,  'tis  not  good  to  marry. 

Mr  Bar.  Were  it  not  good,  then  all  men  would 
not  marry ; 
But  now  they  do. 

Mall.  Marry,  not  all ;  but  it  is  gooil  to  marry. 

Mr  Bar.  Is  it  both  good  ami  oad ;  how  cnii 
this  be  Y 

Mall.  Why,  it  is  good  to  them  that  marrj-  well ; 
To  them  that  marry  ill,  no  greater  hell. 

Mr  Bar.   If  thou  might  many  well,  wouhist 
thou  agree  1 

Mall,  I  cannot  tell ;  heaven  must  ap{K)iiit  lor 
me. 

Mr  Bar.  Wench,  I  am  studying  for  thy  good 
indeed. 

Mall.  My  hopes  and  duty  wish  your  thoughts 
good  speed. 

Mr  Bar  But  tell  me,  wench,  hast  thou  a  mind 
to  marry  t 

Mall.  Thjs  question  is  too  hard  for  bashfulness ; 
And,  father,  now  ye  pose  my  modesty. 


293  THB  TWO  ANORT  WOMEN 

I  am  a  m&id,  and  when  ye  ask  me  thus, 

I,  like  a  maid,  mnst  blush,  look  pale  and  van. 

And  then  look  red^  again  ;  for  we  change  colour. 

As  our  thoughts  change.     With  true-fac'd  passion 

Of  modest  maidenhead  I  could  adorn  me, 

And  to  your  question  make  a  sober  cour'sey, 

And  with  close-clipp'd  civility  be  silent ; 

Or  else  say  "  No,  forsooth,"  or  "  Ay,  forsooth." 

If  I  said,  "  No,  forsooth,"  I  lied  forsooth  : 

To  lie  upon  myself  were  deadly  sin, 

Therefore  I  will  speak  truth  and  sliame  the  devil 

Father,  when  first  I  heard  ye  name  a  husband, 

At  that  same  very  time  my  spirits  quickened. 

Despair  before  had  kill'd  them,  they  were  dead  : 

Because  it  was  my  hap  so  long  to  tarry, 

I  was  persuade<l  I  should  never  marry ; 

And  sitting  sewing  thus  upon  the  ground, 

I  fell  in  trance  of  meditation ; 

But  coming  to  myself,  "  0  Lord,"  said  I, 

"  Shall  it  be  so  1  must  I  unmarried  die  1" 

And,  being  angry,  father,  farther,  said — 

"  Now,  by  Saint  Anne,  I  will  not  die  a  maid  !" 

Good  faith,  before  I  came  to  this  ripe  growth, 

I  did  accuse  the  labouring  time  of  sloth  ; 

Methought  the  year  did  run  but  slow  about, 

For  I  thought  each  year  ten  1  was  without 

Being  fourteen  and  toward  the  tother  year. 

Good  Lord,  thought  I,  fifteen  will  ne'er  be  here  ! 

For  I  have  heard  my  mother  say  that  then 

Pretty  maids  were  fit  for  handsome  men  : 

Fifteen  past,  sixteen,  and  seventeen  too, 

Wliat,  thought  I,  will  not  this  husband  dol 

Will  no  man  marry  me  1  have  men  forsworn 

Such  beauty  and  such  youth  t  shall  youth  be  worn 

As  rich  men's  gowns,  more  with  ^e  than  use  ) 

Why,  then  I  let  restrained  fancy  loose, 

'  [Old  eopicc,  p<Ut.] 
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And  bad  it  gaze  for  pleasure ;  then  lore  ewore  me 
To  do  whate'er  my  mother  did  before  me  ; 
Yet,  ID  good  faith,  I  have  been  very  loth, 
Uut  now  it  lies  in  you  to  save  my  oath  : 
It*  I  shall  hare  a  hysbaml,  get  him  quickly, 
For  maids  that  wear  cork  shoes  may  step  awry. 

Mr  Bar.  Beheve  cib,  wench,  I  do  not  reprehend ' 
thee, 
But  for  tiiis  pleasant  answer  do  commend  thee. 
I  must  confess,  love  doth  thee  mighty  wrong, 
But  I  will  see  thee  have  thy  ri^iit  ere  long ; 
I  know  a  young  man,  whom  I  hold  most  tit 
To  hare  thee  both  for  living  and  for  wit : 
I  will  go  write  about  it  presently. 

Mall.  Good  father,  do.  [EjtU  [BARN^>^], 

0  God,  methmks  I  should 
Wife  it  as  fine  as  any  woman  could ! 
I  could  carry  a  port  to  be  obeyed, 
Carry  a  mastering  eye  upon  my  maid. 
With  "  Minion,  do  your  business,  or  I'll  make  j'e," 
And  to  all  house  autboiity  betake  me. 
O  God  !  would  I  were  married  !  by  my  troth. 
But  if  I  be  not,  I  swear  I'll  keep  my  oath. 

Enter  Mrs  Barnes. 

Mrs  Bar.  How  now,  minion,  where  bare  you 

been  gadding  1 
^[all.  Forsootli,  my  father  called  me  fortli  to 

him. 
Mrs  Bar.  Your  father !   and  what  said  he  to 

ye,  i  pray ) 
Mall.  Nothing,  forsooth. 
Mrs  Bar.  Nothing  I  that  cannot  be  ;  something 

he  said. 
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Mali.  Ay,  Bomething  that  aa  good  as  notbing 

was. 
Mrs  Bar.  Come,  let  me  hear  that  Bomething- 

notiiiog,  then. 
Mall.  Nothing  but  of  a  husband  for  me,  mother. 
Mrs  Bab.  A  husband  I  that  was  something ; 

but  what  husband  1 
Mall.  Nay,  faith,  I  know  not,  mother:  would 

IdidI 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  "  would  ye  did !"  i'  faith,  are  ye 

so  hasty  t 
Mall.  HasW,  mother  I  why,  how  old  am  1 1 
Mrs  Bar.  Too  young  to  marry. 
Mall.  Nay,  by  the  mass,  ye  lie. 

Mother,  how  old  were  you  when  you  did  marry  1 
Mrs  Bar.  How  old  soe'er  I  was,  yet  you  Bbsll 

tarry. 
Mall.  Then  the  worse  for  me.     Hark,  mother, 
hark! 
The  priest  forgets  that  e'er  he  was  a  clerk : 
When  you  were  at  my  years,  I'll  hold  my  life, 
Your  mind  was  to  change  maidenhead  for  wife. 
Pardon  me,  mother,  I  am  of  your  mind, 
And,  by  my  troth,  T  take  it  but  by  kind.* 
Mrs  Bar.  Do  ye  hear,  daughter!  you  shall  stay 

my  leisure. 
Mall.  Do  you  hear,  mother!  would  you  stay 
from  pleasure. 
When  ye  have  mind  to  it!    Go  to,  there's  no 

wrong 
Like  this,  to  let  maids  lie  alone  so  long : 
L}dng  alone  they  muse  but  in  their  beds. 
How  they  might  lose    their  long-kept   maiden- 
heads. 
This  is  the  cause  there  is  so  many  scapes. 
For  women  tliat  are  wise  will  not  lead  apes 

>  {.«.,  Ifature. 
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In  hell :  I  tell  je,  mother,  I  eay  trae ; 
Therefore  come  hmband:  maidenhead  adiea  ! . 

lExit, 
Mrs  Bab.  Well,  lasty  guta,  I  mean  to  make  ye 
at&y, 
And  set  some  rube  in   yonr  mind's   smoothest 
way,' 

Ent^  Phiup. 

Phil.  Mother 

Mrs  Bar.  How  now,  siirah ;  vhere  have  you 

been  walking) 
Phil.    Over   the  meads,   half-way  to  Milton, 
mother. 
To  bear  my  friend,  Frank  Goursey,  company. 
Mrs  Bar.  Where's  your  blue  coat,*  your  sword 
and  buckler,  sir  1 
Get  you  such  like  habit  for  a  serving-man. 
If  you  wilt  wait  upon  the  brat  of  Goursey. 
Phil.  Mother,  that  you  are  mov'd,  this  makes 
me  wonder ; 
^Mien  I  departed,  I  did  leave  ye  friends  : 
What  undigested  jar  hath  since  bctided  t 

Mrs  Bar.  Such   as  almost   doth    choke    thy 
mother,  boy. 
And  stifles  her  with  the  conceit  of  it ; 
I  am  abus'd,  my  son,  by  Goursey's  wife. 
Phil.  By  Mistress  Gnursey. 
Mrs  Bar,  Mistress  Flirt — yea,*  foul  strumpet. 


'  So  aecond  edit.    Firal  edit.,  nay. 
*  Th«  commoQ  dren  of  a,  aerTing-min. 
'  EdiU.,  you,  which,  perhipa,  is  the  right  reading,  s 
Tord  haviDg  dropp'd  ont  after  it.     Qy.  tbiu — 

FDDia  imnprt,  llgbt  k  Iddc,  ihort  ta«]H  I    Illtlnut  OiMir 
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Call  her  again,  and  thou  wert  better  no, 
Phil.  O  my  dear  mother,  hare  Bome  patience  ! 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  sir,  have  patience,  and  see  your 
father 
To  rifle  up  the  treasure  of  my  love. 
And  play  the  spendthrift  upon  such  an  harlot ! 
This  same  will  make  me  have  patience,  will  it  not  1 

Phil.  This  same  ia  women's  most  impatience : 
Yet,  mother,  I  have  often  heard  ye  say, 
That  you  have  found  my  father  temperate, 
And  ever  free  from  such  affections. 

Mrs  Bar,  Ay,  till  ^  my  too  much  love  did  glut 
bis  thoughts, 
And  make  liirn  seek  for  change. 
Phii.  0,  change  your  mind  ! 
My  father  bears  more  cordial  love  to  you. 
Mrs  Bar.  Thou  liest,  thou  liest,  for  he  loves 
Goursey's  wife, 
Not  me. 
Phil.  Now  I  swear,  mother,  you  are  much  to 
blame ; 
I  durst  be  sworn  he  loves  you  as  his  bouL 

Mrs  Bar.  Wilt  thou  he  jiampered  by  affection  ? 
Will  nature  teach  thee  such  vild  *  perjury  J 
Wilt  thou  be  sworn,  ay,  forsworn,'  careless  boy  t 
And  if  thou  swear%  I  say  he  loves  me  not. 

Phil.  [Mother]  he  loves*  ye  but  too  well,  I  swear. 
Unless  ye  knew  much  better  how  to  use  him. 

Mrs  Bar.  Doth  he  so,  sir  t  thou  unnatural  boy ! 
"  Too  well,"  sayest  thou  ?  that  word  shall  cost  thee '' 

somewhat : 
0  monstrous  J  have  I  brought  thee  up  to  this  T 
"  Too  well !"    0  unkind,  wicked,  and  degenerate, 

>  So  Mcond  edit,    Fint  ediL,  tdt.  ■  i.c,  Tile. 

'  EdiU.,  forion.  '  Qy.,  MeAtr,  Kc  lota  t 

'  So  Moond  «dit    Fint  «dit.,  iMt. 
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Hast  thon  the  heart  to  say  so  of  thy  mother  t 
Well,  God  will  plague  thee  for't,  I  warrant  thee  : 
Out  on  thee,  villain !  fie  upon  thee,  wretch ! 
Out  of  my  sight,  out  of  my  eight,  I  say  ! 

Phil.  This  air  is  pleasant,  and  doth  please  me 
well, 
And  here  I  will  stay. 

Mrs  Bar.  Wilt  tiiou,  stubborn  villain  1 

Enter  Mr  Barnes. 

Mr  Bar.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  % 
Mrs  Bar.  Thou  sett'st  thy  son  to  scoff  and  iu<  ick 
at  me : 
Is't  not  sufficient  I  am  wrong'd  of  thee. 
But  he  mnst  be  an  agent  to  abuse  me  1 
Must  I  be  subject  to  my  cradle  too  1 

0  God,  O  God,  amend  it  1  [/><V. 
Mr  Bar.  Why,  how  now,  Philip  1  is  this  true, 

my  sonT 
Phil.  Dear  father,  she  is  much  i]ii})atient : 
Se'er  let  that  hand  assist  me  in  my  need, 
If  I  more  said  than  that  she  thought  amiss 
To  think  that  you  were  eo  licentious  given ; 
And  thus  much  more,  when  she  inferr'd  it  mort-, 

1  swore  an  oath  you  lov'd  her  but  too  well : 
In  that  as  guilty  I  do  hold  myself. 

Now  that  I  come  to  mora  considerate  trial, 

I  know  my  fault :  I  should  have  borne  with  her : 

Blame  me  for  rashness,  then,  not  for  want  of  duty. 

Mr  Bar.  I  do  absolve  theej  and  come  liither, 
Philip: 
I  have  writ  a  letter  unto  Master  Goureey, 
And  I  will  tell  thee  the  contents  thereof; 
But  tell  me  first,  think'st  thou  Frank  Gonrsey 
loves  thee  t 

Phil.  If  that  a  man  devoted  to  a  man, 
Loyal,  religious  in  love'a  hallowed  vows — 
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If  that  a  man  that  is  sole  laboiirsome 
To  work  his  own  thoughts  to  his  friend's  delight. 
May  purchase  good  opinion  with  his  friend, 
Then  I  may  Bay,  I  have  done  this  ao  well, 
That  I  may  think  Frank  Goursey  loves  me  well 

Mr  Bar.  'Tis  well ;  and  I  am  much  deceived  in 
him, 
And  if  he  be  not  sober,  wise,  and  valiant. 

Phil.  I  hope  my  father  takes  me  for  thus  wise, 
I  will  not  glue  myself  in  love  to  one 
That  hath  not  some  desert  of  virtue  in  him  : 
Whate'er  you  think  of  him,  believe  me,  father, 
He  will  be  answerable  to  your  thoughts 
In  any  quality  commendable. 

Mr  Bar,  Thou  cheer'st  my  hopes  in  him ;  and, 
in  good  faith, 
Thou'st '  made  my  love  complete  unto  thy  friend  : 
Philip,  I  love  him,  and  I  love  him  so, 
I  could  afford  him  a  good  wife,  I  know. 

Phil.  Father,  a  wife  ! 

Mr  Bah.  Philip,  a  wife. 

Phil.  I  lay  my  life — my  sister  ! 

Mr  Bar.  Ay,  in  good  faith. 

Phil.  Then,  father,  he  shall  have  her;  he  shall, 
I  swear. 

Mr  Bar.  How  canst  thou  say  so,  knowing  not 
his  mind  ) 

Phil.   All's  one  for  that;  I  will  go   to  him 
straight. 
Father,  if  you  would  seek  this  seven-years'-day. 
You  could  not  find  a  fitter  match  for  her ; 
And  lie  shall  have  her,  I  swear  he  shall ; 
He  were  as  good  be  hanged,  as  once  deny  *  her. 
r  faith,  I'll  to  hiin. 

Mr  Bar.  Hairbrain,  hairbrain,  stay  ! 
As  yet  we  do  not  know  his  father's  mind  : 

'  So  ae«ond-edit.  Fint  edit.,  TAaatt.  *  i.e.,  Rafam. 
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Why,  what  will  Master  GouTMy  say,  my  son. 
If  we  should  motion  it  without  his  knowledge  1 
Go  to,  he's  a  wise  and  discreet  gentleman. 
And  that  expects  from  me  all  honest  parts ; 
Kor  shall  he  fail  his  expectation  ; 
First  I  do  mean  to  make  him  privy  to  it : 
Philip,  this  letter  is  to  that  effect. 

Phil.  Father,  for  God's '  sake,  send  it  quickly, 
then  : 
I'll  call  your  man.     What,  Hugh  !  where'a  Hugh, 
there,  ho  t 

Mr  Bar.  Philip,  if  this  would  prove  a  match. 
It  were  the  only  means  that  could  be  found 
To   make   thy    mother   friends    with    Mistress 
Goursey. 

Phil.  How,  a  match  !  I'll  warrant  ye,  a  matck 
My  sister'a  fair,  Frank  Goursey  he  is  rich ; 
Her'  dowry,  too,  will  be  sufficient; 
Frank's  young,'  and  youth  is  apt  to  love  ; 
And,  by  my  troth,  my  sister's  maidenhead 
Stands  like  a  game  at  tennis  :  if  the  ball 
Hit  into  the  hole,  or  hazard,  farewell  all : 

Mr  Bar,  How  now,  where's  Hugh  1 

[Enter  NICHOLAS.] 

Phil.  Why,  what  doth  this  proverbial  with  us  1 
Why,  where's  Hugh ) 

Mb  Bar.  Peace,  peace. 

Phil.  Where's  Hugh,  I  say) 

Mr  Bar.  Be  not  so  hasty,  Philip. 

Phil.  Father,  let  me  alone, 
I  do  it  but  to  make  myself  some  sport. 


'  So  Mcond  edit.    Firat  edit,,  OarU. 
■  Edit!..  I/u. 

*  QT-,  Frtmkt  be  is  yaang  J    Compare  the  preceding  liO' 
but  one. 
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This  fonnal  fool,  your  man,  speaks  tionght  but 

proverbs, 
And  speak  men  what  they  can  to  him,  he'll  answer 
With  Eome  rhyme-rotten  sentence  or  old  saying, 
Such  spokes  as  th'  ancient  of  the  parish  use, 
With,  "  Neighbour,  'tis  an  old  proverb  and  a 

true. 
Goose  giblets  are  good  meat,  old  sack  better  than 

Then  says  another,  "  Neighbour,  that  is  true ; " 
Aud    when    each    man    hath  drunk  his  gallon 

round — 
A  penny  pot,  for  that's  the  old  man's  gallon — 
Then  doth  he  lick  his  lips,  and  stroke  hia  beard. 
That's  glued  together  with  his  slavering  drops 
or  yeasty  ale,  and  when  he  scarce  can  trim 
His  gouty  fingers,  thus  he'll  pliillip  it. 
And  with  a  rotten  hem,  say,  "  Ay,  my  hearts, 
Merry  go  sorry  !  cock  and  pie,  my  hearts  "  ! 
But  then  their  saving  penny  proverb  comes. 
And  that  is  this,  "  They  that  will  to  the  wine, 
By'r  Lailyi   mistress,   shall  lay  their  penny  ti> 

This  was  one  of  this  penny-father's  -  bastards, 
For,  on  my  life,  he  was  never  ^  begot 
Without    tlie    consent   of    some  great  proverb- 
monger. 

Mk  Bar.  0,  ye  are  a  wag. 

Phil.  Well,  now  unto  my  business. 
'Swounds,  will  that  mouth,  that's  made  of  old-said 

And  nothing  else,  say  nothing  to  us  now  } 

NiCD.  0  Master  Philip,  forbear;  you  must  not 
leap  over  the  stile,  before  you  come  at  it ;  haste 
makes  waste:  soft  fire  makes  sweet  malt:  not  too 
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fast  for  falling;   there's  no  haste   to  hang  true 

Phil.  Father,  we  ha't,  ye  see,  we  ha't.  Now 
will  I  see  if  my  memory  will  serve  for  some  pro- 
verbs too.  0 — a  painted  cloth  were  as  well  worth 
a  shilling  as  a  thief  worth  a  halter ;  well,  after  my 
hearty  commendations,  as  I  was  at  the  making 
hereof;  so  it  is,  that  I  hope  as  you  speed,  bo 
you're  sure ;  a  swift  horse  will  tire,  but  he  that 
trots  easily  will  endure.  You  have  most  learnedly 
proverb'd  it,  commending  the  virtue  of  patieno; 
or  forbearance,  but  yet,  you  know,  forbearance  is 
no  quittance. 

SiCH.  I  promise  ye.  Master  Philip,  yon  have 
spoken  as  true  as  steel. 

Phil.  Father,  there's  a  proverb  well  applied. 

Nick.  And  it  seemeth  unto  me,  ay.  It  seems  to 
me,  that  you,  Master  Philip,  mock  me :  do  you 
not  know,  qui  mocat  mocabUur  i  mock  age,  and  see 
iiow  it  will  prosper. 

Phil  Why,  ye  whoreson  proverb-book  bound 
up  in  folio, 
Have  ye  no  other  sense  to  answer  me 
But  every  word  a  proverb  T  no  other  English  I 
Well,  I'll  fulfil  a  proverb  on  thee  straight. 

NiCH.  What  is  it,  sir  1 

Phil.  I'll  fetch  my  fist  from  thine  ear. 

NiCH.  Bear  witness,  he  threatens  me  ! 

Phil,  That  same  is  the  coward's  common  pro- 
verb. 
But  come,  come,  sirrah,  tell  me  where  Hugh  is. 

NiCH.  I  may,  and  I  will ;  I  need  not,  except  I 
list ;  you  shall  not  command  me,  you  give  me 
neither  meat,  drink,  nor  wages;  I  am  your 
father's  man,  and  a  man's  a  man,  and  a  have  but 
a  hose  on  his  head ;  do  not  misuse  me  so,  do  not ; 

'  i.(.,  Hon«it  men. 
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for  though  be  that  ia  bound  must  obey,  yet  he 
tbat  will  not  tarry,  may '  run  away — so  he  may. 
Ms  Bar.  Peace,  Nick,  111  see  be  sball  use  tbee 

well; 
Go  to,  peace,  aiirab  :  here,  Nick,  take  tliia  letter, 
Carry  it  to  him  to  whom  it  is  directed. 
NiCH.  To  whom  is  it  I 
Mr  Bab.  Why,  read  it :  canst  thou  read  t 
Nicn.  Forsooth,  though  none  of  the  best,  yet 

meanly. 
Mr  Bar.  Why,  dost  thou  not  use  it ! 
Nick.  Forsooth,  as  use  makes  perfectneaa,  so 

seldom  seen  ia  soon  forgotten. 
Mr  Bar.  Well-said :  but  go ;   it  is  to  Master 

Goursey. 
Phil.  Now,  sir,  what  proverb  have  ye  to  deliver 

a  letter ! 
NiciL  ^Vllat  need  you  to  care  t  who  speaks  to 
you  1  you  may  speak  when  ye  are  spoken  to,  and 
keep  your  wind  to  cool  your  pottage.  Well,  well, 
you  are  my  master's  son,  and  you  look  for  his 
Uud ;  but  they  that  ho]>e  for  dead  men's  shoes 
may  hap  go  barefoot :  take  heed,  as  soon  goes  the 
young  sheep  to  the  pot  as  the  old.  I  pray  God 
save  my  master's  life,  for  seldom  comes  the 
better ! 

Phil.  0,  he  hath  given  it  me !    Farewell,  Pro- 
verbs. 
Nicii.  Farewell,  frost.* 
Phil.  Shall  I  fling  an  old  shoe  after  ye  t 
NicH.  No ;    you  should  say,   God    send    fair 

weather  after  me ! 
Phil.  I  mean  for  good  luck. 
XlCH.  A  good  luck  on  ye  !  [Exit. 

Mr  Bar.  Alas,  poor  fool !  he  uses  ail  his  wit. 
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Philip,  in  faith'  this  mirth  hath  cheered  thought. 
And  cosen'd  it  of  hia  right  play  of  paasion. 
Go  after  Nick,  and,  when  thou  think'st  he's  there, 
Go  in  and  nrge  to  that  which  I  have  writ : 
I'll  in  these  meadows  make  a  circling  walk, 
And  in  my  meditation  conjure  so, 
As  that  same '  fiend  of  thought,  self-eating  anger, 
Shall  by  my  spells  of  reason  '  vanish  quite  : 
Away,  and  let  me  hear  from  thee  to-night 
Phil.  To-night !  yes,  that  you  shall :  but  hark 
.  ye,  father ; 
Look  that  you  my  sister  waking  keep. 
For  Frank,  I  swear,  shall  kiss  her,  ere  I  sleep. 

[Hxeuitt, 

Etder  Frank  and  EoY. 

Fran.  I  am  very  dry  with  walking   o'er  the 

Butler,  some  beer !    Sirrah,  call  the  butler. 

Boy,  Nay,  faith,  sir,  we  must  have  some  smith 
to  give  the  butler  a  drench,  or  cut  him  in  the  fore- 
head, for  he  hath  got  a  horse's  disease,  namely  the 
staggers ;  to-night  he's  a  good  huswife,  he  reels  all 
that  he  wrought  to-day ;  and  he  were  good  now  to 
play  at  dice,  for  he  casts*  excellent  well. 
Fran.  How  mean'st  thou  t  is  he  drunk  T 
Boy.  1  cannot  tell ;  but  I  am  sure  he  hath  mure 
liquor  in  him  than  a  whole  dicker  of  hides  ;  he's 
soak'd  throughly,  i'  faith. 
Fran.  Well,  go  and  call  him ;  bid  him  bring 

me  drink. 
Boy.  I  will,  sir.  [Exif. 


'  So  wcond  edit.    Fir»t  ediL,  faith  in. 
'  E^iU.,  tome.  *  EdiU.,  trtato 

*  i.e.,  Vamiu  :  ■  common  pou  in  old  dra 
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Fran.  My  mother  pouts,  and  will  look  memly 
Neither  upon  1117  father  nor  od  me  : 
He  says  sue  fell  out  with  Mistress  Bames  to-day  ; 
Then  I  am  snre  they'll  not  be  quickly  friends. 
Oood  Lord,  what  kind  of  creatures  women  are  ! 
Their  love  is  lightly  '  won  and  lightly  lost ; 
And  then  their  hate  is  deadly  and  extreme  : 
He  that  doth  take  a  wife  betakes  himself 
To  all  the  cares  and  troubles  of  the  world. 
Now  her  disquietness  doth  grieve  my  father, 
Grieves  me,  and  troubles  all  the  house  besides. 
What,  sliall  I  have  some  drinkt     [Horn  tounded 

within] — How  now  t  a  horn  ! 
Belike  the  drunken  knave  is  fall'n  asleep, 
And  now  the  boy  doth  wake  him  with  bis  horn. 

Enter  Bor. 

How  now,  sirrali,  where's  the  butler  f 

Boy.  Marry,  sir,  where  he  was  even  now,  asleep  ; 
but  I  wak'd  him,  and  when  he  wak'd  he  thought 
he  was  in  Master  Barnes's  butteir,  for  he  stretch'd 
liimself  thus,  and  yawning,  said,  "  Nick,  honest 
Kick,  fill  a  fresh  bowl  of  ale  ;  stand  to  it,  Nick, 
and  thou  bcest  a  man  of  God's  making,  stand  to 
it ;"  and  tlien  I  winded  my  horn,  and  ne's  horn- 

Enter  HODGE. 

Hod.  Boy,  hey !  lio,  boy !  and  thou  beeet  a 
man,  draw.— 0,  here's  a  blessed  moonshine,  God 
he  thanked  ! — Boy,  is  not  this  goodly  weather  for 
barley  t 

Boy.  Spoken  like  a  right  malster,  Hodge :  but 
dost  thou  hear !  thou  art  not  drunk  t 

Hod.  No,  I  scorn  that,  i'  faith. 

lU.,  EuUjr. 
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Boy.*  But  thy  fellow  Dick  Coomee  is  mightily 
drunk. 

HOD.^  Drunk  I  a  plague  on  it,  wlien  a  man  cau- 
Dot  carry  his  drink  well !  'sblood,  I'll  stand  to  it. 

Boy.  Hold,  man;  see,  and  thou  canst  stand 
firflt 

Hod.  Drunk !  he's  a  beast,  and  he  be  drunk ; 
there's  no  man  that  is  a  sober  man  will  be  drunk ; 
he's  a  boy,  and  he  be  drunk. 

Boy.  No,  he's  a  man  as  thou  art. 

Hod.  Thus  'tis,  when  a  man  will  not  be  ruled 
by  his  friends  :  I  bad  him  keep  under  the  lee,  but 
he  kept  down  the  weather  two  bows ;  I  told  him 
be  would  be  taken  with  a  planet,  but  the  wisest  of 
\is  all  may  fall. 

Boy.  True,  Hodge.  [5oy  (r(/«  him. 

Hod.  Whoop  I  lend  me  thy  hand,  Dick,  I  am 
fall'n  into  a  well  j  lend  me  thy  baud,  I  shall  be 
drowned  else. 

Boy.  Hold  fast  by  the  bucket,  Hodge. 

Hod.  a  rope  on  it ! 

Boy.  Ay,  there  is  a  ropo  on  it ;  but  where  art 
tliou,  Hodge  t 

Hod.  In  a  well ;  I  prythee,  draw  up. 

Boy.  Come,  give  up  thy  body  ;  wind  up,  hoist 

Hod.  I  am  over  head  and  ears. 

Boy,  In  all,  Hodge,  in  all 

Fran.  How  loathsome  is  this  beast-man's  shape 
to  me. 
This  mould  of  reason  so  unreasonable  ! — 
Sirrah,  why  dost  thou  trip  him  down,  seeing  he's 
drunk 1 

Boy.    Because,   sir,   I   would  have  drunkards 

Fran.  How  mean  yel 


'  EdiU.,Bu(. 
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Boy.  Why,  they  say  that,  when  anything  hath 
a  fall,  it  is  cheap  ;  and  so  of  drunkards. 

FsJlS.  Go  to,  help  him  up  :  [Knoeiinff  without] 
but,  hark,  who  knocks  t 

[Boy  ffoa  to  tlie  door,  and  retumi.'] 

Boy.  Sir,  here's  one  of  Master  Barnes's  mtu 
with  a  letter  to  my  old  master. 

Fean.  ^^1ich  of  them  is  it  1 

Boy.  They  call  him  Kicholae,  sir. 

Frak.  Go,  call  him  in.  [Exit  Boy.] 

Enter  CoOMES. 

COOMES.  By  your  leave,  ho !  How  now,  young 
master,  how  is't  t 

Fran.  Look  ye,  sirrah,  where  your  fellow  liea ; 
He's  ^  in  a  fine  takiuR,  is  he  not !  - 

CooMES.  Whoop,  Hodge !  where  art  thou,  man, 
where  art  tliou  1 

Hod.  O,  in  a,  well. 

CooMES.  In  a  wpll,  man !  nay,  tlien,  thou  art 
deep  in  understanding. 

Iran.  Ay.  once  to-day  you  were  almost  so,  sir. 

CooUES.  Who,  I  !  go  to,  yonng  master,  I  do 
not  like  this  humour  in  ye,  I  tell  ye  true ;  give 
every  man  his  due,  and  give  him  no  more  :  say  I 
was  in  such  a  case  !  go  to,  'tis  the  greatest  indig- 
nation that  can  be  offered  to  a  man ;  and,  but  a 
man's  more  godlier  given,  you  were  able  to  make 
him  swear  out  his  heart-blood.  What,  though 
that  honest  Hodge  have  cut  his  £ngcr  here,  or, 
as  some  say,  cut  a  feather :  what,  though  he  be 
mump,  misled,  blind,  or  as  it  were — 'tis  no  conse- 
quent to  me :  you  know  I  have  drunk  all  the  ale- 
houses in  Abington  dry,  and  laid  the  taps  on  the 
tables,  when  I  had  done  :  'sblood,  I'll  challenge  all 

'  lUad,  for  the  metre,  He  U. 
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the  true  rob-pots  in  Europe  to  leap  up  to  the  chin 
in  a  harrel  of  beer,  and  if  I  caunot  drink  it  down 
to  my  foot,  ere  I  leave,  and  tlien  set  thu  tap  in 
the  midst  of  the  house,  and  then  turn  a  good  turn 
on  the  toe  on  it,  let  mt  he  counted  nobody,  a 
pingler,' — nay,  let  me  be'  bound  to  drink  nothing 
but  small-beer  seven  years  after — and  I  had  as 
lief  be  hanged. 

£iUer  NrcnoLAft, 

Fran.  Peace,  sir,  I  must   speak  with   one. — 
Nicliolaa,  I  think,  your  name  is. 
NiCH.  True  as  the  skin  between  your  brows. 
Fran.  Well,  how  doth  thy  master  1 
Nicn.  Forsooth,  live,  and  the   best  doth   no 

Fran.  Where  is  the  letter  he  hath  sent  me  1 
Nigh.  Scee  nunutn/  here  it  is. 
Fran.  'Tis  right  as  Philip  said,  'tis  a  fine  fool 
[Atide].— 
This  letter  is  directed  to  my  father  ; 
I'll  carry  it  to  him.    Dick  Coomes,  make  him 
drink.  [Eril. 

Coomes.  Ay,  I'll  make  him  drank,"  and  he  will. 


'  Equiralenl  to— poor,  cotiWmptibic  fellow :  but  1  must 
leave  Ihc  reader  to  determine  the  exact  ueaniiig  of  tbU 
term  of  reproach,  kt  jiimjU  aignlRet  a  nmnll  croft,  I^nrea 
(citing  a  puuge  from  Lrlj'a  "  Euplinea")  aaya  that  pingUr 
IB  "  probably  a  Ultoaring  horse,  kept  by  a  farmer  in  hia 
homesteHd.''^  "  Glosa."  in  i.—\a  Brocfcett's  '{  GIom.  o( 
North  Coontry  Words"  is  " Fi^ngU,  to  work  asaiduoualy 
but  i  n  efficient  I  T,^to  labour  until  you  are  almost  blind." 
In  Forbj'a  "  Vocab.  of  East  Anitlia  "  we  find,  "  Pingle.  to 
pick  one's  fowl,  to  eat  squearaishly  : "  and  in  Moor's  "  Suf- 
folk Words  "  is  a  similar  expUoalioD.  See  alia  Jamiei 
■'  Et  Diet,  of  Scott.  Lang." 

*  So  aecond  edit.     Not  in  first  edit. 

*  So  Hcond  edit.     First  edit.,  drmhc. 
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NicH.  Ifot  BO,  Richard ;  it  is  good  to  be  meny 
and  wise. 

Dice'  [Coomks].  Well,  Nicholas,  as  thou  art 
Nicholas,  welcome ;  but  as  thou  art  Nicholas  and 
a  boon  companion,  ten  times  welcome.  Nicholas, 
give  me  thy  hand:  shall  we  be  menyt  and  we 
shall,  say  but  we  shall,  and  let  the  first  word 
stand. 

NiCH.  Indeed,  as  long  lives  the  meny  man  att 
the  sad ;  an  ounce  of  debt  will  not  pay  a  pound  of 

Coomks.  Nay,  a  pound  of  care  will  not  pay  an 
iiunco  of  debt. 

NiCH.  Well,  'tis  a  good  horBe  never  stumbles  : 

but  who  lies  here  t 

CoOMES.  'Tis  our  Hodge,  and  I  think  he  lies 
asleep :  you  made  him  drunk  at  your  house  to- 
ilay ;  but  I'll  pepper  some  of  you  for't. 

NiCH.  Ay,  Kicnard,  I  know  you'll  piit  a  man 
over  the  shoes,  and  if  you  can ;  but  he's  a  fool  will 
take  more  than  will  do  him  good. 

CooMES.  'Sblood,  yo  shall  take  more  than  will  do 
ye  good,  or  I'll  make  ye  clap  under  the  table. 

NicH.  Nay,  I  hope,  as  I  have  temperance  to 
forbear  drink,  so  have  I  patience  to  endure  drink  : 
I'll  do  as  company  doth ;  for  when  a  man  doth  to 
KoniQ  come,  he  must  do  as  there  is  done.* 

CoOMES.  Ha,  my  resolved  Nick,  froligozene  ! 
Fill  the  pot,  hostess  ;  awouns,  you  whore  !  Harry 
Hook's  a  rascal.  Help  me,  but  carry  my  fellow 
Hotlge  in,  and  we'll  c'rouse  *  it,  i'  faith.     [Exeunt. 
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Phil.  By  this,  I  think,  the  letter  is  rfelivered, 
And  'twill  be  shortly  time  that  I  step  in, 
Anil  woo  their  favours  for  my  sister's  fortune  : 
And  yet  I  need  not ;  she  may  do  as  well, 
But  yet  not  better,  as  the  case  doth  stand, 
Between  our  mothers ;  it  may  make  thera  friends  ; 
Nay,  I  would  swear  that  she  would  do  as  well, 
Were  she  a  stranger  to  one  quality, 
But  they  are  so  acquainted,  they'll  ne'er  part. 
Why,  she  will-flout  the  devil,  and  make  blusli 
The  boldest  face  of  man  that  e'er  raan  saw ; 
He  that  hath  )jest  opinion  of  his  wit. 
And  hath  his  brainpan  fraught  with  bitter  jests, 
Or  of  his  own,  or  Btol'n,  or  howsoever, 
Let  him  stand  ne'er  so  high  in  his  own  conceit, 
Her  wit's  a  sun  that  melts  him  down  like  hutter. 
And  makes  him  sit  at  table  pancake-wise, 
Flat,  flat,  God  knows,  and  ne'er  a  word  to  say : 
Yet  she'll  not  leave  him  then,  but  like  a  tyrant 
She'll  persecute  the  poor  wit-beaten  man, 
And  so  bebang  him  with  dry  bobs  and  scofTs, 
■When  he  is  down,  most  eoward-like,  good  faith, 
As  I  have  pitied  the  poor  patient. 
There  came  a  farmer's  son  o-wooing  to  her, 
A  proper  man  ;  well-landed  too  he  was, 
A  man  that  for  liis  wit  need  not  to  ask 
What  time  a  year  'twere  good  to  sow  hia  oate, 
Nor  yet  his  barley ;  no,  nor  when  to  reap. 
To  plough  his  fallows,  or  to  fell  his  trees, 
Well-experienc'd  thus  each  kind  of  way ; 
After  a  two  months'  labour  at  the  most — 
And  yet  'twaa  well  he  held  it  out  so  long — 
He  left  his  love,  she  hail  so  lac'd  Ms  litis 
He  could  say  nothing  to  her  but  "  God  be  with 

ye!" 
Why  she,  when  men  have  diu'd  and  call  for  cheese, 
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Will  Straight  maint^n  jests  bitter  to  disgest ;  ^ 
Aod  then  some  one  will  fall  to  argument, 
Who  if  ho  oTer-ma3t«r  her  with  reason. 
Then  she'll  begin  to  buffet  him  with  mocks. 
Well,  I  do  doubt  Francis  hath  ao  much  spleen, 
They'll  ne'er  agree ;  but  I  will  moderate. 
By  this  time  it  is  time,  I  think,  to  enter ; 
This  is  the  house ;  shidl  I  knock  ?  no ;  I  will  not. 
[Nor]  wait,  while  one  comes  out  to  answer  [me] :' 
I'll  in,  and  let  tfaem  be  as  bold  with  us,         [Sxit, 

Enter  MASTER  OOCBSEY,  reading  a  letter. 
Mr  Gour.  If  that  they  like,  her  dowiy  *ltail  be 

To  your  ion't  teealth  or  po*nbility: 

It  it  a  meant  to  make  our  teivet  good  friends, 

And  to  eontiave /ritndiJdp  'iwixt  t«  Ivio. 

'Tis  so,  indeed  :  I  like  this  motion, 

And  it  hath  my  consent,  because  my  wife 

Is  sore  infected  and  heart-sick  with  bate ; 

And  I  have  sought  the  Galen  of  advice, 

Which  only  tells  me  this  same  potion 

To  l)e  most  sovereign  for  her  sickness'  cure. 

Enter  Frank  md  Philip. 

Here  comes  my  son,  conferring  with  his  friend. — 
Francis,  how  do  you  like  your  friend's  discourse  1 
I  know  he  is  persuading  to  tbis  motion. 

Fran.  Father,  as  matter  that  befits  a  friend, 
But  yet  not  me,  that  am  too  young  to  many. 

Jut  Gour.  Nay,  if  thy  mind  he  forward  with 
thy  years, 
The  time  is  lost  thou  tarriest.    Trust  me,  hoy, 
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This  match  is  answerable  to  thy  birth ; 

Her  blood  and  portion  give  each  other  grace  ; 

These  indented  lines  promise  a  sum, 

And  I  do  like  the  value :  if  It  hap 

Thy  liking  to  accord  to  my  consent, 

It  is  a  match.     Wilt  thou  go  see  tlie  maid  1 

Fran.  Ne'er  trust  me,  lather,  the  shackles  ^  of 
marrif^, 
\\'hich  I  do  see  in  others,  seem  bo  severe, 
I  dare  not  put  my  youngling  liberty 
Under  the  awe  of  that  instruction ; 
And  yet  I  grant  the  limits  of  free  youth 
Going  astray  are  often  restrninM  by  that. 
But  mistress  wedlock,  to  my  scholar-thoughts, 
Will  be  too  cura'd,  I  fear :  0,  should  she  snip 
My  pleasure-aiming  mind,  I  shall  be  sad, 
And  swear,  wlien  I  did  marry,  I  was  mad ! 

Mn  GouR.  But,  boy,  let  my  experience  teach 
thee  this — 
Yet,    in    good    iailh,    thou    speak'st   not  much 

amiss — 
When  first  thy  mother's  fame  to  me  did  come, 
Thy  grandsire  thus  then  came  to  me  his  son, 
And  even  my  words  to  thee  to  me  he  said, 
And  as  to  me  thou  say'st  to  him  I  said, 
But  in  a  greater  huff  and  hotter  blood,— 
I  tell  ye,  on  youth's  tip-toes  then  I  stoiMl : 
Says  he  (good  faith,  this  was  his  very  say), 
"  When  I  was  young,  I  was  but  reason's  fool, 
And  went  to  wedding  as  to  wisdom's  school ; 
It  taught  me  much,  and  much  I  did  forget, 
But,  beaten  much,  by  it  I  got  some  wit ; 
Though  I  was  shackled  from  an  often  scout, 
Yet  I  would  wanton  it,  when  I  was  out ; 
'Twas  comfort  old  acquaintance  then  to  meet. 
Restrained  liberty  attain'd  is  sweet." 

'  tOlil  eopies,  thapt.] 
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Thus  said  my  father  to  thy  father,^  boh, 
And  thou  mayst  do  this  too,  as  I  have  done. 

Pmu    In   faith,  good  counsel,  Frank :   what 
aay'st  thou  to  it  1 

Fran.  Philip,  what  should  I  say  t 

Phil.  Why,  either  ay  or  no. 

Fran.  0,  but  which  rather] 

Phil.  Why,  that  which  was  persuaded  by  thy 
father. 

Fran.  That's  ay  then.^    Ay.     0,  should  it  fall 
out  ill, 
Then  I,  for  I  am  guUty  of  that  ill ! — 
I'll  not  be  guilty.     No. 

Phil.  What,  backward  gone ! 

Fran.  Philip,  no  whit  iMtckward ;  that  is,  on. 

Phil.  On,  then. 

Fran.  0,  stay  I 

Phil.  Tuafa,  there  is  no  good  luck  in  this  <le- 
lay. 
Come,  come  ;  late-comers,  man,  are  sheut. 

Fran.  Heigho,  I  fear  I  shall  repent ! 
Well,  which  way,  Philip  ?  ^ 

Phil.  Why,  this  way. 

Fran.  Canst  thou  tell, 

And  takest  upon  thee  to  be  my  guide  to  hell  t — 
But  which  way,  father! 

Mr  Goim.  That  way. 

Fran.  Ay,  you  know, 
You  found  the  way  to  sorrow  long  ago. 
Father,  God  be  wi'  ye  :  *  you  have  sent  your  son 
To  seek  on  earth  an  earthly  day  of  doom. 
Where  I  ehall  be  adjudged,  alack  the  ruth, 
To  penance  for  the  follies  of  my  youth ! 


'  So  Mcond  edit     First  edit,  fatktrt. 
■  So  second  edit.    First  edit,  than. 

•  Edits.,  Pnmie. 

*  [Old  oopies,  bogt  )m] 
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Well,  I  must  go ;  tut,  by  my  troth,  my  mind 
Is  iiot  cajiaWe  to  love  [in] '  that  kind. 
0,  I  have  look'd  upon  this  mould  of  men, 
As  I  have  done  upon  a  lion'a  den  1 
Praised  I  have  the  gallant  beast  I  saw, 
yet  niah'd  me  uo  acquaintance  with  liis  paw  : 
And  must  I  now  be  grated  with  them  I  well, 
Yet  I  may  hap  to  prove  a  Daniel ; 
And,  if  I  do,  sore  it  would  make  me  laugh, 
To  be  among  wild  beast«  and  yet  be  safe. 
Is  there  a  remedy  to  abate  their  rage  ) 
Yes,  many  catch  them,  and  put  them  in  a  cage. 
Ay,  but  bow  catch  them )  many,  in  your  hand 
Carry  me  forth  a  burning  firebrand, 
For  with  his  sparkling  ehine,  old  rumour  say?, 
A  firebrand  the  swiftest  runner  frays  : 
This  I  may  do ;  but,  if  it  prove  not  so, 
Then  man  goes  out  to  seek  his  adjunct  woe. 
Philip,  away  1  and,  father,  now  adieu  ! 
In  quest  of  sorrow  I  am  sent  by  you. 
Mr  Gour.  Ketum,  the  messenger  of  joy,  my 

Fran.  Seldom  in  this  world  such  a  work  ie 
done. 

Phil.  Nay,  nay,  make  haste,  it  wiU  bo  quickly 
night 

Fran.  Why,  is  it  not  good  to  woo  by  candle- 
light 1 

Phil.  But,  if  we  make  not  haste,  they'll  be  a- 

Fran.  The  better,  candles  out  aud  curtains 
spread.  [Exeunt  FrancIS  and  PHIUP.] 

Mr  Gour.  I  know,  though  that  my  sou's  years 
be  not  many. 
Yet  he  hath  wit  to  woo  as  well  as  any. 
Here  comes  my  wife :  I  am  glad  my  boy  is  gone. 


'  [Old  copies,  fcrt  capablt  la.] 
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Enter  MISTRESS  GOURSKY. 

Ere  she  came  hither.     How  now,  wife  \  how  is't  % 
What,  are  ye  yet  in  charity  and  love 
With  Mistress  Barnes  I 

Mrs  Gour.  With  Mistress  Barnes !  why  Mis- 
tress '  Barnes,  I  pray  T 

Mr  OotiR.    Because  she    is    your    neighbour 
and ■ 

Mrs  Gour.  And  what? 
And  a  jealous,  slandering,  spiteful  quean  she  is, 
One  that  would  blur  my  reputation 
With  her  opprobrious  malice,  if  she  could ; 
She  wrongs  her  husband,  to  abuse  my  fame  : 
'Tis  known  that  I  have  lived  in  honest  name 
All  my  lifetime,  and  been  your  right  true  wife. 

Mr  Gour.   I  entertain  no  other  thought,  my 

And  my  opinion's  sound  of  your  behaviour. 

Mrs  Gour.  And  my  behaviour  is  as  sound  as  it; 
But  her  ill-speeches  seeks  to  rot  my  credit. 
And  eat  it  with  the  worm  of  hate  and  malice. 
Mr  Gour.    ^\^ly,   then,  preserve  it   you  by 

patience. 
Mrs  Gour.  By  patience !  woald  ye  have  me 
shame  myself. 
And  cosen  myself  to  hear  her  injuries  J 
Not  while  her  eyes  be  open,  will  I  yield 
A  word,  a  letter,  a  syllable's  value. 
But  equal  and  make  even  her  wrongs  to  me 
To  her  again. 
Mr  Gour.  Then,  in  good  faith,  wife,  ye  are 

more  to  blame. 
Mrs  Gour,  Am  I  to  blame,  sir  t  pray,  what 
letter's  this  t  \SnaUka  the  kUer.] 

'  So  MCOnd  edit.    Fint  «dit.,  Ifaiter. 
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Mr  Gour.  There  ia  a,  dearth  of  manners  in  ye, 

wife, 
Rudely  to  snatch  it  from  me.     Give  it  me. 

Mrs  Goub.  You  shall  not  have  it,  air,  till  I 

have  read  it. 
Mr  Gour.  Give  me  it,  then,  and  I  will  read  it 

Mrs  Gour.  No,  no,  it  shall  not  need :  I  am  a 
scholar 
Good  enough  to  read  a  letter,  sir. 
Mr  Gour.  God's  passion,  if  she  know  but  the 

CODt«nlB, 

She'll  seek  to  cross  this  match  !  she  shall  not  read 
it.  _  [Atidi.] 

Wife,  give  it  me  ;  come,  come,  give  it  me. 
Mrs  Gour.  HusbaDd,  in  very  deed,  you  shall 

not  have  it. 
Mr  Gour.  What,  will  you  move  me  to  im- 
patience, then  1 
Mrs  Gocr  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  your  impatience ; 
But  since  you  talk,  sir,  of  impatience, 
You  shall  not  have  the  letter,  by  this  light, 
Till  I  have  read  it ;  soul,  I'll  burn  it  first ! 
Mr  Gour.  Go  to,  ye  move  me,  wife ;  give  me 
the  letter  ; 
In  troth,  I  shall  grow  angry,  if  you  do  not. 

Mrs  Gour.  Grow  to  the  house-top  with  your 
anger,  sir  ! 
Ne'er  tell  me,  I  care  not  thus  much  for  it. 
Mb  Goub,  Well,  I  can  bear  enough,  but  not  too 
much. 
Come,  give  it  me  ;  'twere  best  you  be  persuaded ; 
By  God— ye  make  me  swear — now  God  forgive  me ! — 
Give  me,  I  say,  and  stand  not  long  upon  it ; 
Go  to,  I  am  angry  at  the  heart,  my  very  heart. 
Mrs  Gour,  Heart  luo  no  hearts  !  you  shall  not 
have  it,  sir, 
No,  you  shall  not ;  ne'er  look  so  big, 
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I  will  not  be  alraid  at  your  great  looks ; 

You  shall  not  have  it,  ao,  you  shall  not  have  it. 

Mr  Gour.  Shall  I  not  hive  it  I  in  troth,  I'll  try 
that: 
Minion,  I'll  ha'  't ;  shall  I  not  ha'  't  1 — I  am  loth — 
Go  to,  take  pausement,  be  advis'd — 
In  faith,  I  'will ;  and  Gtattd  not  long  upon  it — 
A  woman  of  your  yeara  j     I  am  a&ham'd 
A  couple  of  so  long  continuance 
Should   thus — God's  foot — I    cry  God    heart'ly 

mercy ! — 
Go  to,  ye  vex  me  ;  and  I'll  vex  ye  for  it ; 
Before  I  leave  ye,  I  will  make  ye  glad 
To  tender  it  on  your  knees  ;  hear  ye,  I  will,  I  wilL 
'\Miat,  worse  and  worse  stomach  !  true  faith, 
Shall  I  be  erosa'd  by  you  in  my  old  age  1 
And  where  I  should  have  greatest  comfort,  too, 
A  nurse  of  you  1 — nurse  in  the  devil's  name  ! — 
Go  to,  mistress ;  by  God's  precious  deer, 
If  ye  delay 

Mrs  Gour.  Lord,  Lonl,  why,  in  what  a  fit 
Are  you  in,  husband  .'  so  enrag'd,  so  niov'd, 
And  for  so  slight  a  cause,  to  read  a  letter  ! 
Did  this  letter,  love,  contain  my  death. 
Should  you  deny  my  sight  of  it,  I  would  not 
Xor  see  my  sorrow  nor  eschew  my  danger, 
But  willingly  yield  me  a  patient 
Unto  the  doom  that  your  displeasure  gave. 
Here  is  the  letter ;  not  for  tliat  your  incensement 
[Givf4  baek  the  /«««-.] 
Makes  me  make  offer  of  it,  but  your  health, 
Which  anger,  I  do  fear,  hath  craz'd,' 
And  viper-like  hath  suck'd  away  the  blood 
That  wont  was  to  be  cheerful  in  this  cheek : 
How  pale  ye  look  1 
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Mr  Gotm.  Pale  !    Can  ye  blame  me  for  it  t     I 

tell  you  true, 
An  easy  matter  could  not  thus  have  moved  me. 
Well,  this  resignment — and  so  forth — but,  woman, 
Thia  fortnight  shall  I  not  forget  ye  for  it. — 
Ha,  ha,  I  see  that  roughness  can  do  somewhat  I 
I  did  not  think,  good  faith,  I  could  have  eet 
So  sour  a  face  upon  it,  and  to  her. 
My  bed-embracpr,  my  right  bosom  friend. 
1  would  uot  that  she  should  have  seen  the  letter — 
Aa  poor  a  man  oa  I  am — by  my  trotii, 
For  twenty  pound :  well,  1  am  glad  I  have  it. 

[A»Ulf.] 
Ha,  here's  ado  about  a  thing  of  nothing  ! 
^Vhat,  stomach,  ha  !  tis  happy  you're  come  down. 
[Exit. 
Mrs  Gour.  Well,  crafty  ■  fox,  I'll  liunt  ye,  by 
my  troth. 
Deal  ye  so  closely !  Well,  I  see  hia  drift ; 
He  would  not  let  me  see  the  letter,  lest 
That  I  should  cross  the  match ;  and  I  will  cross  t 
Dick  Coomes  I 

Enter  CooUES. 

CooiiEs.  Forsooth, 

Mrs  Gouk.    Come  hither,  Dick ;  thou  art  a 
man  1  love, 
And  one  whom  I  have  much  in  my  regard. 
CooMES.  I  thank  ye  for  it,  mistress,  I  tliank  ye 

for  it. 
Mrs  Gour.  Nay,  here's  my  hand,  I  will  do  very 
much 
For  thee,  if  e'er  thou  stand'st  in  need  of  me ; 
Thou  shalt  not  lack,  whilst  thou  hast  a  day  to  live. 
Money,  apparel 

'  So  ucand  edit    First  edit.,  fraji. 
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CooHES.  And  sword  and  bucklers ! 

Mbs  Gour.  And  aword  and  bucklers  too,  my 
gallant  Dick, 
So  thoQ  wilt  use  but  this  in  my  defence. 

[I'ointing  to  his  swortL] 

CooMES.  This  !  no,  faith,  I  have  no  mind  to 
this ;  break  my  head,  if  this  hie^k  not,  if  we  come 
to  any  tough  play.  Nay,  mistress,  I  had  a  sword, 
ay,  the  flower  of  SmitkGeld  for  a  sword,  a  right 
fox,'  i'  faith ;  with  that,  and  a  man  had  come 
over  with  a  smooth  and  a  sharp  stroke,  it  would 
have  cried  twang,  and  then,  when  I  had  doubled 
my  point,  trac'd  my  ground,  and  had  caxried  my 
buckler  before  me  like  a  garden-butt,  and  then 
come  in  with  a  cross  blow,  and  over  the  pick  *  of 
his  buckler  two  ells  long,  it  would  have  cried 
twang,  twang,  metal,  metal :  but  a  dog  hath  his 
day ;  'tJs  gone,  and  there  are  few  good  ones  made 
now.  I  see  by  this  dearth  of  good  swords,  that  * 
dearth  of  sword-and-buckler  fight  begins  to  grow 
out:  *  I  am  sorry  for  it;  I  shall  never  see  good 
manhood  again,  if  it  be  once  gone ;  this  poking 
fight  of  rapier  and  dagger  will  come  up  then  ;  then 
a  man,  a  tall  *  mau,  and  a  good  sword-and-buckler 
man,  will  he  spitted  like  a  cat  or  a  coney  ;  then  a 
boy  will  be  as  good  as  a  man,  unless  the  Lord 
show  mercy  unto  us ;  well.  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd 
as  live  to  see  that  day.  Well,  mistress,  what  shall 
I  ilo  i  what  shall  I  do  I 

Mrs  Gour,    Why,  this,   brave  Dick.      Thou 
knowest  that  Barnes's  wife 
And  I  am  foes  :  now,  man  me  to  her  house  ; 
And  though  it  ]>e  dark,  Dick,  yet  we'll  have  no  light, 


'  A  familiar  term  for  the  old  English  brcadBWOtd. 
*  The  iiharp  point  in  the  centre  of  Uie  buckler. 
'  So  secOQil  edit.     First  edit.,  and, 
<  JDjce  proposed  t«  reid  ontj  •  f.t,  Brtve. 
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Legt  that  thy  master  should  prevent  our  journey 
By  seeing  oiir  depart.     Then,  when  we  corae, 
Aid  if  that  she  and  I  do  fall  to  words. 
Set  in  thy  foot  and  quarrel  with  lier  men. 
Draw,  fight,  strike,  hurt,  but  do    not    kill    tlie 

slaves, 
And  make  as  though  thou  atroobest  •  at  a  man, 
And  hit  her,   and  thou  canst, — a  plague   upon 

herl— 
She  hath  misus'd  me,  Dick  :  wilt  thou  do  this ) 

CooMES.  Yes,  mistresa,  1  will  strike  her  men ; 
but  God  forbid  that  e'er  Dick  Coomes  should  be 
seen  to  strike  a  woman  I 

Mrs  Gour.  Why,  she  is  mankind  : '  therefore 
thou  mayest  strike  her. 

Coomes.  Mankind  1  nay,  and  ehe  have  any  part 
of  a  man,  I'll  strike  her,  1  warrant. 

Mrs  Gour.  That's  my  good  Dick,  tliafa  my 
sweet  Dick ! 

Coomes,  'Swouns,  who  would  not  be  a  man  nf 
valour  to  have  such  words  of  a  gentlewoniau  !  one 
of  their  words  are  more  to  me  than  twenty  of 
these  russet^oats,  cheese-cakes,  and  Itutter-makers. 
Well,  I  thank  God,  I  am  none  of  these  cowards  : 
well,  and  a  man  have  any  virtue  in  him,  I  see  he 
shall  be  regarded.  ^v(n''/f.] 

Mrs  Gour.  Art  thou  resolved,  Dick )  wilt  thou 
do  this  for  me  1 
And  if  thou  wilt,  here  is  an  earnest-penny 
Of  that  rich  guerdon  I  do  mean  to  give  thee. 

[Giuei  moni*y.1 

Coomes.  An  angel,'  mistress  !  let  me  see.  Stand 
you  on  my  left  hand,  and  let  the  angel  lie  on  my 
buckler  on  my  right  hand,  for  fear  of  losing.  Now, 
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here  stand  I  to  be  tempted.  The^  say,  every  man 
hath  two  spirits  attending  on  him,  either  good  qr 
bad ;  now,  I  say,  a  man  hath  no  other  spirits  bnt 
either  his  wealth  or  his  wife  ;  now,  which  is  the 
better  of  them  1  ^Vhy,  that  is  as  they  are  used ; 
for  use  neither  of  them  well,  and  they  are  both 
nought.  But  this  is  a  miracle  to  me,  that  gold 
that  is  heavy  hath  the  upper,  and  a  woman  that 
is  light  doth  soonest  fall,  considering  that  light 
things  aspire,  and  heavy  things  soonest  go  down  : 
but  leave  these  considerations  to  Sir  John ; '  they 
become  a  black-coat  better  than  a  blue.*  'Well, 
mistress,  I  had  no  mind  to-day  to  quarrel ;  bnt  a 
woman  is  made  to  be  a  man's  seducer;  you  say, 
quarrel  1 

Mrs  Gour,  Ay. 

CooJiES.  There  speaks  an  angel :  is  it  good  t 

Mrs  Gour.  Ay. 

COOMES.  Then,  I  cannot  do  amiss ;  the  good 
angel  goes  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Ralph  Smith,  hU  Lady,  Wn,L, 
[and  Attendants]. 

Sir  Ealph,  Come  on,  my  hearts :  i'  faith,  it  is 
ill-luck. 
To  hunt  all  day,  and  not  kill  anything. 
What  sayest  thou,  lady  1  art  thou  weary  yet  1 

Lady.  I  must  not  say  so,  sir. 

Sir  Ralph.  Although  thou  art ! 

Will.  And  can  you  hlame  her,  to  be  forth  so 
long. 
And  see  no  bett«r  sport  J 

Sir  Ralph.  Good  faith,  'twas  very  hard. 

Lady.  No,  'twas  not  ill. 
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Because,  jou  know,  it  lb  not  good  to  kill. 
Sm  Ealph.  Yes,  venison,  lady. 
Lady.  No,  indeed,  nor  them  ; 
Life  is  as  dear  in  deer  as  'tis  in  men. 
Sm  Ralph.  But  they  are  kill'd  for  sport 
Lady.  But  that's  bad  play, 
When  they  are  made  to  sport  their  lives  away. 
Sm  Ralph.  'Tia  fine  to  see  them  run. 
Lady.  What,  out  of  breath  I 
They  run  but  ill  that  run  themselves  to  death. 
Sir  Bai.pi!,  They  might  make,  then,  less  haste, 

and  keep  their  wind. 
Lady.  Why,  then,  they  see  the  hounds  brings 

death  behind. 
Sm  Ralph,  Then,  'twere  as  good  for  them  at 
first  to  stay, 
As  to  nm  long,  and  run  tbeir  lives  away. 

Lady,  Ay,  but  the  stoutest  of  you  all  that's  here 
"Would  run  from  death  and  nimbly  send  for  fear. 
Now,  by  my  troth,  I  pity  these  poor  elves.' 
Sm  Ralph.  Well,  they  have  made  us  but  bad 

sport  to-day. 
Lady.  Yes,  'twas  my  sport  to  see  them  'scape 

away. 
Will.  I  wish  that  I  had  been  at  one  buck's  fall. 
Lady,  Out,  thou  wood-tyrant !  thou  art  worst 

of  all. 
Will.  A  woodman,"  lady,  but  no  tyrant  1. 
Lady.  Yes,  tyrant-like  thou  loVst  to  see  lives  die. 
Sib  Ralph.  Lady,  no  more  :  I  do  not  like  this 
luck, 
To  hunt  all  day,  and  yet  not  kill  a  buck. 
Well,  it  is  late  ;  but  yet  I  swear  I  will 
Stay  here  all  night,  but  I  a  buck  will  kill 

'  [A  line  appears  to  lie  lost  here,  prohkblj  ending  wilh 
i/m,  u  the  whole  dialosae  'a  in  rh^me.] 

VOL.  VII.  X 
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Lady.  All  night !  nay,  good  Sir  Ralph  Smith, 
do  not  80. 

Sir  Balph.  Content  ye,  lady.     Will,  go  fetch 
my  bow : 
A  berry  •  of  fair  roea  I  saw  to-day 
Down  by  the  groves,  and  there  I'll  take  my^  stand, 
And  shoot  at  one — God  send  a  lucky  hand ! 

Laby.  Will  ye  not,  then.  Sir  Kalph,  go  home 
with  me ) 

Sir  Ralph.  No,  but  my  men  shall  bear  thee 
company. — 
Sirs,  man  her  homa  Wilt,  bid  the  huntsmen  couple. 
And  bid  them  well  reward  their  hounds  to-night. — 
Lady,  farewell     Will,  haste  ye  with  the  bow ; 
I'll  stay  for  thee  here  by  the  grove  below. 

Will.  I  will ;  but  'twill  be  dark,  I  shall  not  see  : 
How  shall  I  see  ye,  then  1 

Sir  Ralph.    Why,  halloo  to  me,  and  I  will 
answer  thee. 

Will  Enough,  I  will 

Sir  Ralph.  Farewell  [A'W/. 

Lady.  How  willingly  dost  thou  consent  to  go 
To  fetch  thy  master  that  same  killing  bow  ! 

Will.  Guilty  of  death  I  willing  am  in  this. 
Because  'twas  our  ill-haps  to-day  to  miss  : 
To  hunt,  and  not  to  kill,  is  hunter's  sorrow. 
Come,  lady,  we'll  have  venison  ere  to-morrow. 

Enter  Philip,  Frank  \and  Boy]. 

Phil.  Come,  Frank,  now  are  we  hard  by  the  * 
house  : 
But  how  now  J    SadT 

'  Seemi  to  be  used  here  for  berd :  an  dddsdiI  meaning  of 
tbe  word.    [See  Halliwell'i  "Diet."  v.  Bary,  No.  3.] 
<  So  second  edit.     Fint  edit  me. 
)  So  (ecood  edit.    Fint  edit  ih'. 
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Fran,  No,  to  study  how  to  woo  tliy  sister. 
Phil.  How,  man  J  how  to  woo  her !  why,  no 

matter  how ; 
I  am  sure  tliou  wilt  not  be  ashamed  to  woo. 
Thy  cheeks  not  subject  to  a  childish  blush, 
Thou  hast  a  better  warrant  by  thy  wit ; 
I  know  thy  oratory  can  unfold 
[A]  quick  invention,  plausible  discourse, 
And  set  such  painted  beauty  on  tliy  tongue, 
As  it  shall  ravish  everj-  maiden  sense  ; 
For,  Frank,  thou  art  not  like  the  russet  youth 
I  told  thee  of,  that  went  to  woo  a  wench, 
And  being  full  atuffd  uu  with  fallow  wit 
And  meadow-matter,  aslt'd  the  pretty  maid 
How  they  sold  com  last  market^lay  with  them. 
Saying,  "  Indeed,  'twas  very  dear  with  [lis]." 
And,  do  ye  hear,  ye '  had  not  need  be  so. 
For  she  ^  will,  Francis,  tliroughly  '  try  your  wit ; 
Sirrah,  she'll  bow  the  metal  of  your  wits, 
And,  if  they  crack,  she  will  not  hold  ye  current ; 
Nay,  she  will  weigh  your  wit,   as  men  weigh 

angels,* 
And,  if  it  lack  a  grain,  she  mB  not  change  with 

ye. 
1  cannot  speak  it  but  in  passion. 
She  is  a  wicked  wench  to  make  a  jest ; 
All  Die,  how  full  of  flouts  and  niocka  she  is  I 
Fran.  Some  aqua-vita  reason  to  recover 
This    sick    diacourser!      Sound*    not,    pry  thee, 

Philip. 
Tush,  tush,  I  do  not  think  her  as  thou  sayest : 
Perhaps  she's  *  opinion's  darling,  Philip, 

'  Edili.  it. 

'  &o  Hcond  edit.    First  edit.  Ihte. 

*  So  Kcoad  edit,     fint  edit,  tlumialg. 

*  See  note,  p.  27*. 

*  Bead,  for  the  metre,  the  it. 
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Wise  in  repute,  the  croVa  bird.     0  my  friend. 
Some  judgments  slave  themselves  to  small  desert, 
And  woudemise  the  birth  of  common  wit, 
^Vhen  their  own'  strangenees  do  but  make  that 

strange, 
And  their  ill  erroTB  do  but  make  that  good : 
And  why  should  men  debase  to  make  that  good  I 
Perhaps  such  admiration  wins  her  wit 

Phil.  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  this  bold  prepare 
For  this  encounter.     Forward,  hardy  Frank  ! 
Yonder's  the  window  with  the  candle  in't ; 
Belike  she's  putting  on  her  night  attire : 
I  told  ye,  Frank,  'twas  late.    Well,  I  will  call  her. 
Marry,  softly,  that  my  mother  may  not  hear. 
Mall,  sister  Mall  I 

Bnttr  Mall  in  the  windom. 

Mal.  How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Phil.  Tie  I. 

Mal.  Tis  I !   Who  1 1    I,  quoth  the  dog,  or 

what) 
A  Cbristcrosa  row  It' 

Phil.  No,  sweet  pinkany.' 
Mal.  0,  ia't  you,  wild-oats  1 
Phil.  Ay,  forsooth,  wanton. 
Mal.  Well  said,  acapethrill. 
Fran.  Philip,  be  these  your  usual  best  salutes  T 
[Atidt.] 
Phil.  Is  this  the  harmless  chiding  of  that  dove  I 
[Atide.] 
Fran,   Dove !     One  of  those  that  draw  the 

queen  of  love  1  [Aiide.] 

'  Edits.,  tcont. 

*  i.;.,  An  /  of  the  Christ-cnwi  row  or  tlphabet. 

*  A  l«nn  of  endeannent,  formed,  perhape,  from  pink,  to 
wink,  to  eMtract  the  ejelids. 
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Mal.  How  now  J    who's  that,  brother  1    wIio'k 

that  with  ye  1 
Phil.  A  gentleman,  my  friend 
Mal.  By'r  lady,  he  hath  a.  pure  wit. 
Fran.  How  means  your  holy  judgment ) 
Mal.  O,  well  put-in,  sir  1 
■Fran.  Up,  you  woiJd  say. 
Mal.  Well  climb'd,  gentleman  I 
I  pray,  sir,  tell  me,  do  you  cart  the  queen  of  love  1 
Fran.  Not  cart  her,  but  couch  her  in  your  eye. 
And  a  fit  place  for  gentle  love  to  lie. 

Mal.  Ay,  but  methinks  you  speak  without  thi' 
book, 
To  place  a  four  '-wheel  waggon  in  my  look  : 
Where  will  you  have  room  to  have  the  coachman 
ail 
Fran.  Nay,  that  were  but  small  manners,  and 
not  fit : 
His  duty  is  before  you  hare  to  atand. 
Having  a  lusty  whipatock'  in  his  hand. 
Mal  The  place  is  void  ;  will  you  provide  me 

one) 
Fran.    And  if  you  please,  I   will  sopply  the 

room. 
Mal  But  are  ye  cunning  in  the  carman's  lash  1 
And  can  ye  whistle  well ) 

Fkah,  Yes,  1  can  well  direct  the  coach  of  love. 
Mal.  Ah,  cruel  carter  !  would  you  whip  a  dove  1 
Phil  Hark  ye,  sister — 
Mal  Nay,  but  hark  ye,  brother ; 
Whose  white  boy'  is  that  eamel   know  ye  his 
mother ) 


1  EdiU.,*Mwr. 

*i.t.,  A  good  irhip  (lAipUock  U  properly  the  stock  or 
bundle  of  a  whip). 

'  A  tcnn  oE  eudaarment,  irhich  of[«D  occim  in  oar  exriy 
dramslUlo. 
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Phil.  He  is  a  geDtleman  of  a  good  hoaae. 

Mai.  Why,  is  ms  house  of  gold  1 
Is  it  not  made  of  lime  and  stone  like  this  t 

Phil.  I  mean  he's  well-descended. 

Mal.  God  be  thanked  I 
Did  he  descend  some  steeple  or  some  ladder  t 

Phil.  Well,  you  will  still  be  cross ;  I  tell  ye, 
sister — 
This  gentleman,  by  all  your  friends'  consent 
Must  be  your  husband. 

Mal.  Nay,  not  all,  some  sing  another  note ; 
My  mother  will  say  no,  I  hold  a  groat. 
But  I  thought  'twas  somewhat,  be  would  be  a 

carter ; 
He  hath  been  whipping  lately  some  blind  bear, 
And  now  he  would  ferk  the  blind  boy  here  with 
ua. 

Phil.  "Well,  do  you  hear,  you,  sister,  mistress 
[that]  would  have — 
You  that  do  long  for  somewhat,  I  know  what — 
My  father  told  me — go  to,  I'll  tell  all, 
If  ye  be  cross— do  you  hear  me  1    I  have  labour'd 
A  year's  work  in  this  afternoon  for  ye  : 
Come  from  your  cloister,  votary,  chaste  nun. 
Come  down  and  kiss  Frank  Goursey's  mother's  son. 

Mal.  Kiss  him,  I  pray  t 

Phil.  Go  to,  stale  maidenhead  !  come  down,  I 
say, 
You  seventeen  and  upward,  come,  come  down ; 
You'll  stay  till  twentyelse  for  your  wedding  gown, 

Mal.  Nun,  votary,  stale  maidenhead,  seventeen 
and  upward ! 
Here  be  names  !  what,  nothing  else  1 

Fran.  Yes,  or  a  fair-built  steeple  without  bells. 

Mal.  Steeple  !  good  people,  nay,  another  cast. 

Fran.  Ay,  or  a  well-made  ship  without  a  mast. 

Mal.  Fie,  not  so  big,  sir,  by  one  part  of  four. 

Fran.  Why,  then,  ye  are  a  boat  without  an  oar. 
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Mal  0  well  roVd  wit !  but  what's  your  fare, 
I  [irayT 

Fran.  Your  fair  self  must  be  my  fairest  pay. 

Mal.    Nay,  and  you  be  ao   dear,  I'll   choose 
another. 

Fran.  Why,  take  your  first  man,  wench,  and  go 
no  further.  [Jsirfr.] 

Phil.  Peace,  Francis.  Hark  ye,  sister,  this  I  say: 
You  know  my  mind;  or  answer  ay  or  nay. 
[  i'our]  wit  and  judgment  hath  resolv'd  his  mind, 
And  he  foresees  what  after  he  shall  find  : 
If  such  discretion,  then,  shall  govern  you, 
Vow  love  to  him,  he'll  do  the  like  to  you. 

Mal.  Vow  love !  who  would  not  love  such  a 
comely  feature, 
Nor  high  nor  low,  but  of  the  middle  stature  t 
A  middle  man,  that's  the  best  size  indeed ; 
1  like  him  well :  love  grant  us  well  to  speed  I 

Fkan.  And  let  me  see  a  woman  of  that  tallness, 
So  slender  and  of  such  a  middle  smallness. 
So  old  enough,  and  in  each  part  so  fit, 
So  fair,  so  kind,  endued  with  so  much  wit, 
Of  80  much  wit  as  it  is  held  a  wonder, 
'Twere  pity  to  keep  love  and  her  asunder ; 
Therefore  go  up,  my  joy,  call  down  my  bliss ; 
Bid  her  come  seal  the  bargain  with  a  kiss. 

Mal.  Frank,  Frank,  1  come  through  dangers, 
death,  and  harms. 
To  make  love's  patent '  with  my  '  seal  of  arms. 

Phil,  But,  sister,  softly,  lest  my  mother  hear. 

Mal.  Hush,  then ;  mum,  mouse  in  cheese,'  cat 
is  near.  [Exit  Mal 

Fran.  Now,  in  good  faith,  Philip,  this  makes 
me  smile, 
That  I  have  wooed  and  won  in  bo  small  while. 
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PfliL.  FraQcis,  indeed  1117  sister,  I  dare  say. 
Was  Dot  determined  to  sajr  thee  n&y ; 
For  this  same  tother  thing,  calVd  maiden-head, 
Hangs  by  so  small  a  hair  or  spider's  thread, 
And  worn  so  too^  with  time,  it  must  needs  fall. 
And,  like  a  well-lur'd  hawk,  she  knows  her  calL 


*    [Enter  Mall.] 

Mal.  Whist,  brother,  whist !  my  mother  heard 
me  tread, 
And  ask'd.  Who's  there  1  I  would  not  answer 

her; 
She  call'd,  A  light !  and  up  she's  gone  to  seek 

me: 
There  when  she  finds  me  not,  shell  hither  come ; 
Therefore  dispatch,  let  it  be  quickly  done. 
Francis,  my  love's  lease  I  do  let  to  thee, 
Date  of  my  life  and  thine :  what  sayest  thou  to 

met 
The  ent'ring,  fine,  or  income  thou  must  pay. 
Are  kisses  and  embraces  every  day ; 
And  quarterly  I  must  receive  my  rent ; 
You  know  my  mind. 

Fran.  I  guess  at  thy  intent : 
Thou  shalt  not  miss  a  minute  of  thy  time. 

Mal.   Why,  then,  sweet  Francis,  I  am  only 
thine. — 
Brother,  bear  witness. 

Phil,  Do  ye  deliver  this  as  your  deed  I 

Mal.  I  do,  I  do. 

Paiu  God  send  ye  both  good  speed ! 
God's  Lord,  my  mother  1  Stand  aside. 
And  closely  too,  lest  that  you  be  espied. 


>  So  weoDd  adit    Fiivt  edlL,  to. 


E}iUr  Mistress  Barnes.] 

Mrs  Bar.  "Who's  there  I 

Phil.  Mother,  'tis  I. 

Mrs  Bar.    You    diBobedient    ruffian,  careless 

wretch. 

That  said  your  father  lov'd  me  but  too  well ! 

I'll  think  OQ't,  when  thou  think'et  I  have  forgot  it : 

Who's  with  thee  eke  1— How  now,  minion  1  you ! 

With  whom  ?  with  him ! — Why,  what  make  you 

here,  sir,  [Duroveri  Francis  and  Mall. 

And  thus  late  too )  what,  hath  your  mother  sent 

ye 
To  cut  my  throat,  that  here  you  be  in  wait  ? — 
Come  from  him,  miHtress,  and  let  go  bis  hand. — 
Will  ye  not,  sir  t 
Fban.  Stay,  Mistress  Barnes,  or  mother— what 
ye  will; 
She  is '  my  wife,  and  here  she  shall  be  still, 

Mrs  Bar.  How,  sir  1  your  wife  !  wouldst  thou 
my  daughter  have  1 
I'll  rather  have  her  married  to  her  grave,* 
Go  to ;  be  gone,  and  quickly,  or  I  swear 
I'll  have  my  men  beat  ye  for  staying  here. 

Phiu  Beat  him,  mother !  as  I  am  true '  uiati. 
They  were  better  beat  the  devil  and  his  dam. 
Mk3  Bar.  What,  wilt  thou  take  his  parti 
PuiL.   To  do  liiin  good, 
And  'twere  to  wade  hitherto  up  in  blood. 
Fran,  God-a-mercy,  Philip  ! — But,  mother,  hear 


Mrs  Bar.    Call'st  thou  me  mother  I 
mother's  name 

'  Raid,  for  the  meln,  SAte  it, 
*  A  rscollsalioi]  porliapi  ol  Slukupum'i  "Ro 
Jaliet,"  ut  iii.  k.  fi— 


.  thy 
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Carries  aWit  with  it  reproach  and  ahame. 
Give  me  my  daughter :  ere  that  she  shall  wed 
A  strumpet's  son,  and  have  her  so  misled, 
I'll  many  her  to  a  carter  ;  come,  I  say, 
Give  me  her  from  thee. 

Fran.  Mother,  not  to-day, 
Nor  yet  tc^-morrow,  till  my  life's  last  morrow 
Make  me  leave  that  which  I  with  leave  did  borrow : 
Here  I  have  borrowed  love.  111  not  denay'  it. — 
Thy  wedding  night's  my  day,  then  I'll  repay  it. — 
Till  then  she'll  trust  me.     Wench,  is't '  not  so  1 
And  if  it  be,  say  ay,  if  not,  say  no. 

Mai.  Mother,  good  mother,  hear  me !  0  good 
God, 
Now  we  are  even,  what,  would  you  make  ua  odd  ? 
Now,  I  beseech  ye,  for  the  love  of  Christ, 
To  give  me  leave  once  to  do  what  I  list. 
I  am  as  you  were,  when  you  were  a  maid  ; 
Guess  by  yourself  how  long  you  would  have  stay'd. 
Might  you  have  had  your  will :  as  good  begin 
At  first  as  l.-^t,  it  saves  us  from  much  sin ; 
Lying  alone,  we  muse  on  things  and  tilings, 
AJid  in  our  minds  one  thought  another  brings  : 
This  maid's  life,  mother,  is  an  idle  life, 
Therefore  I'll  be,  ay,  I  will  be  a  wife ; 
And,  mother,  do  not  mistrust  *^my  age  or  jfewer, 
I  am  sufficient,  I  lack  ne'er  an  hour  ; 
I  had  both  wit  to  grant,  when  he  did  woo  me, 
And  strength  to  bear  whate'er  he  can  do  to  me. 

Mrs  Bar.  Well,  bold-face,  but  I  mean  to  make 
ye  stay. 
Go  to,  come  from  him,  or  111  make  ye  come : 
Will  ye  not  come  J 

Phil.  Mother,  I  pray,  forbear ; 
This  match  is  for  my  sister. 
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Mrs  Bar,  Villain,  'tis  not; 
Nor  she  shall  not  be  so  match'd  now.' 

Phil.  In  troth,  she  shall,  and  your  unruly  hate 
Shall  not  rule  us;  we'll  end  all  this  debate 
By  this  begun  device. 

Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  end  what  you  begun  I    Villains, 
thieves. 
Give  me  my  daughter  I  will  ye  rob  me  of  her  t — 
Help,  help  I  they'll  rob  me  here,  they'll  rob  me 


EnUr  Master  Barnes  and  hit  men, 

Mr  Bar.   How  now  t   what    outcry's    here  1 

why,  how  now,  woman  1 
Mrs  Bar.  Why,  Goursey's  son,  confederate " 
with  this  boy, 
Tliia  wretch  unnatural  and  uudutiful. 
Seeks  hence  to  steal  my  daughter  :  will  you  suffer 

it? 
Shall  he,  that's  sou  to  my  arch-enemy. 
Enjoy  her  1    Have  I  brought  her  up  to  this  t 
O  God,  he  shall  not  have  her,  no,  he  shall  not ! 
Mr  Bar.  I  am  sorry  she  knows  it.      [Aiide.] — 
Hark  ye,  wife. 
Let  reason  moderate  your  rage  a  little. 
If  you  examine  but  his  birth  and  living, 
His  wit  and  good  behaviour,  you  will  say, 
Though  that  ill-hate  make  your  opinion  bad, 
He  doth  deserve  as  good  a  wife  as  she. 
Mrs  Bar.  Why,  will  you  give  consent  he  shall 

enjoy  her  I 
Mr  Bar.  Ay,  so  that  thy  mind  would  agree 

with  mine  1 
Mrs  Bar.  My  mind  shall  ne'er  agree    to  this 
agreement. 


'  Q}-.. 


ro,>/<rf,n 
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Enitr  Mistress  GonBaEr  and  COOUBS. ' 

Mb  Bar.  And  yet  it  shall  go  forward :— but 
who's  here  1 
Wliat,  Miatrees  Goursey  I  how  knew  she  of  this  t 
Phil.  Frank,  thy  mother ! 
Fran.  'Sowns,  where  1  a  plague  upon  it ! 
I  think  the  devil  is  set  to  cross  this  match. 
Mrs  Ooub.  This  is  the  houae,  Dick  Coomes, 
and  yonder'B  Fth']  light : 
Let  ua  go  near.     How  now  %  methinks  I  see 
My  son  stand  hand  in  hand  with  Barnes  hia 

daughter. 
Why,  how  now,  sirrah !  is  this  time  of  night 
For  you  to  he  abroad  1  what  have  we  here  1 
I  hope  that  love  hath  not  thus  coupled  you. 

Fran.  Love,  by  my  troth,  moUier,  love  :    she 
loves  me. 
And  I  love  her ;  then  we  must  needs  agree, 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  but  I'll  keep  her  sure  enoagh 

&om  thee. 
Mrs  Goitr.  It  BfaoU  not  need,  I'll  keep  him  safe 
enough; 
Be  sure  he  shall  not  graft  in  such  a  stock. 

Mrs  Bar.  What  etock,  forsooth  t   as  good  a 
stock  as  thine : 
I  do  not  mean  that  he  shall  graft  in  mine. 
Mrs  GoOR.  Nor  shall  he,  mistress.     Hark,  boy; 
th'art  but  mad 
To  love  the  branch  that  hath  a  root  so  bad. 
Fram.  Then,  mother,  I  will  graft  a  pippin  on  a 

crab. 
Mrs  Gour.  It  will  not  prove  well. 
Fran.  But  I  will  prove  my  skill. 
Mrs  Bar.  Sir,  but  you  shall  not. 
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Fran.  Mothers  both,  I  will. 

Mr  Bar.    Hark,  Philip :  send  away  thy  sister 
straight ; 
Let  Franeia  meet  her  where  thou  ahalt  appoint ; 
Let  them  go  several  to  shun  euspicion, 
And  bid  tliem  go  to  Oxford  both  this  nieht ; 
There  to-morrow  say  that  we  will  meet  them, 
And  there  determine  of  their  marriage.       [AiiJe.'\ 

Phil.  I  will :  though  it  be  verj-late  ana  dark, 
My  Bister  will  endure  it  for  a  husband.       [Aside.  ] 

Mr  Bah.  Well,  then,  at  Carfax,'  boy,  I  mean  to 
meet  them.  [Atidf.] 

Phil.  Enough,  Exit  [Master  Bahses.] 

Would  they  would  begin  to  chide  I 
For  I  would  have  them  brawling,  that  meanwhile 
They  may  steal  hence,  to  meet  where  I  appoint  it. 

[J  «,;?.] 

What,  mother,  Mill  you  let  this  match  go  forward? 
Or,  MistreSB  Goursey,  wilt  you  first  agree  I 

Mrs  Gour.  Shall  I  agree  first  I 

Phiu  Ay,  why  not  1  come,  come. 

Mrs  GoiTR.  Come  from  her,  son,  and  if  thou 
lov'st  thy  mother. 

Mrs  Bak.  With  the  like  spell,  daughter,  I  con- 
jure thee. 

Mrs  Gour.  Francis,  by  fair  means  let  me  win 
thee  from  her, 
And  I  will  gild  my  blessing,  gentle  son, 
^^'ith  store  of  angels.     I  would  not  have  thee 
Check  thy  good  fortune  by  this  coa'ning  choice  : 
0,  do  not  thrall  thy  happy  liberty 
In  such  a  bondage  !  if  thou'lt  needs  be  bound. 
Be  then  to  better  worth ;  this  worthless  choice 
Is  not  fit  for  thee. 


'  A  well'knDim  part  of  Oxford.  "  The  principal  Btreet  \i 
the  High  Street,  running  from  M^dilea  Bridsa  to  Ctrftx 
Churcl^"  Sic—New  (hi/ord  Ovide,  p.  3,  Stb  edit. 
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Mrs  Bar.  Is't  not  fit  for  Iiim  1   wherefore  is't 
not  fit  t 
Is  he  too  brave  >  a  gentleman,  I  pray ) 
ISo,  'tis  not  fit ;  she  shaU  not  fit  his  turn  ; 
If  she  were  wise,  she  would  be  fitter  for 
Three  times  his  better.    Minion,  go  in,  or  I'll 

make  je; 
rU  keep  ye  safe  from  him,  I  warrant  ye. 

Mrs  Gour.  Come,  Francis,  come  from  her. 

Fran.  Mothers,  with  both  hands  above  I  hate 
from  love. 
That  bke  an  ill-companion  would  infect 
The  infant  mind  of  our  affection  : 
Within  this  cradle  shall  this  minute's  babe 
Be  laid  to  rest ;  and  thus  I'll  hug  my  joy. 

Mrs  Gour.  Wilt  thou  be  obstinate,  thou  self- 
will'd  boy^ 
Nay,  then,  perforce  111  part  ye,  since  ye  will  not. 

CooMES.  Do  ye  hear,  mistress?  pray  ye  give 
me  leave  to  talk  two  or  three  cold  words  with  my 
young  master. — Hark  ye,  sir,  ye  are  my  master's 
son,  and  so  forth ;  and  indeed  I  bear  ye  some 
goodwill,  partly  for  his  sake,  and  partly  for  your 
own ;  and  I  do  hope  you  do  the  like  to  me, — I 
should  be  sorry  else.  I  must  needs  say  ye  are  a 
young  man ;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  seen 
the  world,  and  I  know  what  belongs  to  causes,  and 
the  experience  that  I  have,  I  thank  God  I  have 
travelled  for  it. 

Fran.  AVhy,  how  far  have  ye  travell'd  for  itl 

Buy.  From  my  master's  house  to  tlie  ale-house. 

CoouES.  How,  sir  1 

Boy.  So,  sir. 

CooMEs.  Go  to.  I  pray,  correct  your  boy ; 
'twas  ne'er  a  good  world,  since  a  hoy  would  face  a 
man  so. 

'  U,  FiD«. 
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Fban.  Go  to.     Forward,  man. 

CoOMES.  Well,  sir,  so  it  is,  I  would  not  wish  ye 
to  many  without  my  mistress'  coiiBcnt. 

Fran.  And  -whyt 

CoouBS.  Nay,  there's  ne'er  a  why  but  tliere  is  a 
wherefore ;  I  have  known  some  have  done  the 
like,  and  they  have  danc'd  a  galliard  at  be^ars'- 
bush  ^  for  it. 

Boy.  At  Ijeggars'-bueh !  Hear  Mm  no  more, 
master  ;  he  doth  bedaub  ye  with  his  dirty  speech. 
Do  yo  hear,  sir  1  how  far  stands  beggara'-bush 
from  your  father's  house,  sir  1  Why,  thou  whore- 
son refuge'  of  a  tailor,  that  wert  'prentice  to  a 
tailor  half  an  age,  and  because,  if  thou  hailst 
served  ten  ages  thou  wouldst  prove  but  a  botcher, 
thou  leapst  from  the  shop-board  to  a  blue  coat, 
doth  it  become  thee  to  use  thy  terms  sol  well, 
thou  degree  above  a  hackney,  and  ten  degrees 
imder  a  page,  sew  up  your  lubber  lips,  or  'tis  not 
your  Bwonl  and  buckler  shall  keep  my  poniard 
from  your  breast. 

CoosiES.  Do  ye  hear,  sir  ?  this  is  your  boy. 

PRAN.   How  then  1 

CooMES.   You  must  breech  him  for  it 

Fran.  Must  1 1  how,  if  I  will  not  1 

CoouES.  Why,  then,  'tis  a  fine  world,  when 
boys  keep  boys,  and  know  not  bow  to  use  theu. 

Fran.  Boy,  ye  rascal  I 

Mrs  GoDR  Strike  him,  and  thou  dar«st, 

CooHES.  Strike  me !  alas,  he  were  better  strike 
his  father  !    Sowns,  go  to,  put  up  your  bodkin." 

I  A.  cammoQ  prorcrbinl  eipresBion :  ' '  Beggan'  •  biuh 
being  X  Ires  notorioualy  known,  oil  Cbe  left-huid  of  Ibe 
London  road,  from  HuatiBgdon  to  Caiton."  [HuUtl's 
"  ProrerU,"  1669,  p.  401.     See  tlao  pp.  82,  IM.] 

■  Ii  ■  eonimon  term  (or  a  tmsll  danfer,  but  hart  it  Memi 
to  be  uKd  in  ooDtempt ;  tee  the  next  apeech  of  Coomet. 
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FbaH.  Mother,  stand  bf;  111  teach  that  rascal — 

CooHEB.  Go  to,  give  me  good  words,  or,  by 
God's  dines,'  I'll  buckle  ye  for  all  your  bird-spit. 

Fran.  Will  you  so,  sir  1 

Phtu  Stay,  Frank,  this  pitcb  of  frenzy  will  defile 
thee; 
Meddle  not  with  it :  thy  unreproved  valour 
Should  be  high-minded  ;  couch  it  not  bo  low. 
Dost  bear  me  1  take  occasion  to  slip  hence. 
But  secretly,  let  not  thy  mother  see  thee : 
At  the  back-side  there  is  a  coney-green  ;^ 
Stay  there  for  me,  and  Mall  and  I  will  come  to 
tbeo.  [Atide.] 

Fran.  I^ough,  I  will  [Atidf.]    Mother,  you  do 
me  wrong 
To  be  so  peremptory  in  your  command, 
And  see  that  rascal  to  abuse  me  so. 

CooHES.  Rascal !  take  that  and  take  all !  Do 
ye  hear,  Birl  I  do  not  mean  to  pocket  up  this 
wrong. 

Boy.  I  know  why  that  is. 

CooMES.  Why^ 

Boy.  Because  you  have  ne'er  a  pocket. 

Com.  a  whip,  sirrah,  a  whip !  But,  sir,  provide 
your  tools  against  to-morrow  morning  ;  'tis  some- 
what dark  now,  indeed  :  you  know  Dawson's  close, 
between  the  hedge  and  the  pond ;  tis  good  even 
ground ;  I'll  meet  you  there ;  and  I  do  not,  call 
me  cut ;'  and  you  be  a  man,  show  yourself  a  man ; 
we'll  have  a  bout  or  two;  and  so  we'll  part  for 
that  present 

Fran.  Well,  sir,  well. 

NiCH.  Boy,  have  they  appointed  to  fight) 

'  Tb«  origin  of  thi*  coimpted  otth  it,  I  believe,  na- 
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Boy,  Ay,  Nicholas;  wilt  not  thou  go  see  the 
frayl 

NiCH.  No,  indeed;  even  as  they  brew,  so  let 
them  b»ke.  I  will  not  thrust  my  band  into  the 
Hame,  and  [I]  need  not ;  'tis  not  good  to  have  an 
oar  in  another  man'a  boat ;  little  said  ia  soon 
amended,  and  in  little  meddling  cometh  great  rest ; 
'tis  good  steeping  in  a  whole  skin  ;  bo  a  man  might 
come  homo  by  iVeeping-CrOBS :'  no,  by  lady,  a 
friend  is  not  so  aoon  gotten  as  lost ;  blessed  are 
the  pence-makera  ;  they  that  strike  with  the  sword, 
shall  be  beaten  with  the  scabbard. 

Phil.  Well-said,  Proverbs:  ne'er  another  to 
that  purpose  t 

NiCB.  Yes,  I  could  have  said  to  you,  sir.  Take 
heed  is  a  good  reed.' 

Phil.  Why  to  me,  take  heed  1 

NjCH.  For  happy  is  he  whom  other  men's  liarma 
do  make  to  beware. 

Phil.  0,  beware,  Frank !  Slip  away.  Mall, 
you  know  what  I  told  ye.  I'll  hold  our  mothers 
both  in  talk  meanwhile.  [JaiWc]  Mother  and 
Mistress  Barnes,  methtnks  you  should  not  stand  in 
hatred  so  liard  one  with  another. 

Mrs  Bar.  Should  I  not,  sir?  should  I  not  hate 
a  harlot. 
That  robs  me  of  my  right,  vild  ^  boy ! 

Mrs  GioUR.  That  title  I  return  unto  thy  teeth. 
[Sxeunt  Francis  and  Mall. 
And  spit  the  name  of  narlot  in  thy  face. 

Urs  Bar.  Well,  'tia  not  time  of  night  to  hold 
out  chat 


^  A  not  uncommon  prorerbial  oxprenion.  Narra  ("Qlosa.'* 
In  t>,)  menlioDi  Ibree  plnces  irhich  atill  retain  the  iiatnc — 
one  between  Oxford  and  Bsobar;,  another  clow  to  StaSbrd, 
the  third  near  Shrewabury. 

-  ij!.,  Couajel,  advice.  •  Lt.,  Vile. 

VOL.  VIL  Y 
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With  such  a  scold  as  thou  art ;  therefoft  nov 
Think  that  I  hate  thee,  as  I  do  the  deviL 
Mrs  Gour.  The  devil  take  the^  if  thou  dost 

not,  wretch  I 
Mrs  Bar.  Out  upon  thee,  strnmpet  1 
Mr3  Uour  Out  upon  thee,  harlot  I 
Mrs  Bar.  Well,  I  will  find  a  time  to  be  re- 
veng-d: 
Meantime  I'll  keep  my  daughter  from  thy  bod. — 
Where  are  ye,  minion  1  how  now,  are  ye  gone  t 
Phil.  She  went  in,  mother. 
Mrs  Gour  Francis,  where  are  ye  t 
Mrs  Bar.  He  is  not  here.    0,  then,  they  slipp'd 
away. 
And  both  together  I 

Phiu  I'll  assure  ye,  no : 
My  sister  she  went  in — into  the  house. 
Mrs  Bar.  But  then  she'll  out  again  at  the  back 
door. 
And  meet  with  him  :  but  I  will  search  about 
All  these  same  fields  and  paths  near  to  my  house  ; 
They  are  not  far,  I  am  sure,  if  I  make  haste. 

[Exit. 
Mrs  Gour.  O  God,  how  went  he  hence,  I  did 
not  see  him  t 
It  was  when  Barnes's  wife  did  scold  with  me  ; 
A  plague  on'  her !— Dick,  why  didst  not  thou  look 
to  him  1 
CoosiES.  What  should  I  look  for  him  I  no,  no, 
I  look  not  for  him  while  ^  to-morrow  morning. 
Mrs  Gour.  Come,  go  with  me  to  help  me  look 
him  out. 
Alas  !  I  have  nor  light,  nor  link,  nor  torch ! 
Though  it  be  dark,  I  will  take  any  pains 
To  cross  this  match.     I  prithee,  Dick,  away, 
CooMES.  Mistress,  because  I  brought  ye  out,  I'll 

'  So  second  edit.    Fint  ediLf'tpoit,  *  {.«.,  TilL   ' 
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liring  ye  home ;  but,  if  I  should  Mlow,  so  he  might 
have  the  law  on  hia  side. 

Mks  Godr.  Come,  'tis  no  matter;  piythee,  go 
with  me. 

Exeunt  [Mbr  GoUBStlY  and  CoOMES.] 
Mr  Bak.  Philip,  thy  mother's  gone  to  seek  thy 
siEter, 
And  in  a  rage,  i'faith  :  but  who  comes  here  % 
Phil.  Old  Master  Goursey,  as  I  think,  'tis  he. 
Mr  Bar.  'Tis  so,  indeed. 


{EMer  Master  Gotjrsky.] 

Mr  Gouk.  Who's  there  1 

Mr  Bar.  A  friend  of  yours. 

Hr  Gour.  What,  Master  Barnes  I  did  ye  not  see 
my  wife  ? 

Ms  Bar  Yes,  sir,  I  saw  her ;  she  was  here  even 
now. 

Mr  Gouk.  I  doubted  that;  that  made  me  come 
unto  you ; 
But  whither  is  she  gone  % 

Phil.  To  seek  your  son,  who  sh'pp'd  away  from 
her 
To  meet  with  Mall  my  sister  in  a  place, 
Where  I  appointed  ;  and  my  mother  too 
Seeks  for  my  sister ;  so  they  both  are  gone ; 
My  mother  hath  a  torch ;  marrj',  your  wife 
Goes  darkling  up  and  down,  and  Coomes  before  her. 

Mr  Goua  I  thought  that  knave  was  with  her ; 
but  'tis  well : 
I  pray  God,  they  may  come  by  ne'er  a  light. 
But  both  he  led  a  dark  dance  in  the  night  I 

Hod.  Why,  is  my  fellow,  Dick,  in  the  dark  with 
my  mistress  1  I  pray  God,  they  be  honest,  for 
there  may  be  much  knavery  in  the  dark  :  faith,  if 
I  were  there,  I  would  have  some  knavery  witli 
them.     [Jrirfe.]    Good  master,  will  ye  carry  the 
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torch  yonrself,  and  give  me  leave  to  play  at  bliud- 
man-buff  with  my  mlstrese. 

Fmu  On  that  condition  thou  wilt  do  thy  best 
To  keep  thy  mistress  and  thy  fellow,  Dick, 
Both  from  my  sister  and  thy  master's  son, 
I  will  entreat  thy  master  let  thee  go. 

Hod.  O,  ay,  I  warrant  ye,  I'll  nave  fine  tricke 
to  cosen  them. 

Mr  Gour.  Well,  sir,  then,  go  your  ways ;  I  give 
you  leave. 

Hod.  0  brave  !  but  whereabout  are  they  t 

Phil.  About  our  coney-green  they  eurely  are, 
If  thou  canst  find  them. 

Hod.  0,  let  me  alone  to  grope  for  cminies. 

[Exit. 

Phil.  Well,  now  will  I  to  Fiank  and  to  my 
sister. 
Stand  you  two  heark'ning  near  the  coney-green  ; 
But  anre  your  light  in  you  must  not  he  seen ; 
Or  else  let  Nicholas  stand  afar  off  with  it, 
An(i  as  his  life  keep  it  from  Mistress  Goursey. 
Shall  this  be  done  1 

Mr  Bab.  Pliihp,  it  shall. 

Phil.  God  be  with  ye  !  I'll  be  gone.  [Exit. 

Mr  Bab.  Come  on,  Master  Goursey :  this  same 
is  a  means 
To  make  our  wives  friends,  if  they  resist  not. 

Mr  Gour.  Tut,  air,  howsoever,  it  shall  go  for- 
ward. 

Mr  Bab.  Come,  then,  let's  do  as  Philip  hath 
advis'd.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mall. 

Mal.  Here  is  the  place  where  Philip  had   me 
stay. 
Till  Francis  came ;  hut  wherefore  did  my  brother 
Apjxiint  it  here )  why  in  the  coney-burrow  1   , 
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He  hail  some  meaning  in  't,  I  wturant  ye. 

Well,  here  I'll  set  me  down  under  this  tree, 

And  think  upon  the  matter  all  nlone. 

Good  Lord,  what  pretty  things  these  conies  are  1 

How  finely  they  do  feed  till  they  be  fat, 

And  then  what  a  sweet  meat  a  coney  is ! 

And  what  smooth  skins  they  have,  both  black  and 

gray! 
They  say  they  run  more  in  the  night  than  day : 
What  is  the  reason  1  mark;  why  in  the  light 
They  see  more  passengers  than  in  the  night; 
For  harmful  men  many  a  hay  ^  do  set. 
And  laugh  to  see  them  tumble  in  the  net ; 
And  they  put  ferrets  in  the  holes — fie,  fie  ! — 
And  they  go  up  and  down  where  conies  lie ; 
And  they  lie  still,  they  have  so  little  wit : 
I  marvel  the  warrener  will  suffer  it ; 
Nay,  nay,  they  are  so  bad,  that  they  themselves 
Do  give  consent  to  catch  these  pretty  elves. 
How  if  the  warrener  should  spy  me  here  t 
He  would  take  me  for  a  coney,  I  dare  swear. 
But  when  that  Francis  comes,  what  will  he  say  1 
"  Look,  boy,  there  lies  a  coney  in  my  way ! " 
But,  soft,  a  light .'  who's  that  f  soul,  my  mother ! 
Nay,  then,  all-hid : '  i'faith,  she  shall  not  see  me ; 
I'll  play  bo-peep  with  her  behind  this  tree. 


[Enier  Mistress  Barnes.] 

Mrs  Baji.  I  marvel  where  this  wench  doth ' 
hide  herself 
So  closely ;  I  have  search'd  in  many  a  bush. 
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Mal.  Belike  my  mother  took  me  for  a  thrush. 

[AsideJ] 
Mrs  Bar.  She's  hid  in  this  same  warren,  I'll 

lay  money. 
Mal.    Close  as  a  rabbit-sucker^  from  an  old 
coney.  [Aside.'l 

Mrs  Bar.  0  God,  I  would  to  God  that  1  could 
find  her ! 
I  would  keep  her  from  her  love's  toys  yet 
Mal.  Ay,  so  you  might,  if  your  daugnterliad  no 
wit  [Aside,] 

Mrs  Bar.  What  a  vild  ^  girl  'tis,  that  would 

hav't  so  young ! 
Mal.  a  murrain  take  that  dissembling  tongue  ! 
Ere  your  calPs  teeth  were  out,  you  thought  it  long. 

[Asuie.] 
Mrs  Bar.  But,  minion,  yet  1*11  keep  you  from 

the  man. 
Mal.  To  save  a  lie,  mother,  say,  if  you  can. 

[Aside.] 
Mrs  Bar.  Well,  now  to  look  for  her. 
Mal.  Ay,  there's  the  spite  : 
What  trick  shall  I  now  have  to  'scape  her  light  1 

[Aside.] 
Mrs  Bar,  Who's  there?   what,  minion,  is  it 
you  1— 
Beshrew  her  heart,  what  a  fright  she  put  me  to  ! 
But  I  am  glad  I  found  her,  though  I  was  afraid. 

[Aside.] 
Come  on  your  ways  ;  you  are  ^  a  handsome  maid  ! 
Why  [steal]  you  forth  a-doors  so  late  at  night  ? 
Why,  whither  go  ye  ?  come,  stand  still,  I  say. 
Mal.  No,  indeed,  mother ;  this  is  my  best  way. 
Mrs  Bar.  'Tis  not  the  best  way ;  stand  by  me, 
I  tell  ye. 


"^  i.e.,  A  sucking,  or  young  rabbit.  '  Vile. 

'  So  Becond  edit.    First  edit,  ypu*r. 
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Mal.  No  ;  you  would  catch  me,  mother.     0,  I 

smell  ye  I 
Mrs  Bar.  Will  ye  not  stand  still ) 
Mal.  No,  by  lady,  no. 
Mrs  Bar.  But  I  wilt  make  ye. 
Mal.  Nay,  then,  trip-atid-go. 
Mrs  Bar.  Mistress,  I'll  make  ye  wearj",  ere  I 

Iiave  done. 
Mal.  Faith,  mother,  then,  I'll  try,  how  you  caii 

run. 
Mrs  Ear.  Will  ye  1 
Mau  Yea,  faith,  [ExfuiU. 

Enier  [Frank  and  Bov.] 

Fran.  Mall, sweet-heart,  Mall!  what,  notawordi 

Bov.  A  little  farther,  master;  call  again. 

Fran.  Why,  Mal!  1  I  prythee,  si>eak ;  why.  Mall, 
I  say! 
I  know  thou  art  not  far,  if  thou  wilt '  speak  ; 
Why,  Mall  !— 

But  now  I  see  she's  in  her  merry  vein, 
To  make  me  call,  and  put  me  to  more  pain. 
Well,  I  must  bear  with  her ;  she'll  bear  with  me  : 
But  I  will  call,  lest  that  it  be  not  so. — 
What,  Mall !  what.  Mall,  I  say  !  Boy,  are  we  right  1 
Have  we  not  miss'd  the  way  this  same  dark  night  1 

Boy.  Mass,  it  may  be  so  :  as  I  am  true  ^  man, 
I  have  not  seen  a  coney  since  I  came ; 
Yet  at  the  coney-burrow  we  should  meet. 
But,  hark  !  I  hear  the  trampling  of  some  feet 

Fran.  It  may  be  so,  then;  therefore,  let's  lie 
close. 

[Ettier  Mistress  Goursey  and  Coomes.] 
Mrs  Gocr,  Where  art  thou,  Dick ) 
1  S«caud  edit.,  itiU  «,9(.  '  i.e^  Hgneil. 
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CooMES.  Where  am  I,  quoth-a !  manj,  I  may 
be  where  anybody  will  say  I  am ;  either  in  France 
or  at  Eome,  or  at  Jerusalem,  they  may  say  I  am, 
for  I  am  not  able  to  disprove  them,  because  I  can- 
not tell  where  I  am. 
Mrs  Gour.  0,  what  a  blindfold  walk  have  we 
had,  Dick, 
To  seek  my  son !  and  yet  I  cannot  find  him. 
CooMES.  Why,  then,  mistress,  let's  go  home. 
Mrs  Gour.  \Vhy,  'tis  so  dark  we  shall  not  find 

the  way. 
Fran.  I  pray  God,  ye  may  not,  mother,  till  it  be 
day !  [Aside. 

CooMES.  'Sblood,  take  heed,  mistress,  here's  a 

tree. 
Mrs  Gour.  Lead  thou  the  way,  and  let  me  hold 

by  thee. 
Boy.  Dick  Coomes,  what  difference  is  there  be- 
tween a  blind  man  and  he  that  cannot  see  ] 
Fran.  Peace,  a  pox  on  thee  ! 
•CooMES.  Swounds,  somebody  spake. 
Mrs  Gour.  Dick,  look  about ; 
It  may  be  here  we  may  find  them  out. 

CooMES.  I  see  the  glimpse  ^  of  somebody  here. — 
And  ye  be  a  sprite,  I'll  fray  the  bugbear. — 
There  a-goes,  mistress. 
Mrs  Gour.  0,  sir,  have  I  spied  you  1 
Fran.    A  plague  on  the  boy !    'was  he  that 
descried  ^  me.  [Exeunt. 

[Enter  PHILIP.] 

Phil.  How  like  a  beautous  lady  mask'd  in  black 
Looks  that  same  large  circumference  of  heaven ! 
The  sky,  that  was  so  fair  three  hours  ago, 

^  Edits,  glimpei  (the  two  last  letters  iranspoaed  by  mis- 
take.) 
'  ie.)  Oare  nottee  of,  discoyered. 
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Is  Id  three  hours  become  an  Ethiop ; 
And  being  angry  at  her  beauteous  change, 
She  will  not  have  one  of  those  pearled  stars 
To  blab  her  sable  metamorphosis : ' 
'Tia  very  dark,     I  did  appoint  my  sister 
To  meet  me  at  the  coney- borough  below. 
And  Francis  too ;  but  neither  can  I  see. 
Belike  my  mother  happ'ned  on  that  place, 
And  fray'd  them  from  it,  and  they  both  are  now 
Wand'ring  about  the^  fields:    how  shall  I  find 

them) 
It  is  so  dark,  I  scarce  can  see  my  hand : 
Why,  then,  I'll  hollow  for  them — no,  not  so ; 
So  will  his  voice  betray  him  to  our  mothers, 
And  if  he  answer,  and  bring  them  where  he  is. 
What  shall  I  then  do  i  it  must  not  be  so — 
'Sblood,*  it  must  bo  so  ;  how  else,  I  prayT 
Shall  I  stand  gaping  here  all  night  till  day, 
And  then  be  ne'er  the  near  1  *    So  ho,  so  ho ! 

[£ftfcr  Will.] 
Will.  So  ho !  I  come :  where  are  ye  t  where 

Frank,  where   hast   thou* 
been} 
Will.    Frank  1   what  Frank  1   'sblood,   ia  Sir 

Ralph  mad  t     [J^u/c]     Here's  the  bow. 
PiiiL.  I  have  not  been  much  private  with  that 
voice: 
Methinks  Frank  Gouraey's  talk  and  his  doth  tell 

me 
I  am  mistaken ;  especially  by  his  bow  ; 

'  So  uoond  edit.     Firat  edit  ntlantorplutit, 

*  So  second  odit.    First  «diL  Okk. 

'  So  second  edit.    Finl  edit.  'SUoud. 

*  So  Bceond  edit    Kot  in  firsl  edit. 
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Frank  had  no  bow.   Well,  I  will  leave  this  felloWi 
And  hollow  somewhat  farther  in  the  fields. 

fcinde.'] — 
ee 
That  we  are  both  mistaken :  I  took  thee 
For  one  thou  art  not ;  likewise  thou  took'st  me 
For  Sir  Ealph  Smith,  but  sure  I  am  not  he : 
And  so,  farewell ;  I  must  go  seek  my  friend. 
So  ho !  [Exit. 

Will.  So  ho,  so  ho !  nay,  then,  Sir  Italph,  so 
whore ! 
For  a  whore  she  was  sure,  if  you  had  her  here 
So  late.    Now,  you  are  Sir  Italph  Smith  !  ^ 
Well  do  ye  counterfeit  and  change  your  voice, 
But  yet  I  know  ya     But  what  should  be  that 

Francis  1 
Belike  that  Francis  cosen'd  him  of  his  wench, 
And  he  conceals  himself  to  find  her  out ; 
'Tis  so,  upon  my  life.     Well,  I  will  go. 
And  help  him  ring  his  peal  of  so  ho,  so  ho  !  [Exit. 

Enter  Frank. 

Fran.  A  plague  on  Coomes !  a  plague  upon  the 

boy! 
A  plague,  too — not  on  my  mother  for  an  hundreth 

pound ! 
'Twas  time  to  run  ;  and  yet  I  had  not  thought 
My  mother  could  have  followe<l  me  so  close. 
Her  legs  with  age  I  thought  had  foundered ; 
She  made  me  quite  run  through  a  quickset  hedge. 
Or  she  had  taken  me.     Well,  I  may  say, 
I  have  run  through  the  briars  for  a  wench ; 
And  yet  I  have  her  not — the  worse  luck  mine. 
Methought  I  heard  one  hollow  hereabout ; 
I  judge  it  Philip  ;  0,  the  slave  will  laugh, 

1  Qar,  "  Sir  Ralph  Smith,  I  know," 
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When  aa  he  hears  how  that  my  mother  scar'd  me ! 
Well,  here  I'll  stand  until  I  hear  bim  hollow, 
And  then  I'll  answer  him  ;  he  is  not  far. 

lEtUer  Sib  Ralph  Smith.] 
Sir  Balph.  My  man  Is  hollowing  for  me  up  and 

And  yet  I  cannot  meet  with  him.     So  ho  ! 

Fran.  So  ho ! 

Sir  Ralph.    Why,  what  a  pox,  wert  thou  so 
near  me,  man, 
And  wouldst  not  speak  1 

Fran.  'Sblood,  ye're  very  hot. 

Sir  Ralph.   No,  sir,  I  am  cold  enough  with 
BtayinK  here 
For  such  a  knave  as  you. 

Fran.  Knave  I  how  now,  Philip  t 
Art  mad,  art  mad  1 

Sir  Ralph,  Why,  art  not  thou  my  man, 
That  went  to  fetch  my  bow  1  ^ 

Fkan.  Indeed,  a  bow 
Might  shoot  me  ten  hows  down  ths  weather  so : 
I  your  man .' 

Sir  Ralph.  What  art  thou,  then  t 

Fran.  A  man  :  but  what's  thy  name  t 

Sir  Ralph.  Some  call  me  Ralph. 

Fran.  Then,  honest  Ralph,  farewell. 

Sir  Ralph.  Well-said,  familiar  Will  I  plain  Ralph, 
i'faith.       [IJollow  tciiiiin  Philip  and  Will.]- 
Fran.  There  calls  my  man. 

Sir  Ralph.  But  there  goes  mine  away  ; 
And  yet  I'll  hear  what  this  next  call  will  say. 
And  here  I'll  tany,  till  he  call  again.     [Setiret.']* 

■  So  lecoDd  edit.    Thefte  word*  are  wuitiaK  In  firal  edit. 

*  This  BtAge  directioD  occnn  loinevh&t  etrlier  in  ediU. 

'  I  un  not  inre  tfakt  thii  aU»  direction,  which  1  Hre 

added,  U  the  right  one.    It  woidd  seem,  hoirever,  thai  Sir 
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[Enter  WlLL.] 

Will.  So  ho! 

Fran,  So  ho !  where  art  thou,  Philip  f 
Will.  'Sblood,i  Philip ! 
Bat  now  he  call'd  me  Fiuncis :  this  is  fine  . 

[AMe."] 
Fran.  Why  studiest  thou  ?    I  prythee,  tell  me, 
PhiHp, 
Where  the  wench  *  is. 
Will.  Even  now  he  ask'd  me  (Francis)  for  the 
wench, 
And  now  he  asks '  me  (Philip)  for  the  wench. 

[Aside.'l 
Well,  Sir  Ralph,  I  must  needs  tell  ye  now, 
*Tis  *  not  for  your  *  credit  to  be  forth 
So  late  a-wenching  in  this  order.* 
Fran.  What's  this  1  so  late  a-wenching,  doth  he 
say  ?  [Ande] — 

Indeed,  'tis  triie  I  am  thus  late  a-wenching, 
But  I  am  forc'd  to  wench  without  a  wench. 
Will.  Why,  then,  you  might  have  ta'n  your  bow 
at  first, 
And  gone  and  kiird  a  buck,  and  not  have  been 
So  long  a-drabbing,  and  be  ne'er  the  near.*^ 
Fran.  Swounds,  what  a  puzzle  am  I  in  this 
night ! 
But  yet  111  put  this  fellow  farther  [question. 

Aside]'^' 
Dost  thou  hear,  man  ?    I  am  not  Sir  Balph  Smith, 

Ralph  Smith  remains  on  the  stage,  and  is  supposed  not  to 
overhear  the  dialogue  which  ensues  between  Francis  and 
Will. 

1  Edits.,  Sbloud, 

'  So  second  edit.    First  edit.,  vkenck* 

'  Edits.,  cutt  and  a«4;e. 

^  Read,  for  the  metre,  It  it, 

*  So  second  edit.    Not  in  first  edit. 

*  Q^.,  order  hen  f  ^  if.,  Nearer. 
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As  thoa  dost  think  I  am ;  but  I  did  meet  him, 
Even  as  thou  sayest,  in  pursuit  of  a  wench. 
I  met  the  wench  too,  and  she  aak'd  for  thee, 
Saying  'twas  thou  that  wert  her  love,  her  dear, 
And  that  Sir  Ralph  was  not  an  honest  knight 
To  train  her  thither,  and  to  use  her  ao. 

Will.  'Sblood,  my  wench  !  awouodB,  were  he  ten 
Sir  Ralphs ■■ 

Fran,  Nay,  'tis  true,  look  to  it ;  and  so,  fare- 
weU.  [Exit. 

Will.  Indeed,  I  do  love  Nan  our  dairymaid ; 
And  hath  he  traine[d]  her  forth  to  that  intent, 
Or  for  another )    I  carry  his  crossbow. 
And  he  doth  cross  me,  shooting  in  my  bow. 
What  ahaU  Idol  [ExU,]* 

Eitter  Philip. 
Phil.  So  ho ! 
Sir  Ralph.  So  ho ! 
Phil.  Fi-ancis,  art  thou  there  I 
Sir  Ralph.  No,  here's  no  Francis.     Art  thou 

Will,  my  man  1 
PmL.  WiU  Fool  your  man,  Will  goose'  your 
man  I 
My  back,  sir,  scorns  to  wear  your  livery. 

Sin  Ralph.  Nay,  sir,  I  mov'd  but  such  a  ques- 
tion to  you. 
And  it  hath  not  disparag'd  you,  I  hope  ; 
'Twas  but  mistaking  ;  such  a  night  as  this 
May  well  deceive  a  man.     God  oe  w'ye,"  sir. 

[Exif] 
Phil.  God's  will,  'tis  Sir  Ralph  Smith,  a  virtuous 
knight  \ 
How  gently  entertains  he  my  hard  answer  I 

'  Perhaps  he  ought  only  to  retire. 
*  So  second  edit.  First  adit.,  atgoe. 
'  [Old  copicB,  5oyt  J 
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Rude  anger  made  my  toncue  anmamierly ; 
I  cry  him  mercy.  Well,  but  all  this  while 
I  cannot  find  a  Fmncis. — Francia,  ho  I 

[EnUr  Will.] 

Will.  Francis,  ho  !  O,  you  call  Francis  now ! 
How  have  ye  us'd  my  Nan )  come,  tell  me,  how. 

Phil.  Thy  Nan  1  what  Nan  t 

Will.  Ay,  what  Nan,  now !  say,  do  you  not 
seek  a  wench  t 

Phil.  Yes,  I  do. 

Will.  Then,  sir,  that  is  die. 

Phil,  Art  not  thou  [he]  I  met  withal  before  t 

Will.  Yes,  sir ;  and  you  did  counterfeit  before. 
And  said  to  me  you  were  not  Sir  Ralph  Smith. 

Phil.  No  more  1  am  not.     I  met  Sir  Ralph 
Smith  ; 
Even  now  he  aak'd  me,  if  I  saw  his  man. 

Will.  0,  fine ! 

Phil.  Why,  sirrah,  thou  art  much  deceived  in 
me: 
Good  faith,  I  am  not  he  thou  think'st  I  am. 

Will  WTiat  are  ye,  then  1 

Phil.  Why,  one  that  seeks  one  Francis  and  a 
wench. 

Will.  And  Francis  seeks    one   Philip  and  a 
wench. 

Phil.  How  canst  thou  tell  1 

Will.  I  met  him  seeking  Philip  and  a  wench. 
As  I  was  seeking  Sir  Ralph  and  a  wench. 

Phil.  Why,  then,  I  know  the  matter :  we  met 
cross, 
And  BO  we  miss'd ;  now  here  we  find  our  loss. 
Well,  if  thou  wilt,  we  two  will  keep  together. 
And  so  we  shall  meet  right  with  one  or  other. 

Will.  I  am  content :  but,  do  you  hear  me,  sirl 
Did  not  Sir  Ralph  Smith,  ask  ye  for  a  wench  1 
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Phil,  Tfo,  I  promise  thee,  nor  did  he  look 
For  any  but  thyself,  as  I  could  guess. 

Will.  Wiy,  this  is  strange  :  but  come,  sir,  let's 
away  : 
I  fear  that  ive  shall  walk  here,  till't  be  day. 

Enter  BoY. 

[Boy.]  0  God,  1  have  run  bo  far  into  the  wind, 
that  I  have  run  myself  out  of  wind  !  They  say  a 
man  is  near  his  end,  when  he  lacks  breath ;  and  I 
am  at  the  end  of  my  race,  for  I  can  run  no  farther ; 
then  here  I  be  in  my  breath-bed,  not  in  mydeatli- 
bed.^ 

EnUr  CooMEa 

CoouES.  They  say  men  moil  and  toil  for  a 
poor  living ;  so  I  moil  and  toil,  and  am  living,  I 
thank  God  ;  in  good  time  be  it  spoken.  It  hai.! 
been  better  for  me  my  mistress's  angel  had  been 
light,  for  then  perhaps  it  had  not  led  me  into  this 
darkness.  Well,  the  devil  never  blesses  a  man 
better,  when  he  purses  up  angels  by  owl-light.  I 
ran  through  a  hedge  to  take  the  boy,  but  I  stuck 
in  the  ditch,  and  lost  the  boy.  {FalUA  'Swounds, 
a  plague  on  that  clod,  that  molehill,  that  ditch,  or 
what  the  devil  so  e'er  it  were,  for  a  man  cannot 
see  what  it  was !  Well,  I  would  not,  fur  the  price 
of  my  sword  and  buckler,  anybody  should  see  me 
in  this  taking,  for  it  would  make  me  but  cut  o£f 
their  legs  for  laugliing  at  me.  Well,  down  I  am, 
and  dowD  1  mean  to  be,  because  I  am  weary  ;  but 


>  It  wanld  Becm  that  wmetbiaK  is  -vsnting  after  tbU 
ipceeh,  unless  we  U'e  to  euppoau  that  bcre  tbe  Boy  lies  down 
and  falU  atlcep,  and  tbaL  he  wakens  an  the  second  enlracce 
of  Hodge,— where,  however,  tbe  edits,  distinctly  mart 
"  Enter  UiMlge  and  £o>/  "  ;  sec  p.  SSg. 
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to  tumble  down  thus,  it  was  no  part  of  my  mean- 
ing :  then,  since  I  am  down,  here  I'll  rest  me,  and 
no  man  shall  remove  me. 

£nter  HoDGK 

Hod.  0, 1  have  sport  in  coney,  i'faith  !  I  have 
almost  burst  myself  with  laughing  at  Mistress 
Barnes.  She  was  following  of  her  daughter ;  and 
I,  hearing  her,  put  on  my  fellow  Dick's  sword- 
and-buckler  voice  and  his  twounds  and  sblood 
words,  and  led  her  such  a  dance  in  the  dark  as  it 
passes.^  "Here  she  is,"  mioth  I.  " Where f* 
quoth  she.  "  Here,"  quoth  I.  0,  it  hath  been  a 
brave  here-and-there  night !  but,  0,  what  a  soft- 
natured  thing  the  dirt  is  !  how  it  would  endure 
my  hard  treading,  and  kiss  my  feet  for  acquaint- 
ance !  and  how  courteous  and  mannerly  were  the 
clods*  to  make  me  stumble  only  of  purpose  to 
entreat  me  lie  down  and  rest  me  I  But  now,  and 
I  could  find  my  fellow  Dick,  I  would  play  the 
knave  with  him  honestly,  i'faith.  Well,  I  will 
grope  in  the  dark  for  him,  or  I'll  poke  with  my 
staff,  like  a  blind  man,  to  prevent  a  ditch. 

[He  stumbles  '  on  DiCK  COOMES. 

COOMES.  Who's  that,  with  a  pox  ? 

Hod.  Who  art  thou,  with  a  pestilence  ? 

CooMES.  Why,  I  am  Dick  Coomes. 

Hod.  What,  have  I  found  thee,  Dick?  nay, 
then,  I  am  for  ye,  Dick.  [^Aside,] — ^Where  are  ye, 
Dick? 

Coomes.  What  can  I  tell,  where  I  am  ? 

Hod.  Can  ye  not  tellt  come,  come,  ye  wait 
on  your  mistress  well !  come  on  your  ways ;  I 
have  sought  you,  till  I  am  weary,  and  call'd  ye, 

^  t.e.,  Excels. 

*  So  second  edit     First  edit  elowdet, 

'  So  second  edit    Not  in  first  edit 
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till  I  )tm  hoarse :  good  Lord,  what  a  jaunt  I  have 
had  this  night,  heigho  I 

CooMES.  Is't  you,  mistress,  that  came  over  me  t 
'Sblood,  'twere  a  good  deed  to  come  over  you  for 
this  night's  work.  I  cannot  afford  all  this  pains 
for  an  angel :  I  tell  ye  true  ;  a  kias  were  not  cast 
away  upon  a  good  fellow,  that  halh  deserved  more 
that  way  than  a  kiss,  if  your  kindness  would 
afford  it  him:  what,  shall  I  have't,  mistress  1 

Hod.  Fie,  fie,  I  must  not  kiss  my  man. 

C00ME8.  Nay,  nay,  ne'er  stami;  shall  I,  shall 
1 1  nobody  sees :  say  but  I  shall,  and  I'll  smack 
it  ^  soundly,  i'fajth. 

Hod.  Away,  bawdy  man  I  in  truth,  I'll  tell 
your  master. 

C0OME.S,  My  master  !  go  to,  ne'er  tell  me  of  my 
master :  he  may  pray  for  them  that  may,  he  is 
past  it :  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  can  do  some- 
what that  way,  I  thank  God;  I  am  not  now  to 
learn,  and  'tis  your  part  to  have  your  whole  desire. 

Hod.  Fie,  fie,  I  am  ashamed  of  you :  would  you 
terapt  your  mistress  to  lewdness  1 

CoosiES.  To  lewdness  1  no,  by  my  troth,  there's 
no  such  matter  in't,  it  is  for  kindness  ;  and,  by  my 
troth,  if  you  like  my  gentle  offer,  you  shall  have 
what  courteously  1  can  afford  ye. 

Hod.  Shall  I  indeed,  Dick  t  I'faith,  if  I  thought 
nolwdy  would  see — 

CooMES.  Tush,  fear  not  that;  swoons,  they 
must  have  cata'  eyes,  then. 

Hod.  Then,  kiss  me,  Dick. 

CoDHES.  A  kind  wench,  i'faith  I  [AnJe.] — 
Where  are  yo,  mistress ) 

Hod,  Here,  Dick.  O,  I  am  in  the  dark !  Dick, 
go  about.* 

'  Socond  edit,  j/t, 

'  Q.t.  Is  this  a  Btftgc  direction  crept  into  the  text  T 
VOL.  Vll.  Z 
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CoOMES.  Nay,  I'll  thrown  sure :  where  are  ye  1 

Hod.  Here. 

CoOMES.  A  plague  on  this  post!  I  would  the 
carpenter  had  been  hang'd,  that  set  it  up,  for  me.^ 
Where  are  ye  now  1 

Hod.  Here. 

CooMES.  Here !  0, 1  come.  [Exit.]  A  plague 
on  it,  I  am  in  a  pond,  mistress  ! 

Hod.  Ha,  ha!  I  have  led  him  into  a  pond. — 
Where  art  thou,  Dick  ? 

CoOMES.  [Withifi,]  Up  to  the  middle  in  a  pond ! 

Hod.  Make  a  boat  of  thy  buckler,  then,  and 
swim  out.  Are  ye  so  hot,  with  a  pox  1  would  you 
kiss  my  mistress  ?  cool  ye  there,  then,  good  Dick 
Coomes.  0,  when  he  comes  forth,  the  skirts  of 
his  blue  coat  will  drop  like  a  pent  '-house !  O, 
that  I  could  see,  and  not  be  seen ;  how  he  would 
spaniel  it,  and  shake  himself,  when  he  comes  out 
of  the  pond  1  But  PU  be  gone ;  for  now  he'll 
fight  with  a  fly,  if  he  but  buzz  *  in  his  ear.     [Exit, 

Enter  CoOMES. 

Coomes.  Here's  so-ho-ing  with  a  plague !  so  hang, 
and  ye  will ;  for  I  have  been  almost  drown'd.  A 
pox  of  your  stones,^  and  ye  call  this  kissing !  Ye 
talk  of  a  drowned  rat,  but  'twas  time  to  swnm  like 
a  dog^;  I  had  been  serv*d  like  a  drown'd  cat  else. 
I  would  he  had  digged  his  grave  that  digg*d  the 
pond  !  my  feet  were  foul  indeed,  but  a  less  pail  than 
a  pond  would  have  served  my  turn  to  wash  them. 
A  man  shall  be  serv'd  thus  always,  when  he  follows 
any  of  these  females  :  but  'tis  my  kind  heart  that 
makes  me  thus  forward  in  kindness  unto  them : 

1  Second  edit,  grope.  •  Second  edit.  to. 

3  [Old  copies,  paint.]      *  So  second  edit    First  edit  buze. 

^  Second  edit  lipi. 
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well,  God  ameud  them,  aud  make  tbem  ttuiikfiil 
to  them  that  would  do  them  jileasure.  I  am  not 
dioink,  I  would  ye  should  well  know  it ;  and  yet  I 
have  driuik  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  I 
might  have  Lad  a  pump  set  up  with  iia'  good 
March  b«er  as  this  was,  and  ne'er  aet  up  an  ale- 
bush  for  the  matter.  Well,  I  am  somewhat  in 
wrath,  I  must  needs  say  ;  and  yet  I  am  not  more 
angry  thau  wise,  nor  more  wise  than  angry ;  but 
I'll  fight  with  the  next  man  I  meet,  and  it  he  but 
for  luck's  sake  ;  and  if  he  love  to  see  himself  hurt, 
let  him  bring  light  with  him ;  I'll  do  it  by  darkling 
else,  by  God's  dines.  Well,  here  will  I  walk,  who- 
soever aaya  nay. 

Enter  NICHOLAS. 

NiCH.  He  that  worse  may,  must  hold  the  candle ; 
but  my  master  is  not  so  wise,  as  God  might  have 
made  him.  He  is  gone  to  seek  a  hare  in  a  heu'^ 
nest,  a  needle  in  a  bottle  of  bay,  which  is  as 
seldom  seen  as  a  black  swan  ;  he  is  gone  to  seek 
ray  young  mistress ;  and  I  think  she  is  better  lost 
than  found,  for  wboGoever  hath  her,  hath  bnt  a 
wet  eel  by  the  taiL  But  they  may  do,  as  they 
list ;  the  law  is  in  their  own  Iwids  ;  but,  and  they 
would  be  nil'd  by  me,  they  should  set  her  on  the 
lee-land,  and  bid  the  devO  split  ber ;  beshrew  her 
fingers,  she  hath  made  me  watch  past  mint)  hour ; 
but  I'll  watch  her  a  good  turn  for  it. 

CooMES.  How,  who's  that  I  Nicholas !— So,  first 
come,  first  serVd;  I  am  for  him  [AtUe]. — How 
now,  Proverb,  Proverb  1  'sblood,  bow  now,Proverb? 

NiCH.  My  name  is  Nicholas,  Kichanl ;  and  I 
know  your  meaning,  and  1  hope  ye  mean  no  harm. 
I  thank  ye  :  I  am  the  better  for  your  askiug. 
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CooHES.  Where  have  ye  been  a-whoring  tbtu 
late,  hal 

NlCH.  Master  Eichard,  the  good  wife  would  not 
eeek  her  daughter  in  the  oven,  unlesa  she  had  been 
there  herself:  but,  good  Lord,  you  are  knuckle- 
deep  in  dirt  I — I  warrant,  when  he  was  in,  fae 
swore  WaUingham,*  and  chaf  d  terrible  for  the 
time  [Aiide.] — Look,  the  water  drops  &Dm  you  as 
fast  as  hops. 

CooMta.  What  need'st  thou  to  care,  whip-her- 
jenny,*  tripe-cheeks  t '  out,  you  fat  ass ! 

NiCH.  Good  words  cost  nought :  Ul  words  cor< 
rupt  good  manners,  Richard;  for  a  hasty  man 
never  wants  woe.  And  I  had  thought  you  had 
been  my  friend;  but  I  see  all  is  not  gold  that 
glitters  ;  there's  falsehood  in  fellowship ;  amievg 
certut  in  re  crrla  eernixur;  time  and  truth  tries  all ; 
and  'tis  an  old  proverb,  and  not  so  old  as  true, 
houglit  wit  is  the  best ;  I  can  see  day  at  a  little 
hole ;  I  know  your  mind  as  well  as  though  I  were 
within  you  ;  'tia  ill  halting  before  a  cripple  :  go  to, 
you  seek  to  quarrel ;  but  beware  of  had  I  wist ;  * 
so  long  goes  the  pot  to  the  water,  at  lengUi  it 
comes  home  broken ;  I  know  you  are  as  good  a 
man  as  ever  drew  sword,  or  as  was  e'er  girt  in  a 
girdle,  or  as  e'er  went  on  neat's  leather,  or  as  one 
shall  see  upon  a  summer's  day,  or  as  e'er  look'd 
man  in  the  face,  or  as  e'er  trod  on  God's  earth,  or 
as  e'er  broke  bread  or  drunk  drink ;  but  be  is 
proper  that  hath  proper  conditions ; '  but  be  not 

'  t.r.,  (Perhaps)  iwore  \>j  our  Lady  of  WalHiDgliiDi,  in 
Korfolt. 

'  [The  Dime  of  x  gune,  tbough  hera  used  u  a  bje-irord. 
See  "  Popular  AntiquitieB  of  Qr.  Britain,"  ii.  341.] 

■  So  seeand  ediC     Pint  edit.,  Tript-chethe. 

*  I.e.,  Had  I  known  the  caoseqaences :  t  eommoa  pro- 
rerbial  eipreaaion  of  repcntaDce. 

'  S««  note,  p;  2S. 


OF  ABISGTON.  357 

you  like  the  cow,  that  gives  a  good  sop  of  mDk, 
and  casts  it  down  with  her '  heels ;  I  speak  plainly, 
for  plain-dealing  is  a  jewel,  and  he  that  useth  it 
shall  die  a  beggar  ;  well,  tliat  happens  in  an  hour, 
that  happens  not  in  seven  years ;  a  man  is  not  So 
eoon  whole  as  hurt ;  and  you  should  kill  a  man, 
you  would  kiss  his — well,  I  say  little,  but  I  think 
the  more.  Yet  I'll  give  him  good  words ;  'tis  good 
to  hold  a  candle  before  the  devil ;  yet,  by  God's 
dine,'  I'll  take  no  wrong,  if  be  Itad  a  head  as  big  as 
Brass,^  or  look'd  as  high  as  Paul's  steeple.  [Asuie.] 

CoOMES.  Sirrah,  thou  grasshopper,  that  shall 
skip  from  my  sword  as  from  a  scythe  ;  111  cut  thee 
out  in  collops  and  e^,  in  steaks,  in  she'd  beef, 
and  by  thee  with  the  nre  I  shall  strike  from  the 
pike  of  thy  buckler. 

NiQH.  Ay,  Brag's  a  good  dog ;  tbreat'ned  folks 
live  long. 

CooMES.  What  say  ye,  sir ) 

NiCH.  Why,  I  say  not  so  much  as,  How  do  ye  t 

CooMES.  Do  ye  not  so,  sir? 

NiCH.  No,  indeed,  whatsoe'er  I  think ;  and 
thought  is  free. 

CooMES.  You  whoreson  wafer-cake,  by  God's 
ilines,  I'll  crush  ye  for  this ! 

NiCH.  Give  an  inch,  and  you'll  take  an  ell  i  I 
will  not  put  my  finger  in  a  hole,  I  warrant  ye  : 
what,  man  !  ne'er  crow  so  fast,  for  a  blind  man 
may  kill  a  hare;  I  have  known  when  a  plain  fellow 
hath  hurt  a  fencer,  so  I  have :  what  I  a  man  may 
be  as  stow  as  a  snail,  but  as  fierce  as  a  lion,  and  he 
be  moved ;  indeed,  I  am  patient,  I  must  needs  say, 
for  patience  in  adversity  brings  a  man  to  the 
Three  Cranes  in  the  Vintiy, 
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CooMES.  Do  ye  hearl  set  down  your  toich; 
draw,  fight,  I  am  for  ye. 

NiCH.  And  I  am  for  ye  too,  though  it  be  from 
this  midnight  to  the  next  mom. 

CooMES.  Where  be  your  tools  ? 

NiCH.  Within  a  mile  of  an  oak,  sir;  he*8  a 
proud  horse  will  not  carry  his  own  provender,  I 
warrant  ye. 

CooMES.  Now  am  I  in  my  quarrelling  humour, 
and  now  can  I  say  nothing  but,  zounds,  draw  I  but 
111  untruss,  and  then  have  to  it.  [ilnc/^.] 

£nter  [severcUli/]  HoDGE  and  BoY. 

Hod.  Who's  there?  boy!  honest  boy,  well-met : 
where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Boy.  0  Hodge,  Dick  Coomes  hath  been  as  good 
as  a  cry  of  hounds,  to  make  a  bi*eath'd  ^  hare  of 
me  !  but  didst  thou  see  my  master? 

Hod.  I  met  him  even  now,  and  he  ask'd  me  for 
thee,  and  he  is  gone  up  and  down,  whooing  like  ^ 
an  owl  for  thee. 

Boy.  Owl,  ye  ass ! 

Hod.  Ass !  no,  nor  glass,  for  then  it  had  been 
Owlglass : '  but  who's  that,  boy  ? 

Boy.  By  the  mass,  'tis  our  Coomes  and  Nicholas ; 
and  it  seems  they  are  providing  to  fight. 

Hod.  Tlien  we  shall  have  fine  sport,  i'faitb. 
Sirrah,  let's  stand  close,  and  when  they  have  fought 
a  bout  or  two,  we'll  run  away  with  the  torch,  and 
leave  them  to  fight  darkling,  shall  we  ? 

Boy.  Content ;  I'll  get  the  torch  :  stand  close. 

^  So  second  edit.     First  edit,  breath. 

3  So  second  edit.    Not  in  first  edit. 

•  The  hero  of  a  popular  German  jest-book  ("Eulenspiegcl/') 
which  was  translated  into  English  at  a  very  early  period : 
see  Gifford*8  note  on  Jonson's  '*  Works,*'  iv,  60,  and  Narea^ 
Gloss,  in  T. 
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CooMES.  So  now  my  back  hath  room  to  reach  : 
I  do  not  love  to  be  lac'd  in,  when  I  go  to  lace  ft 
rascal,  I  pray  God,  Nicholas  prove  not  a  fly  : ' 
it  would  do  me  good  to  deal  with  a  good  man  now, 
that  we  might  have  half-a-dozea  good  smart  etrokes. 
Ha,  I  have  seen  the  day  I  could  have  danc'd  in  my 
Jight,  one,  two,  three,  four,  and  five,  on  the  heail 
ot  him ;  six,  seven,  eight,  nine,  and  ten  on  tlie 
sides  of  him ;  and,  if  I  went  so  far  as  fifteen,  I 
warrant  I  shewed  ^  him  a  trick  of  one-and-twenty  ; 
but  I  have  not  fought  this  four  daye,  and  I  lack  a 
little  practice  of  my  ward ;  but  I  sliall  make  a  sliift : 
ha,  close  [Ande]. — Are  ye  disposed,  sir! 

NlCH.  Yes,  mdeed,  I  fear  no  colours  :  change 
sides,  Richard. 

CooMES.  Change  the  gallows !  I'll  see  thee 
haiig'd  first. 

NiCH.  Well,  I  see  the  fool  will  not  leave  his 
liable '  for  the  Tower  of  London. 

CoOMES.  Fool,  ye  rogue  !  nay,  then,  fall  to  it. 

NlCH.  Good  goose,  bite  not. 

C0OM8S.  'Sblood,  how  pursy  I  am  !  Well,  I  see 
exercise  is  all :  1  must  practice  my  weapons  oft'ner ; 
I  must  have  a  goal  or  two  at  foot-ball,  before  I 
come  to  my  right  kind  [jlwrfe].  Give  me  thy  hand, 
Nicholas  :  thou  art  a  better  man  than  I  took  thee 
for,  and  yet  thou  art  not  so  good  a  man  as  I. 

Nicii.  You  dwell  by  ill-neighbours,  Richard ; 
that  makes  ye  praise  yourself. 

Coombs,  why,  1  hope  thou  wilt  say  I  am  a  man  t 

NlCH.  Yes,  I'll  say  so,  if  I  should  see  ye  hang'd. 

CooMES.  Hang'd,  ye  rogue !  nay,  then,  have  at 
ye.  [While  they  Jight,  eretmt  HODGE  and  BoY  unth 
the  toreh.]     Zounds,  the  Kght  is  gone  ! 
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NiCH.  0  Lord,  it  is  as  dark  as  pitch ! 

CooMES.  Well,  here  I'll  lie,  with  my  buckler 
thus,  lest  striking  up  and  down  at  randall  ^  the 
rogue  might  hurt  me,  for  I  cannot  see  to  save  it, 
and  I'll  hold  my  peace,  lest  my  voice  should  bring 
him  where  I  am.  [Stand  cuide^ 

NiCH.  'Tis  good  to  have  a  cloak  for  the  rain ;  a 
bad  shift  is  better  than  none  at  all ;  Til  sit  here« 
as  if  I  were  as  dead  as  a  door-naiL    [Stand  a9ide,'\  ^ 

Enter  Mr  Barnes  and  Mr  GtOURSET. 

Mr  Gour.  Hark  I  there's  one  hallooes. 
Mr  Barnes.  And  there's  another. 
Mr  Gour.  And  everywhere  we  come,  I  hear 
some  halloo. 
And  yet  it  is  our  haps  to  meet  with  none. 
Mr  Bar.  I  marvel  where  your  Hodge  is  and  my 

man. 
Mr  Gour.  Ay,  and  our  wives  ?  we  cannot  meet 
with  them. 
Nor  with    the    boy,  nor  Mall,  nor  Frank,  nor 

Philip, 
Nor  yet  with   Coomes,  and  yet  we  ne'er  stood 

still. 
Well,  I  am  very  angry  with  my  wife. 
And  she  shall  find  I  am  not  pleas'd  with  her, 
K  we  meet  ne'er  so  soon :  but  'tis  my  hope  • 
She  hath  had  as  blind  a  journey  on't  as  we ; 
Pray  Grod,  she  have,  and  worse,  if  worse  may  be ! 
Mr  Bar.  This  is  but  short-liv'd  envy,*  Master 
Goursey : 
But>  come,  what  say  ye  to  my  policy  1 


^  Random. 

'[t.&,  Coomes  and  Nicholas  both  retire  to  the  back  of 
the  stage.] 
'  Edits.,  hap.  «  U,  Ul-will. 
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Mr  Gour.  I  faith,  'tia  good,  and  we  will  practise 
it; 
But,  sir,  it  muet  be  handled  cnuningly, 
Or  all  is  maiT'd ;  our  wives  have  subtle  beads. 

And  they  will  soon  perceive  a  drift  device. 


Enter  Sir  Ealtq  Sjiith. 

Sir  Ralph.  So  ho ! 

Mr  Goitk,  So  ho ! 

Sir  Kauii.  Who  there? 

Mr  Bar.  Here's  one  or  two. 

Sir  Ralph.  Is  Will  tbercl 

Mr  Bar.  Na     Philip  t 

Mr  Gour.  Frank  t 

Sir  Ralph.  No,  na — 
Was  ever  man  deluded  thus  lite  me  1 
I  think  some  Et>irit  kade  me  thus  amis*. 
As  I  huve  often  heard  that  scone  have  been 
Thus  in  the  nights. 

But  yet  tliis  mazes  me ;  where  e'er  I  come. 
Some  asks  me  still  for  Frank  or  Philip, 
And  none  of  them  can  tell  me  where  Will  is. 

[Atidt. 

Will.  So  hoi    "j 

Phil    So  ho ! 

Hod.    So  ho ! 

Boy.     So  ho !    ) 

Sir  Ralph.  Zounds,  now  I  hear  four  halloo  at 
the  least ! 
One  had  a  little  voice ;  then,  that's  tlie  wench 
My  man  hath  lost :  well,  I  will  answer  all.  [JMtf&] — 
So  ho  1 


>  TStji  lifUloo  teithin. 


[Enter  HosoE.] 


Hod.  Whoop,  whoop ! 

Sir  Ralph.  Who's  there]  Will? 
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Hod.  No,  sir ;  honest  Hodge :  but,  I  pray  ye, 
sir,  did  ye  not  meet  with  a  boy  with  a  torch  f  he 
is  run  away  from  me,  a  plague  on  him ! 

Sir  Ralph.  Heyday,  from  Frank  and  Philip  to 
a  torch. 
And  to  a  boy !  nay,  zounds,  then,  hap  as  'twilL 

[Aside. 
[Exeunt  SiR  Salph  and  HoDGE  ieveraUy. 

Mr  Gour.  Who  goes  there  1 

[Enter  WiLL.] 

WnJi.  Guess  here. 

Mr  Bar.  Philip  1 

Will.  Philip!  no,  faith;  my  name's  Will — ill- 
Will,  for  I  was  never  worse  :  I  was  even  now  with 
him,  and  might  have  been  still,  but  that  I  fell  into 
a  ditch  and  lost  him,  and  now  I  am  going  up  and 
down  to  seek  him. 

Mr  GrOUR.  What  would'st  thou  do  with  him  1 

Will.  Wliy,  I  would  have  him  go  with  me  to 
my  master's. 

Mr  Gour.  Who's  thy  master  1 

Will.  Why,  Sir  llalph  Smith ;  and  thither  he 
promised  me  he  would  come  ;  if  he  keep  his  word, 
so  'tis. 

Mr  Bar.  ^Vhat  was  a  *  doing,  when  thou  first 
found'st  him  1 

Will.  Why,  he  halloo'd  for  one  Francis,  and 
Francis  halloo'd  for  him ;  I  halloo'd  for  my  master, 
and  my  master  for  me ;  but  we  miss'd  still,  meet- 
ing contrary,  Philip  and  Francis  with  me  and  my 
master,  and  I  and  my  master  with  Philip  and 
Frank 


^  Second  edit.,  he  a;  but  a  is  a  common  contraction  for 
?ie. 
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Mr  Gour.  Why,  wherefore  in  Sir  Kalph  so  late 
abroad! 

WiLh.  Why,  he  meant  to  kill  a  buck  ;  111  say 
80  to  save  his  honesty,  but  my  Nan  was  his  mart 
[Aiidel  And  he  sent  me  for  his  bow,  and  when  I 
came,  I  halloo'd  for  him ;  but  I  never  saw  such 
luck  to  miss  him  ;  it  hath  almost  made  me  mad. 

Mr  Bar.  Well,  stay  with  us  ;  perhaps  Sir  Ealph 
and  he  will  come  anon :  hark  !  I  do  hear  one  hal- 
loo. 

£nler  PHILIP. 

Phil.  Is  this  broad  waking  in  a  winter's  night  t 
I  am  broad  walking  in  a  winter's  night — 
Broad  indeed,  because  I  am  abroad — 
But  these  broad  fields,  methinks,  are  not  so  broad 
That  they  may  keep  me  forth  of  narrow  ditches. 
Here's  a  hard  world  ! 

For  I  can  hardly  keep  myself  apright  in  it : 
I  am  marvellous  dutiful — hut,  so  ho ! 

Will.  So  ho! 

Phil.  Who's  there  t 

Will.  Here's  Will. 

Phil.  What,  Will !  how  'scap'st  thou  t 

Will.  What,  sir  1 

Phil.  Nay,  not  hanging,  hut  drowning:  wert 
tliou  in  a  pond  or  a  ditch  ) 

Will.  A  pestilence  on  it !  is't  you,  Philip  ?  no, 
faith,  I  was  but  dirty  a  little :  but  here's  one  or 
two  askd  for  ye. 

Phil  Who  be  they,  man  ? 

Mr  Bar.  Fhihp,  'tis  I  and  Master  Gonrsey. 

Phil.  Father,  O  father,  I  have  heard  them  say 
The  days  of  ignorance  are  poss'd  and  done  ; 
But  I  am  sure  the  nights  of  ignorance 
Are  not  yet  poss'd,  for  this  is  one  of  them. 
But  Where's  my  sister! 

Mr  Bar  Why,  we  cannot  telL 
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Phil.  Where's  Francis  ? 

Mr  Gour.  Neither  saw  we  him. 

Phil.  Why,  this  is  fine. 
What,  neither  he  nor  I,  nor  she  nor  you, 
Nor  I  nor  she,  nor  you  and  I,  till  *  now, 
Can  meet,  could  meet,  or  e'er,  I  tliink,  shall  meet ! 
Call  ye  this  wooing  ?  no,  'tis  Christmas  sport 
Of  Hob-man-blind,^  all  blind,  all  seek  to  catch. 
All  miss — but  who  comes  here  1 

EnUr  Frank  and  his  BoY. 

Fran.  0,  have  I  catch'd  ye,  sir  1    It  was  your 
doing 
That  made  me  have  this  pretty  dance  to-night ; 
Had  not  you  spoken,  my  mother  had  not  scar'd 

me: 
But  I  will  swinge  ye  for  it. 
Phil.  Keep  the  king's  peace  ! 
Fran.  How !  art  thou  become  a  constable  I 
Why,  Philip,  where  hast  thou  been  all  this  while  ? 
Phil.  Why,  where  you  were  not :  but,  I  pray 

[you],  where's  my  sister  1 
Fran.  Why,  man,  I  saw  her  not ;  but  I  have 
sought  her. 
As  I  should  seek — 

Phil.  A  needle,  have  ye  not  1 
Why  you,  man,  are  the  needle  that  she  seeks 
To  work  withal !    Well,  Francis,  do  you  hear? 
Tou  must  not  answer  so,  that  you  have  sought 

her; 
But  have  ye  found  her  %  faith,  and  if  you  have, 
God  give  ye  joy  of  that  ye  found  with  her  I 
Fran.^  I  saw  her  not :  how  could  I  find  her  % 


^  So  second  edit.    First  edit.,  ttU, 

*i.e.f  Blind -manVbuff. 

'  So  second  edit.    Not  in  ilnt  edit. 
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Mr  Gour.  Why,  conld  ye  miss  bom  Muter 
Barnes's  house 
Unto  hifl  coney-burrow  T 
Fran.  Whether  I  could  or  no,  father,  I  did. 
Phil.  Father,  I  did  !    Well,  Frank,  wilt  thou 
believe  me ! 
Thon  dost  not  know  bow  much  this  same  doth 

grieve  me : 
Shall  it  be  said  thon  miss'd  so  phun  a  way, 
When  as  so  fair  a  wench  did  for  thee  stay } 
Fran.  Zounds,  man ! 

Phil.  Zomids,  man  I  and  if  thou  hadst  been 
blind. 
The  coney-burrow  thou  needeat  must  find. 
I  tell,  thee,  Francis,  had  it  been  my  case, 
And  I  had  been  a  wooer  in  thy  place, 
I  would  have  laid  my  head  unto  the  ground. 
And  scented  out  my  wench's  way,  like  a  hound ; 
I  would  have  crept  upon  my  knees  all  night, 
And  have  made  the  flintatones  links  to  give  me 

light; 
N^,  man,  I  would. 

Fran.  Good  Lord,  what  yon  would  do ! 
Well,  we  shall  see  one  day,  how  you  can  woo, 
Mb  Gour.  Come,  come,  we  see  that  we  have 
all  been  cross'd ; 
Therefore,  let's  go,  and  seek  them  we  have  lost. 

[Sxeunt. 
Enter  MaUj. 

[Mal.]  Am   I   alone]    doth   not   my   mother 
come? 
Her  torch  I  see  not,  which  I  well  might  see. 
If  any  way  she  were  coming  toward  me ; 
Why,  then,  belike  she's  gone  some  other  way ; 
And  may  she  go,  till  I  bm  her  [to]  turn  I 
Far  shall  her  way  be  then,  and  little  fair. 
Foe  she  hath  hindered  ue  of  my  good  turn ; 
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God  send  her  wet  and  weary,  ere  she  turn  I 

I  had  been  at  Oxenford,  and  to-morrow 

Have  been  released  from  all  my  maiden's  sorrow, 

And  tasted  joy,  had  not  my  mother  been ; 

God,  I  beseech  thee,  make  it  her  worst  sin  ! 

How  many  maids  this  night  lies  in  their  beds. 

And  dream  that  they  have  lost  their  maidenheads ! 

Such  dreams,  such  slumbers  I  had  too  enjoy'd, 

If  waking  malice  had  not  them  destroyed. 

A  starved  man  with  double  death  doth  die, 

To  have  the  meat  might  save  him  in  his  eye. 

And  may  not  have  it :  so  am  I  tormented, 

To  starve  for  joy  I  see,  yet  am  prevented. 

Well,Frank,  although  thou  wooedst  and  quickly  won. 

Yet  shall  my  love  to  thee  be  never  done ; 

I'll  run  through  hedge  and  ditch,  through  brakes 

and  briars. 
To  come  to  thee,  sole  lord  of  my  desires : 
Short  wooing  is  the  best,  an  hour,  not  years, 
For  long-debating  love  is  full  of  fears. 
But,  hark !  I  hear  one  tread.  0,  were't  my  brother, 
Or  Frank,  or  any  man,  but  not  my  mother ! 

[Enter  SiR  Kalph  SmiTH.] 

Sir  Ralph.  0,  when  will  this  same  year  of 
night  have  end  1 
Long-look'd  for  day's  sun,  when  wilt  thou  ascend  ? 
Let  not  this  thieve  ^-friend,  misty  veil  of  night, 
Encroach  on  day,  and  shadow  thy  fair  light. 
Whilst  thou  com'st  tardy  from  thy  Thetis'  bed. 
Blushing  forth  golden  hair  and  glorious  red ; 
O,  stay  not  long,  bright  lanthom  of  the  day, 
To  liglib  my  miss'd-way  feet  to  my  right  way ! 

Mal.  It  is  a  man,  his  big  voice  tells  me  so. 
Much  am  I  not  acquainted  with  it,  tho' ; 

^  [Old  copy,  tkUf,] 
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And  yet  mine  ear,  sound's  true  distinguisher, 
Boys'  that  I  have  been  more  familiar 
With  it  than  now  I  am ;  well,  I  do  judge, 
It  is  no  envious  fellow,  out  *  of  grudge  ; 
Therefore  I'll  plead  acquaintance,  hire  his  guiding, 
And  buy  of  him  some  place  of  close  abiding. 
Till  that  my  mother's  malice  be  expir'd, 
And  we  may  joy  in  that  Is  long  desired  [Atule.] — 
Who's  there  t 
Sm  Ealph.  Are  ye  a  maid  t   No  question,  this 
is  she 
My  man  doth  miss :  faith,  since  she  lights  on  me, 
I  do  not  mean  till  day  to  let  her  go ; 
For  whe'er  *  she  is  my  man's  love,  I  will  know 

[AtiJe.] 
Hark  ye,  maid,  if  [a]  maid,  are  ye  so  light, 
That  you  can  see  to  wander  in  the  night  T 

Mal.  Hark  ye,  true  man,  if  true,  I  tell  ye,  no  ; 
I  cannot  see  at  all  which  way  I  go. 
Sir  Kalpu.  Fair  maid,  is't  so  1  say,  had  ye  ne'er 

afalll 
Mal.  Fair  man,  not  so ;  no,  I  had  none  at  all. 
Sir  Kalpil  Could  you  not  stumble  on  one  man, 

I  pray  J 
Mal.  No,  no  such  block  till  now  came  in  my  way. 
Sir  Ralph.  Am  I  that  block,  sweet  tripe  j  then, 

fall  and  try. 
Mal.   The  ground's  too  bard  a  feather-bed ; 

not  I. 
Sir  Kalph,  Why,  how,  and  you  had  met  with 

such  a  stump } 
Mal.  Why,  if  he  had  been  your  height,  I  meant 

to  jump. 
Sir  Kali'H.  Are  ye  so  nimble  I 
Mal.  Nimble  as  a  doe. 
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Sir  Balph.  Bak'd  in  a  pie. 

Mal.  Of  ye. 

Sir  Ealph.  Grood  meat,  ye  know. 

Mal.  Ye  hunt  sometimes  ? 

Sir  Ealph.  I  do. 

Mal.  What  take  ye  ? 

Sir  Ealph.  Deer. 

Mal.  You'll  ne'er  strike  rascal  1  ^ 

Sir  Ealph.  Yes,  when  ye  are  there. 

Mal.  Will  ye  strike  me  I 

Sir  Ealph.  Yes :  will  ye  strike  again  1 

MAii.  No,  sir:  it  fits  not  maids  to  fight  with 
men. 

Sir  Ealph.  I  wonder,  wench,  how  I  thy  name 
might  know. 

Mal.  Why,  you  may  find  it,  sir,  in  th'  Christ- 
cross  row.* 

Sir  Ealph.  Be  my  schoolmistress,  teach  me  how 
to  spell  it. 

Mal.  No,  faith,  I  care  not  greatly,  if  I  tell  it ; 
My  name  is  Mary  Barnes. 

Sir  Ealph.  How,  wench  I  Mall  Barnes  I 

Mal.  The  very  same. 

Sir  Ealph  Why,  this  is  strange. 

Mal.  I  pray,  sir,  what's  your  name  1 

Sir  Ealph.  Why,  Sir  Ealph  Smith  doth  wonder, 
wench,  at  this ; 
Why,  what's  the  cause  thou  art  abroad  so  late  1 

Mal.  What,  Sir  Ealph  Smith !  nay,  then,  I  will 
disclose 
All  the  whole  cause  to  him,  in  him  repose 
My  hopes,  my  love :  God  him,  I  hope,  did  send 
Our  loves  and  both  our  mothers'  hates  to  end. 

S  Aside  J] — 
e  Sir  Ealph,  if  you  my  blush  might  see, 

^  %.€.,  A  dear  lean  and  out  of  season. 
*  i.e.,  The  alphabet 
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Yoa  then  vonld  aay  I  am  ashamed  to  be 

Found,  like  a  wand'ring  stray,  by  such  a  knight, 

So  far  from  home  at  such  a  time  of  night : 

But  my  excuse  is  good ;  lore  first  by  fate 

la  croBs'd,  controll  d,  and  sundered  by.  fell  hate. 

Frank  Goursey  is  my  tore,  and  he  loves  me ; 

But  both  our  mothers  hate  and  disagree ; 

Our  fatbera  like  the  match  and  wish  it  done ;  ■> 

And  BO  it  had,  had  not  our  mothers  come ; 

To  Oxford  we  concluded  both  to  go ; 

Going  to  meet,  they  came ;  we  puled  so  j 

My  mother  fallowed  me,  but  I  ran  fast. 

Thinking  who  went  &om  hate  had  need  make 

haste; 
Take  me  she  cannot,  though  she  still  pursue : 
But  now,  sweet  knight,  I  do  repose  on  you ; 
Be  you  my  orator  and  plead  my  right, 
And  get  me  one  good  day  for  this  oad  night. 
Sir  Ralph.  ALas,  good  heart,  I  pity  thy  hard 

hap  I 
And  I'll  employ  all  that  I  may  for  thee. 
Frank  Goursey,  wench  I  I  do  commend  thy  choice : 
Now  I  remember  I  met  one  Francis, 
As  I  did  seek  my  man, — then,  that  was  he, — 
And  Philip  too, — belike  that  was  thy  brother : 
Why,  now  I  find  how  I  did  lose  myself. 
And  wander '  up  and  down,  mistaking  so. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Mall :  I  will  never  leave. 
Till  I  have  made  your  mothers  friends  again, 
And  purchas'd  to  ye  both  your  hearts'  delight. 
And  for  this  same  one  bad  many  a  good  night 
'Twill  not  be  long,  ere  that  Aurora  will, 
Deck'd  in  the  glory  of  a  golden  sun. 
Open  the  crystal  windows  of  the  east. 
To  make  the  earth  enamour'd  of  her  face, 
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When  we  shall  have  clear  light  to  see  our  wajrt 
Come ;  night  being  done,  expect  a  happy  day, 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  MISTRESS  Barnes. 

Mrs  Bar.  0,  what  a  race  this  peevish  girl  hath 
led  me ! 
How  fast  I  ran,  and  now  how  weary  I  am ! 
I  am  so  out  of  breath  I  scarce  can  speak, — 
What  shall  I  do  ] — and  cannot  overtake  her. 
'Tis  late  and  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home  : 
May  there  not  tliieves  lie  watching  hereabout, 
Intending  mischief  unto  them  they  meet  1 
There  may ;  and  I  am  much  afraid  of  them. 
Being  alone  without  all  company. 
I  do  repent  me  of  my  coming  forth ; 
And  yet  I  do  not, — they  had  else  been  married. 
And  that  I  would  not  for  ten  times  more  labour. 
But  what  a  winter  of  cold  fear  I  thole,  ^ 
Freezing  my  heart,  lest  danger  should  betide  me  ! 
What  shall  I  do  to  purchase  company  ? 
I  hear  some  halloo  here  about  the  fields : 
Then  here  I'll  set  my  torch  upon  this  hill, 
Whose  light  shall  beacon-like  conduct  them  to  it ; 
They  that  have  lost  their  way,  seeing  a  light, 
For  it  may  be  seen  far  off  in  the  night. 
Will  come  to  it     Well,  here  I'll  lie  unseen, 
And  look  who  comes,  and  choose  my  company. 
Perhaps  my  daughter  may  first  come  to  it, 

[Enter  Mistress  GtOURsey.] 

Mrs  GotJR.  Where  am  I  now  ]  nay,  where  was 
I  even  now  ? 
Nor  now,  nor  then,  nor  where  I  shall  be,  know  I. 
I  think  I  am  going  home :  I  may  as  well 

.    ^  t.e.,  suffer,,  endure. ..  EdiJU.  Ucic. 
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Be '  going  from  home ;  'tis  *  so  very  dark, 

1  cannot  see  how  to  direct  a  step. 

I  lost  my  man,  pursuing  of  my  son  ; 

My  son  escap'd  me  too  ;  now,  all  alone, 

I  am  enforc'd "  to  wander  up  and  down. 

Barnes's  wife's  *  abroad  :  pray  God,  tbat  she 

May  have  as  good  a  dance,  nay,  ten  times  worse ! 

O,  but  I  fear  she  hath  not ;  she  hath  light 

To  see  her  way.   0,  that  some  '  bridge  would  break. 

That  she  might  fall  into  some  deep  digg'd  ditch, 

And  either  break  her  bones  or  drown  herself  I 

I  would  these  mischiefs  I  could  wish  to  her 

Might  light  on  her  ! — but,  soft ;  I  see  a  light : 

I  will  go  near ;  it  is  comfortable. 

After  this  night's  sad  spirita-dnlling  darkness. 

How  now )  what,  is  it  set  to  keep  itself  1 

Mrs  Bar.  A  plague  on't,  is  she  there  I    [AeiJe.] 

Mrs  Gouk.  0,  how  it  cheers  and  quickens  up 
my  t)ioughts ! 

Mrs  Bar.  0  that  it  were  the  basilisk's  fell  eye, 
To  poison  thee !  [dniiff.} 

Mrs  Gour.  I  care  not,  if  I  take  it — 
Sure  none  is  here  to  hinder  me — 
And  light  me  home. 

Mrs  Bar.  I  had  rather  she  were  hang'd 
Than  I  should  set  it  there  to  do  her  go(^.  [Atiiit.] 

Mrs  Gour.  I'  faith,  I  will. 

Mrs  Bab.  I'  faith,  you  shall  not,  mistress ; 
I'll  venture  a  burnt  finger  but  I'll  have  it.  Mncfc.] 

Mrs  Gour.  Yet  Bmies's  wife  would  cnafe,  it 
that  she  knew, 
That  I  had  this  good  luck  to  get  a  light. 


^  So  Becond  edit.    Firtt  edit.  Bting. 

'  Head,  for  the  metre,  it  u. 

'  So  second  edit.    Fint  edit,  enfin^tt. 

*  Itckd,  for  the  metre,  n/c  it. 

'  So  secend  edit.    T'atL  edit.  tamt. 


372  THE  TWO  ANGRY  WOMEN 

Mrs  Bar.  And  so  she  doth;  but  praise  yotir^ 

luck  at  parting.  [AsideA 

Mrs  Gour.  0,  that  it  were '  her  light,  good 

faith,  that  she 
Might  darkling  walk  about  as  well  as  I ! 
Mrs  Bar.  0,  how  this  mads  me,  that  she  hath 

her  wish !  [AsideJ] 

Mrs  Gour.  How  I  would  laugh  to  see  her  trot 

about! 
Mrs  Bar.    0,  I  could  cry  for  anger  and  for 

rage !  [Aside,] 

Mrs  Gour.  But  who  should  set  it  here,  I  marvl, 

a  God's  name. 
Mrs  Bar.     One  that  will  have 't  from  you  in 

the  devil's  name.  JAside.'] 

Mrs  Gour.  Til  lay  my  life  that  it  was  Barnes's 

son. 
Mrs  Bar.  No,  forsooth,  it  was  Barnes's  wife. 
Mrs  Gour.  A  plague  u2)on  her,  how  she  made 

me  start !  [Aside.] 

Mistress,  let  go  the  torch. 
Mrs  Bar.  No,  but  1  will  not. 
Mrs  Gour.  Ill  thrust  it  in  thy  face,  then. 
Mrs  Bar.  But  you  shall  not. 
^Irs  Gour.  Let  go,  I  say. 
Mrs  Bar.  Let  you  go,  for  'tis  mine. 
Mrs  Gour.  But  my  possession  says,  it  is  none 

of  thine. 
Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  I  have  hold  too. 
Mrs  Gour.  Well,  let  go  thy  hold. 
Or  I  will  spurn  thee. 
Mrs  Bar.  Do  ;  I  can  spurn  thee  too. 
;Mrs  Gour.  Canst  thou  ? 
^Irs  Bar.  Ay,  that  I  can. 

^  Second  edit  you,  *  So  second  edit,    first  edit  toeere. 
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Enter  MASTER  GouRSEY  and  Master  Barxes, 
[Philip,  Fkank,  <£■<:.] 

Ma  GouB.  Why,  how  now,  women  t  how  unlike 
to  women 
Are  ye  both  now  !  come,  part,  come,  part,  I  say. 

Mk  Bar.  Why,  what  immodesty  is  this  in  yon  ! 
Come,  part,  I  say  ;  fio,  fio. 
Mrs  Bak.  Fie,  fie  1  I  say  she  shall  not  have  roy 
torcli. — 
Give  me  thy  torch,  boy : — I  will  run  a-tilt, 
And  bum  out  both  her  eyes  in  mv  encounter. 
Mrs  Gour.  Give  room,  and  let  ua  have  this 

hot  career.' 
Mr  Gour,  I  say  ye  shall  not :  wife,  go  to,  tame 
your  thoughts. 
That  are  so  mad  with  fury. 

Mr  Bar.  And,  sweet  wife. 
Temper  your  rage  with  patience ;  do  not  be 
Subject  60  mucli  to  such  raisgovemment 
Mrs  Bar.  Shall  I  not,  sir,  when  such  a  strumpet 

wrongs  me  ? 
Mr  Gour.    How,  strumpet.  Mistress  Barnes ! 
nay,  I  pray,  hark  ye  : 
I  oft  indeed  have  lieard  ye  call  her  so, 
And  I  have  thought  upon  it,  why  ye  should 
Twit  her  with  name  of  strumpet ;  do  you  know 
Any  hurt  by  her,  that  you  term  her  sol 
Mr  Bar.  No,  on  my  life ;  rage  only  makes  her 

say  ao. 
Mr  Gour.  But  I  would  know  whence  this  same 
rage  should  come ; 
Where's  smoke,  there's  fire ;  and  my  heart  mis- 
gives 
My  mfe's  intemperance  hath  got  tliat  name  ; — 
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And,  Mistress  Barnes,  I   doubt  and  shrewdly  ^ 

doubt, 
And  some  great  cause  begets  this  doubt  in  me. 
Your  husband  and  my  wife  doth  wrong  us  both. 
Mr  Bar.    How,  think    ye    so?    nay,   Master 
Goursey,  then, 
You  run  in  debt  to  my  opinion. 
Because  you  pay  not  such  advised  wisdom. 
As  I  think  due  unto  my  good  conceit. 

Mr  Gour.  Then  still  I  fear  I  shall  your  debtor 

prove. 
[Mr  Bar.]  Then  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of 
love ; 
Not  bail,  but  present  answer  to  my  plea ; 
And  in  the  court  of  reason  we  will  try, 
If  that  good  thoughts  should  believe  jealousy. 
Phil.  Why,  look  ye,  mother,  this  is  'long  of 
you. — 
For  God's  sake,  father,  hark  ?  why,  these  effects 
Come  still  from  women's  malice  :  part,  I  pray. — 
Coomes,  Will,  and  Hodge,  come  all,  and  help  us 

part  them ! — 
Father,  but  hear  me  speak  one  word — no  more. 
Fran.  Father,  but  hear  him  *  speak,  then  use 

your  will. 
Phil.  Cry  peace  between  ye  for  a  little  while. 
Mrs  Gour.  Good  husband,  hear  him  speak. 
Mrs  Bar.  Good  husband,  hear  him. 
Coomes.  Master,  hear  him  speak ;  he's  a  gooil 
wise  young  stripling  for  his  years,  I  tell  ye,  and 
perhaps  may  speak  wiser  than  an  elder  body ; 
therefore  hear  him. 

Hod.  Master,  hear,  and  make  an  end ;  you  may 
kill  one  another  in  jest,  and  be  hanged  in  earnest. 


^  So  second  edit.    First  edit.,  throwdiy. 
*  Second   edit.,    me — wrongly,   as   appears   from   what 
follows. 
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Mr  Ciotnt.  Come,  let  us  bear  Mm.     Then  epeak 

quickly,  Pliitip. 

Mb  Bak.   Thou  shouldst  Iiave  done  ere  this; 
speak,  Philip,  speak. 

Mrs  Bar.  0  Lord,  what  haste  you  make  tu 
hurt  yourselves  ! — 
Good  Philip,  use  some  good  persuasions 
To  make  them  &iends. 

Phil.  Yea,  I'll  do  what  I  cau. — 
Father  and  Master  Gouraey,  both  attend. 
It  is  presumption  in  so  young  a  man 
To  teach  where  he  might  learn,  or  to  ^  direct, 
Where  he  hath  had  dtrection  ;  but  ia  duty 
He  may  persuaile  as  long  as  his  persuase 
la  back'd  with  reason  and  a  rightful  suit. 
Physic's  first  rule  is  this,  as  I  have  learned  : 
KiU  the  effect  by  cutting  ofT  the  cause. 
The  same  effects  of  ruffian  outrages 
Comes  by  the  cause  of  malice  in  your  wives ; 
Had  not  tliey  two  been  foes,  you  had  been  friends. 
And  we  had  been  at  home,  and  this  same  war 
In  peaceful  sleep  had  ne'er  been  dreamt  upon. 
Mother  and  Mistress  Goursey,  to  make  them  friends. 
Is  to  be  friends  yourselves  :  you  are  the  cause. 
And  these  effects  proceed,  you  know,  from  you  ; 
Your  hates  gives  Ufo  unto  these  killing  atrifea, 
But  die,  and  if  that  envy  *  die  in  yon. — 
Fathers,  yet  stay. — 0,  speak  I — O,  stay  a  while  I — 
Francis,  persuade  thy  mother. — Master  Goursey, 
If  that  my  mother  will  resolve  °  your  mind  * 
That  'tis  but  mere  suspect,  not  common  proof, 
And  if  my  father  Bwear  he'a  innocent, 
As  I  durst  pawn  my  soul  with  him  he  is. 
And  if  your  wife  vow  truth  and  constaucy. 
Will  you  bo  then  persuaded  I 

ilUiti.,ie.  *U.lIl-iritl. 
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Mr  Gour.  Philip,  if  thy  father  will  remit^ 
The  wounds  I  gave  him,   and  if   these   condi- 
tions 
May  be  performed,  I  banish  all  my  wrath. 
Mr  Bar.  And  if  thy  mother  will  but  clear  me, 
Philip, 
As  I  am  ready  to  protest  I  am. 
Then  Master  Goursey  is  my  friend  again. 

Phil.  Hark,  mother ;  now  you  hear  that  your 
desires 
May  be  accomplished  ;  they  will  both  be  friends. 
If  you'll  perform  these  easy  articles. 
Mrs  Bar.    Shall  I  be  friends  with  such   an 

enemy  1 
Phil.  What  say  you  ^  unto  my  persuase  ? 
Mrs  Bar.  I  say  she's  ^  my  deadly  enemy. 
Phil.  Ay,  but  she  will  be  your  friend,  if  you 

revolt 
Mrs  Bar.  The  words  I  said !  what,  shall  I  eat 

a  truth  ] 
Phil.  Why,  hark  ye,  mother. 
Fran.  Mother,  what  say  you  1 
Mrs  Gour.  Why,  this  I  say,  she  slandered  my 

good  name. 
Fran.  But  if  she  now  deny  it,  'tis  no  defame. 
Mrs  Gour.  What,  shall  1  think  her  hate  will 

}deld  so  much  1 
Fran.  Why,  doubt  it  not;  her  spirit  may  be 

such. 
Mr  Gour.  Why,  will  it  be  ? 
Phil.  Yet  stay,  I  have  some  hope. 
Mother,  why,  mother,  why,  hear  ye  : ' 
Give  me  your  hand  ;  it  is  no  more  but  thus  ; 
'Tis  easy  labour  to  shake  hands  with  her : 

*  Qy.i  yoi*i  mother  t 

*  Read,  for  the  metre,  ihe  is, 

*  Something  has  dropi  oat  here. 
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Little '  breath  ia  spent  in  spenking  of  fair  words, 
When  wrath  hath  violent  tleliTery. 

Mr  Bar.  What,  shall  we  be  jwsolv'd  i 

Mrs  Bar.  O  hnsbaml,  stay .' — 
Stay,  Master  Goursey :   though  your  wife  doth 

hate  me, 
And  bears  unto  me  malice  infinite 
And  endless,  yet  I  will  respect  your  safeties ; 
I  would  not  have  yon  perish  by  our  means : 
I  must  confess  that  only  suspect. 
And  no  proof  else,  hath  fed  my  hate  to  her. 

Mrs  Gour.  And,  husband,  I  proteet  by  heaven 
and  earth 
That  her  snB(>«;t  is  causeless  and  unjust. 
And  that  I  ne'er  had  such  a  vild  ^  intent ; 
Harm  she  imagin'd,  where  as  none  was  meant. 

Phtl.  Lo,  sir,  what  would  ye  more  ? 

Mr  Bar.  Yes,  Philip,  this ; 
That  I  confirm  him  in  my  innocence 
By  this  lalge  universe. 

Mr  Goor.  By  that  I  swear, 
I'll  credit  none  of  you,  until  I  hear 
Friendship  concluded  straight  between  them  two  : 
If  I  see  that  they  willingly  will  do. 
Then  111  imagine  all  suspicion  ends ; 
I  may  he  then  assm^d,  they  being  friends. 

PlllK  Mother,  make  full  my  wish,  and  be  it  so. 

Mrs  Bah.  What,  shall  I  sue  for  friendship  to 
my  foe  1 

Phiu  No:  if  she  jield,  will  you  1 

Mrs  Bar.  It  may  bo,  ay. 

pHiu  Why,  this  is  well.      The   other  i  will 
try- 
Come,  Mistress  Goursey,  do  yon  first  agree. 

Mrs  Gour.   What,   shall  I  yield  unto   mine 
enemy  i 


^  ISilU.,  A  littU.] 


.c,  Vile. 
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Phil.  Why,  if  she  will,  will  youl  ' 
Mrs  Gour.  Perhaps  I  will 
Phil.  Nay^  then,  I  find  this  goes  well  forward 
still. 
Mother,  give  me  your  hand  [to  Mrs  6.],  give  me 

yours  too — 
Be  not  so  loth ;  some  good  thing  I  must  do ; 
But  lay  your  torches  by,  I  like  not  them ; 
Come,  come,  deliver  them  unto  your  men : 
Give  me  your  hands.     So,  now,  sir,  here  I  stand, 
Holding  two  angry  women  in  my  hand : 
And  I  must  please  them  both ;  I  could  please  tone,^ 
But  it  is  hard  when  there  is  two  to  one, 
Especially  of  women ;  but  'tis  so, 
They  shall  be  pleas'd,  whether  they  will  or  no. — 
Which  will  come  first  ?  what,  both  give  back  !  ha, 

neither  I 
Why,  then,  yond  help  that  both  may  come  to- 
gether.- 
So,  stand  still,  stand  [still]  but  a  little  while^ 
And  see,  how  I  your  angers  will  beguile. 
Well,  yet  there  is  no  hurt ;  why,  then,  let  me 
Join  these  two  hands,  and  see  how  they'll  agree  : 
Peace, peace !  they  cry;  look  how  they  friendly  kiss  I 
Well,  all  this  while  there  is  no  harm  in  this : 
Are  not  these  two  twins?  twins  should  be  both 

alike. 
If  tone  speaks  fair,  the  tother  should  not  strike  : 
Jesus,  the  warriors  will  not  ofier  blows  ! 
Why,  then,  tis  strange  that  you  two  should  be  foes. 
0  yes,  you'll  say,  your  weapons  are  your  tongues  ; 
Touch  lip  with  lip,  and  they  are  bound  from 

wrongs ; 
Go  to,  embrace,  and  say,  if  you  be  friends, 
That  here  the  angry  women's  qu^irr^ls  ends. 


*  i.e.,  The  one. 

^  [  Old  /soples,  yond  may  help  that  come, koth  together] 
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Mrs  Govr.   Then  hers  it  enda,  if  Mistress 

Barnes  say  so. 
Mrs  Bas.  If  jou  say  ay,  I  list  not  to  ssy  no. 
Mb  Gour.  If  they  be  friends,  by  promise  we 

agree. 
Mr  Baa.  And  may  this  league  of  friendship 

ever  be  I 
Phil.  What  say'st  thou,  Frank  1  doth  not  this 

fall  out  well  t 
Fran.  Yes,  if  my  Mall  were  here,  then  all  were 

welL 

Eiuer  Sir  Balph  Smith  tinth  Mall.    [Mall  itasfi 
Miind.  ] 

Sir  Ralph.  Yonder  they  be,  Mall :  stay,  stand 
close,  and  stir  not 
Until  I  caU.     God  save  ye,  gentlemen  I 

Mr  Bar.  What,  Sir  Kalph  Smith !  you  are  wel- 
come, man : 
We  wond'red  when  we  heard  you  were  abroad. 

Sir  Ralfh.  Why,  sir,  how  heard  ye  that  I  was 
abroad] 

Mr  Bar.  By  your  man. 

Sir  Ralph.  My  man  1  where  is  he ) 

Will.  Here. 

Sir  Ralph.  0,  y»  are  a  trusty  squire ! 

NicH.  It  had  been  better,  and  he  had  said,  a 
sure  card. 

Phil.  Why,  sir) 

NiCH.  Because  it  is  the  proverb. 

Phil.  Away,  ye  ass  ! 

NiCH.  An  ass  goes  a  four  legs ;  I  go  of  two, 
Christ  cross. 

Phil.  Hold  your  tongue. 

KiCH,  And  make  no  more  ado. 

Mr  Gour.  Go  to,  no  more  ado.    Gentle  Sir 
Ralph,,.  .....  ^..■..    ,■ 
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Your  nuia  is  not  in  fault  for  missing  you, 
For  he  mistook  by  us,  and  we  by  him. 

Sir  Ralph.  And  I  by  you,  which  now  I  well 
perceive. 
But  tell  me,  gentlemen,  what  made  ye  all 
Be  from  your  beds  this  night,  and  why  thus  late 
Are  your  wives  walking  here  about  the  fields :  * 
'Tis  strange  to  see  such  women  of  accompt 
Here ;  but  I  guess  some  great  occasion  [prompt] 

Mr  Gour.  Faith,  this  occasion,  sir :  women  will 
jar; 
And  jar  they  did  to-day,  and  so  they  parted ; 
We,  knowing  women's  maUce  let  alone 
Will,  canker-like,  eat  farther  in  their  hearts, 
Did  seek  a  sudden  cure,  and  thus  it  was  : 
A  match  l>etween  his  daughter  and  my  son ; 
No  sooner  motioned  but  'twas  agreed. 
And  they  no  sooner  saw  but  wooed  and  lik'd  : 
They  have  it  sought  to  cross,  and  cross['d]  it  thus. 

Sir  Kalph.  Fie,  Mistress  Barnes  and  Mistress 
Goursey  both ; 
The  greatest  sin  wherein  your  souls  may  sin, 
I  think,  is  this,  in  crossing  of  true  love : 
Let  me  persuade  ye. 

Mrs  Bar.  Sir,  we  are  persuaded, 
And  I  and  Mistress  Goursey  are  both  friends  ; 
And,  if  my  daughter  were  but  found  again, 
Who  now  is  missing,  she  had  my  consent 
To  be  disposed  of  to  her  own  content. 

Sir  Ralph.  I  do  rejoice  that  what  I  thought  to 
do. 
Ere  I  begin,  I  find  already  done : 
Why,  this  will  please  your  friends  at  Abington. 
Frank,  if  thou  seek'st  that  way,  there  thou  shalt 

find 
Her,  whom  I  hold  the  comfort  of  thy  mind. 

^  So  Bccoad  edit.    First  edit.,  ;S/e(2i. 
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Mai-  He  shall  not  aeek  me ;  I  will  seek  him 

Since  of  my  mother's  grant  I  need  not  doubt. 

MRfs]  Bar.  Thy  mother  grants,  my  girl,  and 
she  doth  pray 
To  send  unto  you  both  a  joyful  day  ! 

Hod.  Nay,  Mistress  Barnes,  I  wish  her  better : 
that  those  joyful  days  may  be  torn'd  to  joyful 
nights. 

CooMES,  Faith,  'tis  a  pretty  wench,  and  'tis  pity 
but  she  sliould  have  him. 

NiCH.  And,  Mistress  Mary,  when  ye  go  to  bed. 
God  send  you  good  rest,  and  a  peck  of  Heos  in 
your  nest,  every  one  as  big  as  Francis  I 

Phil.  Well  said,  wisdom !  God  send  thee  wise 
children ! 

NiCH.  And  you  more  money, 

Phil.  Ay,  so  wish  I. 

NiCH,  'Twill  be  a  good  while,  ere  you  wish 
your  skin  full  of  eyelet-holes. 

Phil.  Frank,  hark  ye :  brother,  now  your  woo- 
ing's  done, 
The  next  thing  now  you  do  is  for  a  son, 
I  prythee  ;  for,  I'faith,  I  should  be  glad 
To  have  myself  called  nunklo,'  and  thou  dad. 
Well,  sister,  if  that  Francis  play  the  man. 
My  mother  must  be  grandam  and  you  mam. 
To  it,  Francis — to  it,  sister ! — God  send  ye  joy ! 
'Tis  fine  to  sing,  dancey,  my  own  sweet  boy  I 

Fran.  Well,  sir,  jest  on, 

Phil.  Nay,  sir,'  do  you  jest  on. 

Mr  Bar.  Well,  may  she  prove  a  happy  wife  to 
him  I 

Mr  Goub.  And  may  he  prove  as  happy  unto 
her! 
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Sir  Ralph.  Well,  gentlemen,  good  hap  betide 
them  both ! 
Since  'twas  my  hap  thus  happily  to  meet, 
To  be  a  witness  of  this  sweet  contract, 
I  do  rejoice ;  wherefore,  to  have  this  joy 
Longer  present  with  me,  I  do  request 
That  all  of  you  will  be  my  promised  guests  : 
This  long  night's  labour  doth  desire  some  rest, 
Besides  this  wished  end ;  therefore,  I  pray. 
Let  me  detain  ye  but  a  dinner  time  : 
Tell  me,  I  pray,  shall  I  obtain  so  much  1 

Mr  Bar.  Gentle  Sir  Ralph,  your  courtesy  is 
such, 
As  may  impose  command  unto  us  all ; 
We  will  be  thankful  bold  at  your  request 

Phil.  I  pray,  Sir  Ralph,  what  cheer  shall  we 
havel 

Sir  Ralph.  I'faith,  country  fare,  mutton  and 
veal. 
Perchance  a  duck  or  goose  [upon  the  platter.] 

Mal.  0,  I  am  sick  ! 

All.  How  now,  Mall  ?  what's  the  matter  1 

Mal.  Father  and  mother,  if  you  needs  would 
know. 
He  nam'd  a  goose,  which  is  my  stomach's  foe. 

Phil.  Come,  come,  she  is  with  child  of  some 
odd  jest, 
And  now  she's  sick,  till  that  she  bring  ^  it  forth. 

Mal.  a  jest,  quoth  you  !  well,  brother,  if  it  be, 
I  fear  'twill  prove  an  earnest  unto  me. 
Goose,  said  ye,  sir?     0,  that  same  very  name 
Hath  in  it  much  variety  of  shame  I 
Of  all  the  birds  that  ever  yet  was  seen, 
I  would  not  have  them  graze  upon  this  green ; 
I  hope  they  will  not,  for  this  crop  is  poor. 
And  they  may  pasture  upon  greater  store  : 

^  So  second  edit.    First  edit,  Wingt, 
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But  yet  'tis  pity  that  they  let  them  paas, 

And  like  a  common  bite  the  Miise'a  graBS, 

Yet  this  I  fear  :  if  Frank  and  I  should  kiss, 

Some  creaking  goose  would  chide  us  with  a,  hiss  ; 

1  mean  not  that  goose  that 

Sings  it  knows  not  what ; 

'Tis  not  that  hiss,  when  one  says,  "hist,   come 

hither," 
Nor  that  same  hiss  that  setteth  dogs  together, 
Nor  that  same  hiss  that  hy  a  fire  doth  stand, 
And  hisseth  T.  or  F.'  upon  the  hand ; 
But  "tia  a  hiss,  and  I'll  unlace  my  coat. 
For  1  should  sound"  sure,  if  I  heard  that  note, 
And  Uien  green  ginger  for  the  green  goose  cries. 
Serves  not  the  turn — I  turn'd  the  white  of  eyea. 
The  rota-solis  yet  that  makes  me  live 
Is  favour'  tliat  these  gentlemen  mav  give ; 
But  if  they  be  displeased,  then  pleas'd  am  I 

To  yield  myself  a  hissing  death  to  die.                          ^^^^^^H 
Yet  I  hope  here  is '  none  consents  to  kill,                 ^^^^^^H 
But  kindly  take  the  favour  of  good-will.                       ^^^^^H 
If  any  thing  be  in  the  pen  to  blame,                             ^^^^^^H 
Then  here  stand  I  to  blush  the  writer's  shame  :                       ^H 
If  this  be  bad,  he  promises  a  better;                                        ^H 
Trust  him,  and  he  will  prove  a  right  true  debtor.                   ^H 
[Exeunt.                   ^M 

i.e.,  Trattor  or  felon.                                                                                         ^H 
>.(.,  Swoon.                                                                                             ^H 
>  Second  edit.,/iuuu>^                                                                  ^^^^M 
«  So  rad  for  the  metre.     Old  cuples,  Acn't.                             ^^^^H 
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A  Pleamnt  Comniodie  called 'Looke  About  you.  As  it 
was  lately  played  by  the  right  honoural>le  the  Lord  High 
Admirauhis  seruaunts,  London^  Printed  for  WiUiam 
Ferbrand,  and  are  to  be  iolde  at  his  shop  at  the  signs  of 
the  Crovme  neere  Ghiildhall  gate.    1600.    4^ 

This  drama  is  now  first  reprinted  from  the  original 
edition,  which  has  no  division  into  acts  and  scenes. 
Mr  HalUwell  ('*  Diet,  of  Old  Plays,'*  1860,  i).  149) 
observes  :  "  This  is  a  diverting  play,  and  the  plot  of  it 
is  founded  on  the  English  historians  of  the  leign  of 
Henry  II."  1 

"  Look  About  You"  is  not  only  a  pleasant  comedy, 
full  of  bustle  and  amusing  episodes,  and  abundantly 
stored  with  illustrations  of  manners,  but  it  is  a  piece 
which  exhibits,  on  the  part  of  the  unknown  writer,  a 
considerable  share  of  power  and  originality.  The  crazed 
Earl  of  Gloucester  is  not  an  ill-conceived  character,  and 
may  have  supplied  a  hint  to  Shakespeare ;  and  the 
cross-purposes,  stratagems,  and  deceptions,  of  which  it 
is  full,  remind  us  of  our  great  dramatist's  own  "  Comedy 
of  Errors,"  with  which,  however,  it  has  nothing  in 
common.  It  is  by  no  means  improbable,  at  the  same 
time,  that  "  Look  About  You,"  and  not  Shakespeare's 
play,  was  the  piece  performed  at  Gray's  Inn  in  Decem- 
ber 1594.2 

Skink,  who  fills  the  part  assigned  to  the  vice  in  the 
earlier  comedies,  is  a  well-sustained  and  entertaining 
character,  and  the  series  of  transformations  which  he 
and  the  rest  undergo,  even  while  they  occasionally  per- 
plex us  a  little,  as  the  plot  thickens,  and  the  figures  on 
the  stage  multiply,  can  hardly  fail  to  amuse. 

^  See  also  Collier's  '*  Hist  of  Ens:.  Dramatic  Poetry,"  L  3. 
»  See  Dyee's  **  Shakespeare,"  186S,  ii.  2. 
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A  PLEASANT  COMEDY  CALLED. 
LOOK  ABOUT  YOU. 


SCENE  THE  FIRST. 

£nter  Robert  Hood,  a  young  Nobleman,  a  Servant 
with  him,  with  riding  wanJt  t»  tkeir  Aandt,  a* 
if  they  had  bun  new-U^hted, 
Rob.  Go,  walk  the  horses,  wait  me  on  the  hill ; 
This  is  the  hermit's  cell ;  go  out  of  sight. 
My  business  with  him  must  not  be  reveai'd 
To  any  mortal  creature  but  himself. 

Serv.  I'll  wait  your  honour  in  the  cross  high- 
way. [Exit, 
Rob.  Do  so.     Hermit  devout  and  reverend, 
If  drowsy  age  keep  not  tliy  stiffened  joints 
On  thy  uurestful  bed,  or  if  the  hours 
Of  holy  orisons  detain  thee  not. 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Ski.Nk,  lilx  an  Itermit. 

Skink.  Good  morrow,  son, 
Good  morrow ;  and  God  bless  thee,  Huntington, 
A  brighter  gleam  of  true  nobility 
Shines  not  in  any  youth  more  than  in  thee. 
Thou  shalt  be  rich  in  honour,  full  of  speed ; 
Thou  shalt  win  foes  by  fear,  and  friends  by  meed. 

Rob.  Father,  I  come  not  now  to  know  my  fate ; 
Important  business  xirgeth  princely  Richard 

{Deliver  letter*. 
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In  these  tenna  to  aalute  thy  reverent  age. 
Bead  and  be  brief;  I  know  some  cause  of  tnut 
Made  him  employ  me  for  his  messenger. 

Skine.  a  cause  of  trust  indeed,  tnie-hoaoured 
youth. 
Princes  had  need,  in  matters  of  import, 
To  make  nice  choice.     Fair  earl,  if  I  not  err, 
Thou  art  the  prince's  ward  ? 

Rob.  Father,  I  am 

Hie  ward,  his  chamberlain,  and  bed-fellow. 

SiUNK.  Fair  fall  thee,  honourable  Robert  Hood  ! 
Wend  to  Prince  Uichard :  say,  though  I  am  loth 
To  use  my  skill  in  conjuration, 
Yet  Skink,  that  poisoned  red-cheek'd  Rosamond, 
Shall  make  appearance  at  the  parliament ; 
He  shall  be  there  by  noon,  assure  hia  grace. 

Rob.  Good-morrow,  father,  see  you  fail  him  not. 
For  though  the  villain  did  a  horrible  deed, 
Yet  hath  the  young  king  Richard,  and  Earl  John, 
Sworn  to  defend  him  from  his  greatest  foes. 

SkinK.  God's  benison  be  wifli  thee,  noble  Earl ! 

Rob.    Adieu,  good  father.     Holla,  there  I   my 
horse .'  [Exit 

Skink.  Up,  spar  the  kicking  jade,  while  I  make 
speed 
To  conjure  Skink  out  of  his  hermit's  weed ; 
Lie  there,  religion  :  keep  thy  master  grave, 
And  on  the  fair  trust  of  these  princes  word 
To  court  again,  Skink.     But,  before  I  go, 
Lpt  mischief  take  advice  of  villainy. 
Why  to  the  hermit  letters  should  bo  sent. 
To  post  Skink  to  the  court  incontinent. 
Is  there  uo  trick  in  tliis  1  ha  1  let  me  see  ! 
Or  do  tliey  know  already  I  am  hot 
If  they  do  so,  faith,  westward  ^  then  with  Skink 
But  what  an  ass  am  I  to  be  thus  fond ! 

'  [i-r,  to  Tjliaru.] 
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Here  lies  the  hermit,  whom  I  dying  fouad 

Some  two  months  since,  when  I  waa  hourly  charg'd 

With  Hugh  the  crier  and  with  constnblea. 

I  saw  him  in  the  ready  way  to  heaven  ; 

I  help'd  him  forward  i  'twas  a  holy  deed ; 

And  there  he  lies  some  six  foot  iu  the  ground. 

Hince  where,  and  since,  I  kept  me  in  his  weeds, 

0,  what  a  world  of  foola  have  fill'd  my  cells ! 

For  fortuues,  run-aWaya,  etol'n  ^oods,  lost  cattle  ! 

Among  the  number,  all  the  faction 

That  take  the  young  king's  part  against  the  old, 

Come  to  myself  to  hearken  for  myself. 

Ho  did  the  adverse  party  make  inqtiire. 

But  either  fall  full  of  contrary  desire  : 

The  old  king's  part  would  kill  me  being  stain'd ; 

The  young  king's  keep  me  from  their  violence. 

So  then  thou  need'st  not  fear ;  go  boldly  on, 

Brave  Hal,  Prince  Dick,  and  my  spruce  hot-spur 

John, 
Here 's  their  safe-conduct.     0,  but  for  Rosamond ! 
A  fig  for  Rosamond !  to  this  hope  I'll  lean, 
At  a  queen's  bidding  I  did  kill  a  quenn. 


SCENE  THE  SECOND. 

Sound  trumpet*;  enter  mth  a  Herald,  on  tlte  one 
aide,  Henry  the  Second,  crowned,  after  him 
Lancaster,  Chester,  Sib  Richard  Faucosj- 
BRIDGE:  cH  t!ie  otfier  pari,  KiNT.  Hexry  the 
ton,  crowned.  Herald  after  lUm :  after  him 
Prince  Richard,  John,  Leicester.  Seiiiy 
*rf,  enCeri  fantattieal  ROBERT  OF  Gloster  in 
a  gown  girt :  \ealk*  vp  ami  down. 

Old  Kino.  W\\y  doth  not  Gloster  take  his 
honoured  eeat  1 

Glo.  In  faith,  my  liege,  Gloster  is  iu  a  land, 
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WLere  neither  auretr  is  to  sit  or  stand. 
I  only  do  appear  as  I  am  Bummoaed, 
And  will  await  without  till  I  am  call'd. 
Young  K.  Why,  hear  you,  Gloster? 
Glo.  Henry,  I  do  hear  you. 
Young  K.  And  why  not  Kiag  f 
Glo.  What's  he  that  sits  so  near  you  1 
Rich.  King  too. 
Glo.  Two  kings )     Ha,  ha  I 
Old  K.  Glost«r,  ait,  we  charge  thee. 
Glo.  I  will  obey  your  charge ;  I  will  sit  down, 
But  in  this  house  on  no  seat  but  the  ground. 
John.  The  seat's  too  good. 
Glo.  I  know  it,  brotlier  John, 
John.  Thy  brother! 
Old  K.     Silence  there. 
Young  King.  Pass  to  the  bills,  Sir  Kichard 

Fauconbridge. 

Fau.  My  lieges  both,  old  Fauconbridge  is  prou<l 

Of  your  right  honour'd  charge.    He  that  worst  may 

Will  strain  his  old  eyes  :  God  send  peace  this  day  '. 

A   bill  for    the   releasement    of  the   queen   pre- 

ferr'd. 
By  Henry  the  young  King,  Richard  the  Prince. 

John,  Earl 
Of  Morton,  Bohmine,  Earl  of  Leicester,  and  the 
Commons. 
Old  K.  Did  you  prefer  this  bill  1 
All.  We  did. 

Cues,  and  Las.  Ye  did  not  well. 
Glo.  Why,  this  is  good ;   now  shall  we  have 

the  hell. 
Three  Bro,  Chester  and  Lancaster,  you  wrong 

the  king. 
Cues,  and  Lan.  Our  king  we  do  not. 
Young  K.  Do  not  you  sea  mo  crown'd  ? 
Lan.  But  whilst  he  lives,  we  to  none  else  are 
bound. 
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Lei.  Is  it  not  wrong,  think  you,  whan  all  the 

world  ['s] 
Troubled  witii  rumour  of  a  captive  queen. 
Imprisoned  by  her  husband  in  a  realm, 
Where  her  own  son  doth  wear  a  diadem  1 
la  like  an  head  of  people  mutinous. 
Still  murmuriDg  at  the  shame  done  her  and  us } 
Is  it  not  more  wrong,  when  her  mother  zeal. 
Sounded  through  Europe,  Afric,  Asia, 
Tells  in  the  hollow  of  news-thirsting  ears. 
Queen  Elinor  lives  in  a  dungeon. 
For  pity  and  aflfectiou  to  her  eon ) 
But   when  tJie    true   cause,   Clifford's   daughter's 

death. 
Shall  be  exposed  to  stranger  nations, 
What  volumes  will  be  writ,  what  libels  spread. 
And  in  each  line  our  state  dishonoured  ! 

Fau.  My  lord  speaks  to  the  purpose ;  marry. 
It  may  be  eo ;  pray  God  it  prove  not  so. 

Lei.    Hear  me  conclude,  and  therewithal  con- 
clude ; 
It  is  an  heinous  and  unheard-of  sin  : 
Queen  Elinor,  daughter  to  kindy  Fi-ance, 
King  Henry's  wife,  and  royal  Henry's  mother, 
Is  kept  close  prisoner  for  an  act  of  justice, 
Committed  on  an  odions  concubine. 

King.  Thou  wrong'st  her,  Leicester, 

Lei.  Lechers  ever  prtuse 
The  cause  of  their  confusion  ;  she  was  vile. 

Fau.  She  was  ill-spoken  of,  it's  true,  [too]  true, 

Glo.  Yonder  sits  one  would  do  as  much  for 
you, 
Old  fool ;  young  Richard  hath  a  gift,  I  know  it. 
And  on  your  wife  my  sister  would  bestow  it. 
Here's  a  good  world  1  men  hate  adulterous  sin, 
Count  it  a  gulf,  and  yet  they  needs  will  in. 

[Aii'/t. 

Lei.  \\Tiat  answer  for  the  queen  ? 
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LAN.  The  kin^  replies, 
Your  words  are  foul  slanderous  forgeries. 

John.  His  highness  says  not  so. 

Lan.  His  highness  doth, 
Tells  you  it  is  a  shame  for  such  wild  youth 
To  smother  any  impiety, 
With  shew  to  chastise  loose  adultery, 
Say  Eosamond  was  Henry's  concuhine. 
Had  never  king  a  concubine  but  he  t 
Did  Rosamond  bedn  the  fires  in  France  1 
Made  she  the  northern  borders  reek  with  flames  t 
Unpeopled  she  the  towns  of  Picardy  % 
Left  she  the  wives  of  England  husbandless  I 
0,  no.     She  sinn'd,  I  grant ;  so  do  we  all ; 
She  fell  herself,  desiring  none  should  falL 
But  Elinor,  whom  you  so  much  commend, 
Hath  been  the  bellows  of  seditious  fire. 
Either  through  jealous  rage  or  mad  desire. 
Is  t  not  a  shame  to  think  that  she  hath  arm'd 
Four  sons'  right  hands  against  their  father's  head. 
And  not  the  children  of  a  low-priz'd  wretch. 
But  one,  whom  God  on  earth  hath  deified  ? 
See,  where  he  sits  with  sorrow  in  his  eyes ! 
Three  of  his  sons  and  hers  tutor'd  by  her : 
Smiles,  whilst  he  weeps,  and  with  a  proud  disdain 
Embrace  blithe  mirth,  while  his  sad  heart  com- 
plain. 

Fau.  Ha  !  laugh  they  1  nay,  by  the  rood,  that  is 
not  well ; 
Now  fie,  young  princes,  fie ! 

Hen.  Peace,  doting  fooL 

John.  Be  silent,  ass. 

Fau.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lords ;  my  humble 
leave,  my  lords. 
God's  mother,  ass  and  fool  for  speaking  truth ! 
'Tis  terrible ;  but  fare  ye  well,  my  lords. 

Rich.  Nay,  stay,  good  Fauconbridge ;  impute  it 
rage, 
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That  thus  abuses  your  right  reverend  age. 
My  brothers  are  too  hot 

Fau.  Too  hot  indeed  ! 
Fool,  asE,  for  speaking  truth !     It's  more  thnn 
need. 

KiCH.  Nay,  good  Sir  Richard,  at  my  kind  in- 
treat. 
For  all  the  love  I  bear  yonr  noble  house, 
Let  not  your  absence  kindle  further  wrath. 
Ench  aide's  at  council  now  ;  sit  down,  I  pray. 
I'll  quit  it  with  the  kindest  love  I  may. 

GloS.  Ay,  to  his  Wife.  [Aiitle. 

Fau.  Prince  Kichord,  I'll  sit  down ; 
But  by  the  faith  I  owe  fair  England's  crown, 
Had  you  not  been,  I  would  have  left  the  place  ; 
My  sen'ice  merits  not  so  much  disgrace. 

KiCH.  Good  Fauconbridge,  I  thank  tliee. 

[Go  to  tluir  plans. 

Glo.  And  you'll  think  of  him, 
If  you  can  step  into  hia  bower  at  Stepney. 

Fau.  Prince  Richard's  very  kind;  I  know  his 
kindneas. 
He  loves  me,  but  he  loves  my  lady  better. 
No  more.     I'll  watch  him  ;  I'll  ]irevent  hia  game ; 
Young  lad,  it's  ill  to  halt  before  the  lame.    \_Aavlf. 
\They  break  a»nnder,  papert  (kit  while  bein^ 
ofered  and  lubterihed  betteeen  either. 

Hen.  I'll  not  subscribe  to  this  indignity ; 
I'll  not  be  called  a  king,  but  be  a  king. 
Allow  me  half  the  realm ;  give  me  the  north. 
The  provinces  tliat  lie  beyond  the  sens : 
Wales  and  the  Isles,  that  compass  in  the  main. 

Glo.  Nay,  give  him  all,  and  he  will  scant  lie 
pleased.  [Aiiile. 

Rich.  Brother,  you  ask  too  much. 

John.  Too  much  t  too  little  ! 
He  shall  have  that  and  more  ;  I  swear  he  shall. 
1  will  have  Nottingham  and  Salisbury, 
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Stafford  and  Darby,  and  some  other  earldom^ 
Or,  by  St  John  (whose  blessed  name  I  bear), 
I'll  make  these  places  like  a  wilderness. 
Is't  not  'a  plague,  an  horrible  abuse, 
A  king,  a  King  of  England,  should  be  father 
To  four  such  proper  youths  as  Hal  and  Dick, 
My  brother  Geoffrey,  and  my  proper  self> 
And  yet  not  give  his  sons  such  maintenance, 
A.  liconsuies  among  his  minions  I 

Rich.  Be  more  respective,  John. 

John.  Respective,  Richard? 
Are  you  tum'd  pure  1  a  changing  weathercock ! 

[Aside. 
I  say  its  reason  Henry  should  be  king. 
Thou  prince,  I  duke,  as  Greoffrey  is  a  duke. 

Lan.  What  shall  your  father  do  1 

John.  Live  at  his  prayers. 
Have  a  sufficient  pension  by  the  year, 
liepent  his  sins,  because  liis  end  is  near. 

Glo.  a  gracious  son,  a  very  gracious  son  I  [Adde. 

King.  Will  this  content  you  1  I  that  have  sat  still, 
Amaz'd  to  see  my  sons  devoid  of  shame ; 
To  hear  my  subjects  with  rebellious  tongues 
Wound  the  kind  bosom  of  their  sovereign  ; 
Can  no  more  bear,  but  from  a  bleeding  heart 
Deliver  all  my  love  for  all  your  hate : 
Will  this  content  ye  ]  ^     Cruel  Elinor, 
Your  savage  mother,  my  uncivil  queen : 
The  tigress,  that  hath  drunk  the  purple  blood 
Of  three  times  twenty  thousand  valiant  men ; 
Washing  her  red  chaps  in  the  weeping  tears 
Of  widows,  virgins,  nurses,  sucking  babes ; 
And  lastly,  sorted  with  her  damn'd  consorts, 
Entered  a  labyrinth  to  murther  love. 
Will  this  content  you  1    She  shall  be  released, 
Tliat  she  may  next  seize  me  she  most  envies  1 

1  [Old  copy,  thee] 
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Hen.  Our  mother's  liberty  is  some  content. 

King.  What  else  would  Henry  have  1 

Hen.  The  kingdom. 

Kiue.  Peruse  this  bill ;  draw  near ;  let.«B  con- 
fer. 

John.  Hal,  be  not  answered  but  with  sove- 
reignty. 
For  glorious  ib  the  sway  of  majesty. 

King.  What  would  content  you,  John  I 

John.  Five  earldoms,  sir. 

King,  What  you,  son  Richard  ? 

Rich.  Pardon,  gracious  father, 
And  th'  furtherance  for  my  vow  of  penance. 
For  I  have  sworn  to  God  and  all  his  saints, 
These  arms  erected  in  rebellious  brawU 
Against  my  father  and  ray  sovereign, 
Shall  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
In  nrong'd  Judcea  and  Palestina. 
Tliat  shall  be  Richard's  penance  for  his  pride, 
His  blood  a  satisfaction  tor  his  sin, 
His  patrimony,  men,  munition, 
And  means  to  waft  them  into  Syria, 

King.  Thou  shalt  have  thy  (lesire,  heroic  son, 
As  soon  as  other  home-bred  brawls  are  done. 

Lan.  Why  weeps  old  Fnuconbridge  ! 

Fau.  I  am  almost  blind, 
To  hear  sons  cruel  and  the  fathers  kind. 
Now,  well-a-yeor,'  that  e'er  I  liv'd  to  see 
Such  patience  and  so  much  impiety ! 

Glo.    Brother,  content  thee;   thia  is  bat  the 
first: 
Worse  is  a-brewing,  and  yet  not  the  worst 

Lei.  You  Ghall  not  stand  to  this. 

Hen.  And  why,  my  lord  I 

1  [Old  copy,  mil  a  turrt.  Well-i-jair  ia  an  nnaBoal 
phraH,  wcU  belDg  coimpted  from  waQ,  "  Wcll-K-da;  "  in  the 
same  leoie  ia  eouinon  eaoagh.] 
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Lel  The  lands  of  Morton  doth  belong  to  John. 

Hen.  What's  that  to  met  by  Act  of  Parlla- 
ment 
If  they  be  mine  confimi'd,  he  maet  be  pleae'd. 

John.  Be  pleased,  King-puppet !  have  I  stood 
for  thee, 
Even  in  the  mouth  of  death  I  open'd  my  anns 
To  circle  in  sedition's  ugly  sh^te  1 
Shook  handa  with  duty,  bad  adieu  to  virtue, 
Profan'd  all  majesty  in  heaven  and  earth ;   , 
Writ  in  black  characters  on  my  white  brow 
The  name  of  rebel  John  against  his  father  t 
For  thee,  for  thee,  thou  'otomy  ^  of  honour. 
Thou  worm  of  majesty,  thou  froth,  thou  bubble  !  * 
And  muEt  I  now  be  pleas'd  in  peace  to  stand, 
^Vhile  statutes  make  thee  owner  of  my  land! 

GiA>.  Good  pastime,  good,  now  wiU  the  thieves 
fall  out !  [Atitie. 

John.  0,  if  I  do,  let  me  be  never  held 
Koyal  King  Henry's  son ;  pardon  me,  father ; 
Pull  down  tliis  rebel,  that  hath  done  thee  wrong; 
Dick,  come  and  leave  his  side ;  assail  him,  lends ; 
Let's  have  no  parley  but  with  bills  and  swords. 

KiN'G.  Peace,  John,  lay  down  thy  anns;  hear 
Henry  speak. 
He  minds  thee  no  such  wrong. 

John.  He  were  not  best. 

Hen.  Why,  hair-brain'd  brother,  can  ye  brook 
no  jest  ? 
I  do  confirm  you  Earl  of  Xottingham. 

John.  And  Morton  too  t 

Hen.  Ay,  and  Morton  too. 

1  Old  copy,  otimie.  I  conjecture  oumi/  for  anototay,  a 
commoa  form  of  analomy. 

'  Halliwell  raentiona  the  wordi  puhble  and  tnibU  in  dif- 
ferent (enees,  and  the  old  cop;  reads  pubU  ;  but  here  the 
canUxtBeemB  (a  require  frufiUt.  Holia*i>iimedialel;bofor« 
uied  the  ienafrotK. 


LOOK   ABOUT  YOU,  339 

JoH!(.  Why  80 )  now  once  more  111  Bit  down  by 

you. 
Glo.  BIow,wmd!  the  youngest  of  King  Henry's 
stock 
Would  fitly  serve  to  make  a  weathercock. 
JOHV.  Gape,  earth  I   cliallenge  thine  own,  as 
Gloster  lies  ; 
Pity  such  muck  Js  cover'd  with  the  skies  1 
Fau.  Be  <iniet,  good  my  lords ;  ['tis]  the  King's 
command 
You  should  be  quiet,  and  'tis  yery  meet ; 
It's  moat  convenient — how  say  you,  Prince  RichardT 
Rich.  It  is  indeed. 
Fau.  Why,  that  is  wisely  said  ; 
You  are  a  very  kind,  inditfcrent  man. 
Marry  a'Gnd.  and  by  my  halidom, 
Were  not  I  had  a  feeling  in  my  head 
Of  some  suspicion  'twixt  my  wife  and  him 
I  should  affect  him  more  than  all  the  world.   [Jeidr. 
Gta  Take  heed,  old  Richard,  keep  thee  there, 
mad  lad. 
My  Bisters'  fair,  and  beauty  may  turn  bad.    lAtide. 


SCENE  THE  THIRD. 
Enttr  Robin  Hood,  a  paper  in  At«  hand. 

Officer.  Room  there,  make  room  for  young 

Huntington. 
Fau.  a  gallant  youth,  a  proper  gentleman. 
Hex.  Richard,  I  hare   had  wrong  about  his 

wardship. 
Rich,  You  cannot  right  yourself 
John.  He  can  and  shall, 
Rich.  Not  with  your  help;    but,  honourable 

youth, 
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Have  ye  peribnn'd  the  business  I  enjoin'd  1 

Rob.  I  have,  and  Skink  is  come;  here  is  his 
bill. 

Hen.  No  matter  for  his  bill;  let  him  come 
in.   ■ 

King.  Let  him  not  enter ;  his  infections  breath 
Will  poison  the  assembly. 

Glo.  Never  doubt ;  ^ 
There's  more  infectious  breaths  about  your  throne. 
Leicester  is  there ;  your  envious  sons  are  there  ; 
If  them  you  can  endure,  no  poison  fear. 

King.  Content  thee,  Gloster. 

Glo.  I  must  be  content 
When  you,  tliat  should  mend  all,  are  patient. 

Enter  Skink. 

Hen.  Welcome,  good  Skink,  thou  justly  dost 
complain, 
Thou  stand'st  in  dread  of  death  for  Rosamond, 
Whom  thou  didst  poison  at  our  dread  command 
And  the  appointment  of  our  gracious  mother. 
See  here  my  father's  hand  unto  thy  pardon. 

Skink.  I  receive  it  graciously,  wishing  his  soul 
sweet  peace  in  heaven  for  so  meritorious  a  work, 
for  I  fear  me  I  hare  not  his  heart,  though  his 
hand. 

King.  Be  sure  thou  hast  not,  murderous  blood- 
sucker. 
To  jealous  envy  executioner. 

Hen.  Besides,  thou  suest  to  have  some  main- 
tenance ; 
We  have  bethought  us  how  we  will  reward  thee, 
Thou  shalt  have  Rowden  lordshij). 

Glo.  Shall  he  so  ? 

Will  you  reward  your  murtherers  with  my  lands  1 

^  Fear. 


1 
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Hen.   Your  lands }   it  is  our   gift ;    and    he 

shall  have  it. 
Glo.  I'll  give  him  Beizure  fint  with  this  and 
this.  [Strike  kim. 

John.  Lay  hold  on  Glost«r. 
King.  Hold  that  murderous  Skink. 

Glo.  Villains,  bands  off;  I  am  a  prince,  a  peer, 
And  I  have  home  disgrace,  while  I  can  bear. 
FaO.   Knaves,  leave  your  rudenesa ;  how  now, 
brother 
Gloster  ]  nay,  bo  appeas'd,  be  patient,  brother, 
KlCH.  Shift  for  thyself,  good  Skink ;  there's  gold, 
away; 
Here  will  be  parts.' 

Skink.  Swounds !  Ill  make  one,  and  stay. 
John.  I  pry  thee,  begone,  since  thus  it  folleth  out, 
Take  water ;  hence,  away ;  thy  life  I  doubt. 
Skink.  Well,  farewell  [then] ;  get  I  once  out  of 

Shink  never  will  put  trust  in  warrants  more.  [Exit. 

King.  Will  Gloster  not  be  bridled  ( 

Glo.  Yea,  my  liege ; 

And  saddled  too,  and  rid,  and  spurred,  and  rein'd, 
Such  misery  (in  your  reign)  'falla  your  friends. 
Let  go  my  arms,  you  dunghills ;  let  me  speak. 

Kino.  Where's  that  knave,  Skink  t    I  charge 
you  see  him  stay'd. 

Fau.  The  swift-heel'd  knave  is  fled  ; 
Body-a-me,  here's  rule  ;  here's  work  indeed. 

King.  Follow  that  Skink ;  let  privy  search  be 

Let  not  one  pass,  except  he  be  well-known; 
Let  posts  be  every  way  sent  speedily 
For  t*n  miles'  compass  round  about  the  city. 
Hen.  Take  Gloster  to  you.  Lieutenant  of  the 
Tower. 
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Keep  him  aside,  till  we  confer  awhile. 
Father,  you  must  subscribe  to  his  committing. 

Lan.  Why  must  he,  Henry ! 

Lei.  Marry,  for  this  cause : 

He  hath  broke  peace,  and  violated  laws. 

Glo.  So  have  you  all  done,  rebels  as  yoa  be. 

Fau.    Grood  words,  good  brother;   hear    me, 
gracious  lords. 

Hen.  I  prythee,  Fauconbridge,  be  patient. 
Gloster  must  of  force  answer  this  contempt. 

King.  I  will  not  yield ;  he  shall  unto  the  Tower, 
Warden  of  th'  Fleet,  take    you  the  chaige  of 
Gloster. 

Hen.  Why,  be   it    so;  yet    stay    with    him 
awhile. 
Till  we  take  order  for  the  company, 
That  shall  attend  him,  and  resort  to  him. 

Glo.  Warden  of  the  Fleet,  I  see  I  am  your 
charge, 
Befriend  me  thus,  lest  by  their  command 
I  be  prevented  of  what  I  intend. 

Keep.  Command  me  any  service  in  my  power. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  call  some  nimble-footed  fellow 
To  do  a  message  for  me  to  my  sister. 

Keep.  Call  in  Redcap ;  he  waiteth  with  a  tip- 
staff, [£xit  one  for  hin. 
He  stammers ;  but  he's  swift  and  trusty,  sir. 


SCENE  THE  FOURTH. 

£nier  REDCAP. 

Glo.  No  matter  for  the  stammering ;  is  this  he  t 
Red.  Ay,  I  am  Re-Redcap,  s-s-sir. 
Glo.  Run.  Redcap,  to  Stepney. 
Red.  I'll  be  at  Stepney  p-p-presently. 
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Glo,  Nay,  stay ;  go  to  the  Lady  Faueonbridge, 
my  sieter. 

Red.  The  La-La-Lady  Fau-Fau-Fauconbreech  1 
I  r-r-run,  sir ! 

Glo.  Buttakethyerrand;  tell  herl  am  prisoner. 
Committed  to  the  Fleet 

BSD.  I  am  g  g-glad  of  th-th-that,  my  fa-fa  father 

the  p-p-porter  sUa-shaU  ge-ge-get  a  f-f-fee  by  you. 

[SliU  run$. 

GLa  Stand  still  a  whUe — desire  her  to  mako 
means 
Unto  Prince  Richard  for  my  liberty ; 
At  thy  return  (make  speed)  1  will  reward  thee. 

Red,  I  am  g-ggone,  ri-sir. 

Rich.  Commend  me  to  her,  gentle  Huntington ; 
Tell  her  in  these  afFaJrs  I'll  stand  her  friend, 
Her  brother  shall  not  long  be  prisoner ; 
Say  I  will  visit  her  immediately. 
Begone,  sweet  boy,  to  Manon  Faueonbridge, 
Thou  lookest  like  love :  persuade  her  to  be  loving. ' 

Roa  So  far  as  honour  will,  I  will  persuade ; 
I'll  lay  love's  battery  to  her  modest  ears ; 
Second  my  mild  assault,  you  may  chance  win. 
Fair  parley  at  the  least  may  hap  pass  in.        [S^iL 

Hen,    Here,  take  your  charge  j    let  no    man 
speak  with  him. 
Except  ourself,  our  brethren,  or  Earl  Leicester, 

Fau.  NotI,myIord1  may notlspeak with himi 

HttN.  Yes,  Faueonbridge,  tliou  ahalt 

John.  And  why  1  he  is  his  wife's  brother, 

Fau,  Earl  John,  although  I  be, 
I  am  true  unto  the  state,  and  so  is  be. 

Glo.  AVhat,  shall  I  have  no  servant  of  my  own  I 

Hen.   No,  but  the  household  servants  of  the 
Fleet 

Glo.  I  thank  you,  kinsman  King ;  your  father 
knows, 
Gloster  may  boldly  ^ve  a  base  slave  blows. 
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Fad.   0,  bnt  not  here ;   it  wm  not  well  done 

here. 
KiNQ.  Farewell,  good  Gloster,  700  sfaidl  hear 

from  U8, 
Glo.  Even  what  yonr  sons  will  suffer  yoa  to 
Bend, 
la't  not  &  miaery  to  see  yon  stuid, 
That  Bometime  was  the  monoFcli  of  this  Uad, 
Intreating  traitors  for  a  subject's  freedom  T 

Lei,  Let  him  not  speak ;  away  with  him  to 

prison. 
Glo.  Here's  like  to  be  a  well-stay'd  oommon- 
wealth, 
Wherein  proud  Leicester  and  licentioos  John 
Are  pillars  for  the  king  to  lean  upon. 
John.  We'll  hear  your  railing  lecture  in  the 

Fleet 
Glo.^  On  thy  displeasure  —  well  ye  hare  me 
here. 
'  O,  that  I  were  within  my  fort  of  Bungay, 
Whoee  walls  are  wash'd  with  the  clear  streams  of 

Wayeney,' 
Then  would  not  Gloster  pass  a  halfpenny. 
For  all  these  rebels  and  their  poor  king  too.* 
Laughtat  thou.  King  Henry!    Thou  know'st  my 

words  are  true, 
God  help  thee,  good  old  mim  I  adieu,  adieu  I 
John.  That  castle  shall  be  mine,  wherein  stands* 

Fauconbridge. 
Fatt.    Far  from  your  reach,  sure,  under  Feck- 
hill-ridge, 
Five  hundred  men  (England  hath  few  such  wigbt)^ 
Keep  it  for  Gloster's  use  both  day  and  night : 


'  Old  eopj,  Hmry.'  *  Old  copy,  Jtciw 

■  But  Me  Hiditt'H  "  FroTcrbt,"  1S89,  p.  SS. 
*  Old  wtf],  lAmt  Jtondt  m. 


LOOK  ABOUT  YOU. 


405 


But  yoo  may  easily  win  it.     Wantons'  words 
Quickly    can    master    men,    tougues    out-brawl 
swords ! 

John.  Ve  are  an  idiot 

EicH.  I  prythee,  Jolm,  forbear. 

John,  What,  shall  old  winter  with  liis  frosty 

Cross  fiow'ry  pleasures  t 

Fau.  Ay,  and  nip  you  too ! 
God  Mary  mother,'  I  would  tickle  you. 
Were  there  no  more  in  place  but  I  and  yon. 

Kino.  Cease  these  contentions  ;  forward  to  tbti 
Tower. 
lielease  Queen  Elinor,  and  leave  me  there. 
Vour  prisoner  I  am,  sure,  if  ye  had  power ; 
There's  nothing  let's  you  but  the  Commons'  fear : 
Keep  your  state,  lords ;  we  will  by  water  go, 
Making  the  fresh  Thames  salt  with  tears  of  woe. 

Hen.    And   we'll  by  land   thorough  the  City 
ride, 
Making  the  people  tremble  at  our  prida 

[^ExeiiiU  wilh  trampett  two  ica;/f. 


SCENE  THE  FIFTH. 

H/itfr  Skink  totits. 

SciNK.  Blackheatb,  quoth  he  I  And  I  were  king 
of  all  Kent,  I  would  give  it  for  a  commodity  of 
apron-strings,  to  be  in  my  cottage  again.  Princes' 
warrants !  marry,  Skink  finds  them  as  sure  as  an 
obligation  seal'd  with  batter.  At  King's-Bridge  I 
durst  not  enters  boat.  Through  London  the  stones 


'  ix,,  Mary,  Goil'«  mollicr. 
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were  fiery.  I  have  had  a  good  cool  way  throogli 
the  fields,  and  in  the  highway  to  RatclifiTe  stands 
a  heater.  Mile-end's  covered  with  wJio  goes  there  f 
'Tis  for  me,  sure.  0  Kent,  0  Kent,  I  would  give 
my  part  of  all  Christendom  ^  to  feel  thee,  as  I  aee 
thee.  If  I  go  forward,  I  am  stayed ;  if  I  go  back- 
ward, there's  a  rogue  in  a  red  cap,  he's  run  from 
St  John's  after  me.  I  were  best  stay  here,  lest  if 
he  come  with  hue  and  cry,  he  stop  me  yonder. 
I  would  slip  the  collar  for  fear  of  the  halter ;  but 
here  comes  my  runner,  and  if  he  run  for  me,  his 
race  dies,  he  is  as  sure  as  dead  as  if  a  Parliament 
of  devils  *  had  decreed  it.  [^Retires. 


SCENE  THE  SIXTH. 

Enter  REDCAP. 

Red.  Ste-Ste-Stepney  ch-church  yonder ;  but  I 

have  forgot 
The  La-La-Lady  Fau-Fau-Fau — plague  on  her, 
I  mu-must  b-backto  the  Fle-Fle-Fleet  to  kn-kn-know 

it. 
The  La-  the  La-La-Lady  Fau — plague  on't;    G- 

Gloster 
Will  go  ne-near  to  st-stab  me  so  for  forgetting 
My  errand,  he  is  such  a  ma-ma-mad  lord,  the 

La-Lady  Fau-Fau-Fau 

Skink.  Help  me,  device ;  upon  my  life,  this 

fool  is  sent 
From  Gloster  to  his  sister  Marian. 


1  See  Haslitfs  "  Proverbs,"  1869,  p.  289. 
*  Possibly  in  reference  to  a  tract,  so  called,  printed   by 
Wynkyn  de  Worde,  and  (after  him)  by  otliers. 
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Red.  I  m-must  ne-aeoda  go  back,  the  La-Lady 
Fau-Fau-Fau 

Skink:.  God  speed,  good  fellow. 

Ekd,  Go-Go-God  Bp-sp-speed  you,  air. 

Skikk.  Why  runn'st  thou  from  me  I 

Eed,  Mil-Marry,  sir,  I  have  lo-lost  a  la-lady  s 
name,  and  I  am  running  ba-back  to  se-ae-seek  it. 

Skink.  What  lady]     I  prythee,  stay. 

Bed.  Why,  the  La^Lady  Fau-Fau-Fau 

Skink.  Fauconbridge ) 

Keu.  Ay,  the  s-s-same  :  farewell     I  th-th-thank 
you  h- heartily. 

Skink.  If  thou  would'at  apeak  with  her,  she  1:4 
iu  Kent. 
I  serve  her ;  whafa  thy  busineaa  with  my  lady  I 

Red.  I  sh-eh-ahould  do  an  errand  to  her  f-f-from 
my  Lord  of  Gloucester;  but,  a-arond  she  be  in 
K-Kent,  I'll  send  it  by  you. 

Skisk.  Where  ie  my  lord  1 

Red,  Marry,  p-p-priaoner  in  the  Fl-Pleet,  a-a- 
and  w-would  have  her  apeak  to  P-Priuce  R-Richard 
for  his  re- re-re  lease. 

Skink,  I  have  much  business  ;  hold,  there'a  thy 
fare  by  water,  my  Lady  lies  this  night 

Red,  Wh-wh-where,  I  prayT 

Skink.  At  Gravesend  at  the  Angel. 

Red.  'Tis  devilish  co-co-cold  going  by  water. 

yKiNK.  Wiiy,  there's  my  cloak  aud  hat  to  keep 
thee  warm ; 
Thy  cap  and  jerkin  will  sen-e  me  to  ride  in 
By  the  way  ;  thou  hast  wind  and  tide  ;  take  oars  ; 
My  lady  will  reward  thee  royally. 

Red.  G-God-a-mercy,  f-fa-faith ;  and  ever  th-thou 
co-co-come  to  the  Fl-Fl-Fleet,  I'll  give  the  tu-tu- 
turning  of  the  ke-key  f-for  n-no-nothing. 

Seine.  Hie  thee ;  to-morrow  morning  at  Graves- 
end  I'll  wash  thy  stammering  throat  with  a  mug 
of  ale  merrily. 
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Red.  God  be  w-with  yon  till  s-eoo-sooiu  What 
call  you  the  lady?  0,  now  I  re-remember:  the 
La-liady  Fa-Fauconbridge.    At  what  a-sign  ? 

Skink.  AttheAngeL 

Red.  A-Angel,  the  La-La-Lady  Fa-Fa-Faucon- 
bridge,  Fa-Fan-Fanconbridge. 

Skink.  Farewell  and  be  hang'd,  good  stammer- 
ing ninny,  I  think  I  have  set  your  Redcap's  heels 
a-running,  would  your  pianot-chattering  humour 
could  as  sa-safely  se-set  me  fr-£rom  the  searchers' 
walks.  Yonder  comes  some  one.  'Hem  !  Skink, 
to  your  tricks  this  titty  titty.  Ah,  the  tongue,  I 
believe,  will  fail  me.^ 


SCENE  THE  SEVENTH. 

Enter  CONSTABLE  and  Watch. 

Con.  Come,  make  up  to  this  fellow,  let  th'other 
go,  he  seems  a  gentleman.  [Eocit  Redcap  dressed 
as  Skink.]    What  are  you,  sir  ? 

Skink.  Would  I  had  kept  my  own  suit,  if  the 
countenance  carry  it  away. 

Con.  Stand,  sirrah,  what  are  you  ? 

Skink.  The  po-po-porter's  son  of  the  F-Fl-FIeet, 

foing  to  Stepney  about  business  to  the  La-La- 
lady  Fa-Fa-Fauconbridge. 
Con.   Well,  bring  him  thither,  some  two  or 
three  of  ye,  honest  neighbours,  and  so  back  to  the 
Fleet;  well  show  ourselves  diligent  above  other 
officers. 

Skink.  Wh-wh-why,  le-le-let  me  run,  I  am 
Re-Redcap. 

^  He  means  the  stammer  of  Redcap,  which  he  intenda  to 
imitate. 
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Con.  Well,  sure  yon  shall  now  run  no  faster 
than  I  lead  you,  hear  ye,  neighbour  Sinuaes,  I 
leare  my  staff  with  ye ;  be  vigilant,  I  pray  you, 
Bearch  the  suspicious  houses  at  the  town's  end; 
this  Skink's  a  trouDcer.  Come,  will  you  he  gone, 
Birt 

Skink.  Yes,  sir,  and  the  devil  go  with  you  and 
them. 
Well,  yet  have  hope,  miui  ha-heart;  co-co-come 
your  way.  [ExeutU, 


SCENE  THE  EIGHTH. 
ErOer  EOBIN  HoOD  and  Block. 

Blo.  Sweet  nobility  in  reversion,  Block,  by 
the  coinmissioQ  of  his  head,  conjures  you  and 
withal  binds  you,  by  all  the  tricks  that  pages  pass 
in  time  of  Parliament,  as  swearing  to  the  pant- 
able,*  crowning  with  custards,  paperwhiffs  to  the 
sleepers'  noses,  cutting  of  tags,  stealing  of  torches, 
cum  mtUtia  aliit — t*ll.  Block,  what  block  you  have 
cast  in  the  way  of  my  lady's  content ! 

Rob.  Block,  by  the  antiquity  of  your  ancestry, 
I  have  given  your  lady  not  so  much  as  the  least 
cause  of  dislike ;  if  she  be  displeased  at  any  news 
I  bring,  it's  more  than  I  must  blab. 

Blo.  Zouuds,  these  pages  be  so  proud,  they 
care  not  for  an  old  servingman ;  you  are  a  ward 
and  so  an  earl,  and  no  More:  yon  disquiet  our 
house — that's  the  most ;  and  I  may  be  even  with 
thee — that's  the  least 

'  CoiDiPiirc  "Damon  and  PitUas,"  toI,  it.,  pp.  B7-8. 
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Enter  the  Lady  Fauconbridgb. 

Lady  F.  What,  Block,  what.  Block,  I  say !  what 
do  you  there  ? 

Blo.  Making  the  young  lord  merry,  madam. 

Lady  F.  Go,  attend  the  gate ; 
See  if  you  can  let  in  more  grief  thereat 

Blo.  Zounds,  and  grief  come  in  there;  and  I 
see 
Him  once,  TU  conjure  his  gaberdine.  [Aside. 

Lady  F.  Will  you  be  gone,  sir? 

Blo.  Hem  !  these  women,  these  women ! 
And  she  be  not  in  love  either  with  Prince  Bichard 
or  this  lad,  let  Block's  head  be  made  a  chopping- 
block.  [Exit  Block. 

Rob.  Fair  madam,  what  reply  you  to  my  suit  1 
The  prince    expects^    smiles,  welcomes,    loving 
looks. 

Lady  F.  The  prince,  if  he  give  heed  to  Marian's 
suit, 
Must  hear  heart-sighs,  see  sorrow  in  my  eyes. 
And  find  cold  welcome  to  calamities. 

Rob.  And  why,  for  God's  sake  1 

Lady  F.  Even  for  Gloster's  sake. 

Rob.  Why,  by  mine  honour,  and  Prince  Richard 
saith. 
Your  brother  Gloster  shall  have  liberty. 
Upon  condition  you  release  a  prisoner. 
That  you  have  long  held  in  captivity. 

Lady  F.  I  have  no  prisoner. 

Rob.  Yes,  a  world  of  eyes 
Your  beauty  in  a  willing  bondage  ties. 

Lady  F.  Go  to,  you  are  disposed  to  jest,  my 
lord. 

Rob.  In  earnest,  I  must  be  an  earnest  suitor 
To  you  for  love ;  yet  you  must  be  my  tutor. 

^  Old  copy,  excepU, 
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LiBT  P.  Are  you  in  love  I 

Rob.  I  dearly  love  Prmce  Richard. 

Lady  F.  Then  do  you  love  the  loveliest  man 

The  princeiieat  person  of  King  Henry's  sons. 
Rob.  I  like  this  well.  [Aiide. 

Lady  F.  He  is  virtuous  in  his  mind,  his  body 
fair  ; 
His  deeds  are  just,  his  speeches  debonair. 
Rob.  Better  and  better  still.  [AiiJe. 

Lady  F.  Indeed  he  is,  nhat  nobody  can  deny, 
All  lovely,  beauty  all,  all  majesty. 

Rob.  Ill  tell  his  excellence  ivhat  you  report ; 
No  doubt  he  will  be  very  thankful  for  't 
Lady  F.  Nay,  hear  you,  young  lord  I  [for]  God's 

pity,  stay. 
Rob.   What,  have  you  more  in  Richard's  praise 

to  say  I 
Lady  F.  I  have  said  too  much,  if  you  miscou- 
strae  me. 
Duty  bids  praise  him,  not  unchastity. 

IU)B.  ^Unchastity  I  holy  heavens  forfend  it, 
That  he  or  I,  or  you  should  onc«  intend  it ! 


SCENE  THE  NINTH. 

Enter  Bloce  and  Richard. 

Blo.  They  are  there,  sir,  close  at  it,  I  leave 
you,  sir ;  the  more  room  the  less  company. 
Rich.  Drink  that ;  fareveU.     [Givei  hint  money. 
Blo.  If  that   Sir  Richard   comes;   this  ties, 
this  binds ; 
0  gold,  thy  power  converteth  servants'  minds. 

lExU. 
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EiCH.  How  now,  fair  madam,  who  hath  angered 
you? 

Lady  F.  Grief  at  my  brother's  durance  angers 
me. 

EiCH.  I  had  thought  my  ward,  young  Hunting- 
ton, had  vex'd  you. 

Lady  F.  Who)  hel  alas,  good  gentleman,  he 
wrong'd  me  not ; 
No  matter,  for  all  this  111  tell  your  tale. 

A  noise  within,  enter  Skine,  Bloce,  CONSTABLE. 

Blo.  Sir,  there  comes  no  more  of  you  in  with 
him  than  the  constable.  Zounds,  here's  a  beadroll 
of  bills  at  the  gate  indeed  ;  back,  ye  base ! 

Lady  F.  Now,  sirrah,  what's  the  matter! 

Blo.  Marry,  here's  a  stammerer  taken  clipping 
the  king's  English,  and  the  constable  and  his  watch 
hath  brought  him  to  you  to  be  examin'd. 

Con.  No,  madam,  we  are  commanded  by  the 
king  to  watch ;  and  meeting  this  fellow  at  Mile- 
end,  he  teUs  us  he  is  the  porter's  son  of  the 
Fleet,  [and]  that  the  Earl  of  Gloster  sent  him  to 
you. 

Skink.  Ay,  f-forsooth  he  desire[d]  you  to  speak 
to  the  p-prince  for  him. 

Lady  F.  O,  I  conceive  thee;  bid  him  blithely 
fare. 
Bear  him  this  ring  in  token  of  my  care. 

Skink.  If  I  be  rid  of  this  evil  angel  that  haimts 
me,  many  rings,  much  Fleet,  will  Skink  come 
unto.  [Aside, 

Con.   Madam,  if  you  know  this  fellow,  we'll 
discharge  hun. 

Blo.  Madam,  and  you  be  wise,  trust  your 
honest  neighbours  here ;  let  them  bring  this 
ca-ca-ca-ca-to  the  Fleet,  and  s-see  your  ring  de- 
livered. 
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Skink.  a  plague  upon  you  for  a  damned  rogue  1 
The  porter  ot  the  Fleet  will  surely  know  me. 

[AiiJe. 
Lad7  F.  Good  neighbours,  bring  this  honest 
fellow  thither; 
There's  for  hia  pains  a  crown,  if  he  say  true, 
And  for  your  labour  there's  as  miich  for  you. 
SiaNK.    Why,     ma^ma-madam,    I    am    Ee-Re- 

Eedcap,  the  porter's  son. 
Lady  F.  Thou  hast  no  wrong  in  this ;  farewell, 

good  fellow. 
Skink.  Beat  speaking  to  Prince  Richard)  no, 
I'll  try 
And  face  out  Redcap,  if  the  slave  were  by. 
Lady  F.  Make  them  drink,  Block. 
Blo.    Come    to    the   buttery-bar,  stitty-stitty 
stammerer;  come, honest 
Constable,  hey!   the  watch   of  our  toira;   we'll 
drink,  try-lill,  i'f^tL 


SCENE  THE  TENTH. 

As  ihtygo  o»l,tntert  Sir  RiCHABD  Faoconbridge, 
tUaling  forward,  Pkincb  and  Lady  iai(-i»y.' 

Rob.  LupHs  in  faliata,my  noble  Lord  ; 
See  the  old  fox.  Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge. 
Rich.  We'll  fit  him  well  enough;  second  us, 

Robin. 
Lady  F.  I'll  lit  you  well  enough  for  all  your  hope. 
[Fauc.  bectoiu  to  Block. 
Fau.  Leave   quaffing,  sirrah,   listen    to    their 
talk. 


]  moke  hiiuwU  vuible, 
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Blo.  0,  while  you  live,  beware,  two  are 
sooner  seen  than  one;  besides,  bear  a  brain, 
master,  if  Block  should  be  now  spied,  my  madam 
would  not  trust  this  sconce  neither  in  time  nor 
tide. 

Fau.  Well,  leave  me,  now   it  buds;  see,  see, 
they  kiss. 

Blo.  Adieu,  good  old  sinner,  you  may  recover 
it  with  a  sallet  of  parsley  and  the  herb  patience  ; 
if  not,  sir,  you  know  the  worst.  It's  but  even 
this. 

KiCH.  Madam,  what  you  desire,  I  not  deny, 
But  promise  Gloster  life  and  liberty. 
I  beg  but  love. 

Fau.  When  doth  she  give  her  alms  ?        [Aside. 

Lady  F.  Fair,  honourable  prince. 

Fau.  Nay,  then,  they  speed.  [Aside, 

Lady  F.  My  soul  hath  your  deserts  in  good 
esteem. 

Fau.  Witness  these  goodly  tines,^  that  grace 
my  head.  [Aside, 

Lady  F.  But  were  you  the  sole  monarch  of  the 
earth, 
Your  power  were  insufficient  to  invade 
My  never-yielding  heart  of  chastity. 

Fau.  Sayst  thou  so.  Mall]  I  promise  thee  for  this, 
rU  owe  thy  cherry  lips  an  old  man's  kiss ; 
Look,  how  my  cockerell  droops ;  'tis  no  matter, 
I  like  it  best,  when  women  will  not  flatter.  [Aside. 

EiCH.  Nay,  but  sweet  lady — 

Rob.  Nay,  but  gracious  lord. 
Do  not  so  much  forget  your  princely  worth 
As  to  tempt '  virtue  t*  unchastity. 


^  Old  copy,  timei.  See  Halliwell,  v.  tine^  where  the  word 
ii  said  to  mean  "  the  prong  of  a  fork  (second  explanation)/' 
thence,  as  in  the  text,  a  horn. 

'  [Old  copy,  attempt,] 
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Fau.  0  noWe  youth!  [Aiide. 

Koii.  Let  not  the  lady's  dead    grief  for  her 
brother 
Give  life  to  Bhameless  mid  detesttid  sin. 
Fau,  Sweet  child.  [Jnde. 

Koa  Consider  that  elie  is  of  high  descent. 
Fau.  Most  virtuous  earl.  [jitulf. 

Rob.  Wife   to  the   noblest  knight   that    ever 

breath'd. 
Fau.  Now,  bles&ing  on  thoe,  blessed  Hunting- 
ton .'  [A  tide. 
Rob.  And   would   you  then   first  stain  your 
princely  Etock, 
Wrong  beauty,  virtue,  honour,  chastity, 
And  bleiiiiah  Fauconbriilge's  untainted  arms  i 

Fau.  By  adding  horns  unto  our  falcon's  head  ! 
Well  thought  on,  uobib  youth  :  'twas  well  put  in. 
[Atide. 
Lady  F.  Besides,  roy  gracious  lord, — 
Fau.  Tickle  him,  Mall, 
Plague  hiTii  on  that  side  for  bis  hot  desire. 

Lady  F.  however  secretly  great  princes 

sin. 
Fau.  O,  now  the  spnog  I  shell  do  it  secretly. 

[Aiide. 
Lady  F.  The  King  of  all  hearts  will  have  nil 

aiiiB  known. 
Fau.  Ah,  then  she  yields  not !  [Atulf. 

Rich.  Lady,  here's  my  hand. 
I  did  but  try  your  honourable  faith. 

Fau.    He   did   but   try  her !   would  she  have 
been  tried. 
It  bad  gone  hard  on  this  and  on  this  side.  [Atulf. 
Rich.    And  since  I   see  your  virtue  so  con- 
firm'd. 
As  vice  can  have  no  entrance  in  your  heart, 
I  vow,  in  sight  of  heaven,  never  again, 
To  move  like  question  but  for  love. 
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Fau.  My  heart  is  eased ;  hold,  Blocks  take  up 
my  cloak. 

Blo.  And  your  cap,  too,  sir  ?  ^ 

[Sir  Rich.  Fauc.  comet  farwnxL 

ElCH.  Sir  Richard  I 

Fau.  What,  sweet  Prince,  welcome,  iYaith, 
I  see  youth  quickly  gets  the  start  of  age ; 
But  welcome,  welcome ;  and,  young  Huntington, 
Sweet  Robin  Hood,  honour's  best  now'ring  bloom. 
Welcome  to  Fauconbridge  with  all  my  heart  I 
How  cheers  my  love,  how  fares  my  Marian,  ha  % 
Be  merry,  chuck,  and,  Prince  Richard,  welcome. 
Let  it  go.  Mall ;  I  know  thy  grievances. 
Away,  away ;  tut,  let  it  pass,  sweet  girL 
We  needs  must  have  his  help  about  the  earla 

\Ande, 

Lady  F.  Let  it  not  be  delay'd,  dear  Fauconbridge. 

Rich.    Sir  Richard,  first  make  suit  unto  my 
father, 
I'll  follow  you  to  Court,  and  second  you. 

Fau.  Follow  to  court,  ha  ?  then  I  smell  a  rat^ 
It's  probable  he'll  have  a  bout  again ; 
Long  siege  makes  entrance  to  the  strongest  fort. 
It  must  not  be ;  I  must  not  leave  him  here. 

[Aside. 
Prince  Richard,  if  you  love  my  brother's  good. 
Let's  ride  back  to  the  court ;  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Rich.  He's  jealous;   but  I  must  observe  the 
time.  [Aside. 

We'll  ride  unto  the  court ;  I'll  leave  my  boy 
Till  we  return ;  are  you  agreed  to  this  1 

Fau.  0,  ay,  he  is  an  honourable  youth, 
Virtuous  and  modest,  Huntington's  right  heir, 
His  father  Gilbert  was  the  smoothest-fac'd  loid 
That  e'er  bare  arms  in  England  or  in  France. 

■ ' — 

^  Block  Beems  to  refer  pocularly  to  Sir  Bichtrd's  lung 
aside,  under  a  sort  of  i&Tlaible  cap. 
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KiCtL  Solicit,*  Robin  :  Lady,  give  good  ear, 
And  of  your  brother's  freedom  uever  fear.   [Atidr. 
Fau.  Marion,  farewell;  where's  Block t    open 
the  gate ; 
Come,  Prince,  God  send  ua  to  prove  fortunate. 

[ExevtU. 
Lady  F.  Why  do  you  stay,'  sir ! 
Roa  Madam,  as  a  lieger  to  solicit  for  your 

absent  love. 
Lady  F.  Walk  in  the  garden ;  I  will  follow  you, 
rfaith,  i'faith,  you  are  a  noble  wag. 

Rob.   An  honourable  wag  and  wag^ah  earl, 
Even  what  you  will,  sweet  lady,  I  must  bear, 
Hoping  of  patience  profit  will  ensue, 
That  you  will  bear  the  Prince  as  I  bear  you. 
Lady  F.  Well   said,  well  said,  I'll  have  these 
toya  amended. 
Go,  will  you  walk  into  the  garden,  air  1 

Rob.  But  will    you   promise   me   to  bring  no 
maids, 
To  set  upon  my  little  manship  there  1 
You  throat'ned  whipping,  and  I  am  in  fear. 
Lady  F.  Upon  my  word,  I'll  bring  none  but 

myself. 
Rob.    You  see  I  am  weapon'd,  do  not,  I  be- 
seech thee.^ 
Ill  stab  thom,  come  there  twenty,  ere  they  breech 
me.  iSxit. 

Lady  F.    This  youth  and  Richard  think  me 
easily  won ; 
But  Mitrian  rather  will  embrace 
The  bony  carcase  of  dismaying  death, 
Than  prove  unchaste  to  noble  Fauconbridge. 
Richard,*  King  Henry's  son,  is  light, 
Wanton,  and  loves  not  humble  modesty. 


'  Old  copy,  tolieitk. 
'  Old  copj,  jou. 
VOL.  VII. 


»  Old  copj,  tag. 
*  Old  copy,  "-*-' 


•op. 


41 S  LOOK  ABOUT  YOU. 

Which  makes  me  (much  contrary  to  my  thoughts) 
Flatter  his  humour  for  my  brother^s  safety. 
But  I  protest  I'll  dwell  among  the  dead. 
Ere  I  pollute  my  sacred  nuptial  bed.  \ExiL 


SCENE  THE  ELEVENTH. 

Elder  Gloster  in  his  gown^  calling. 

Glo.  Porter,  what,  porter,  where's  this  drowsy 
ass? 

Enter  PORTER. 

POR.  Who  calls  %   my  Lord  of  Gloucester  all 

alone? 
Glo.  Alone,  and  have  your  wisdom's  company  ! 
Pray,  where's  the  stammering  chatterer,  your  son  % 
He's  ever  running ;  but  he  makes  small  naste. 
I'll  bring  his  lither  legs  in  better  frame. 
And  if  he  serve  me  thus  another  time — 

[Knock  within. 
Hark,  sir,  your  clients  knock ;  and't  be  your  pye. 
Let  him^  vouchsafe  to  chatter  us  some  news, 
Tell  him  we  dance  attendance  in  our  chamber. 

[Exit  Porter. 

This  John  and  Henry  are  so  full  of  hate. 
That  they  will  have  my  head  by  some  device, 
Gloster  hath  plotted  means  for  an  escape. 
And  if  it  fadge,^  why  so ;  if  not,  then  welL 
The  way  to  heaven  is  death,  this  life's  a  heU. 


SCENE  THE  TWELFTH. 
Enter  PoRTER  and  Skink. 

PoR.  Why  should  the  watchman  come  along 
with  thee? 

^  [Old  copy,  ui,]  '  Succeed. 
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Skike.  There's  such  a  que-question  for  yon 
s-same  r-rogue ;  Skink,  p-plague  keep  [me]  far 
enough  from  him,  that  a-an-honest  f-fe!Iow  co-can- 
uub  w-w-walk  tlie  streets. 
POR.  Well,  sir,  dispatch  your  business  with  tlie 
earl; 
He's  angry  at  your  stay,  I  tell  ye  that,  [Exit. 

Skink.  'Sblood,  what  a  frown  this  Gloster  casts 
at  mo; 
I  hope  he  means  to  lend  mo  no  more  tuffs, 
Buch  as  he  paid  me  at  the  Parliament.         [Atu/e. 
Glo.  What  mutter  you  I  what  tidings  from  my 

sister  I 
Skink.  Co^ommendations,  and  s-sho  hath  s-sent 

ye  this  r-ring. 
Glo.  Hold,  there's  two  angels  ;  shut  the  cham- 
ber-door, 
You  must  about  some  business  for  me  stritight ; 
Come  nearer,  man. 
Skikk.  I  fear  I  am  too  near.  [Ande. 

Glo.  Hast  thou  no  tidings  for  my  liberty  t 
Skink.  No,  b-but  ye  sh^iall  he-hear  f-from  her 

p-p-presently. 
Glo.  And  p-presently,  sir,  off  with  your  coat 
Nay,  quick,  uncase,  I  am  bold  to  borrow  it, 
I'll  leave  my  gown  ;  change  is  no  robbery. 
Stutterer,  it's  so,  ne'er  flinch,  ye  cannot  pass  i 
C'ly,  and  by  heaven  I'll  cut  thy  coward's  throat. 
Quickly  cashier  yourself :  you  see  me  stay. 
Skiiik.  N-n-nay,  b-b-biit  wh-wh-what  m-meau 

yeT 
Glo.  To  'scape,  I  hope,  sir,  with  your  privilege — 
[fie  Caia  hi»  coat  of. 
How  now,  who's  thist  my  fine  familiar  Skink, 
Queen  Beldam's  minion  1 
Skink.  Zounds,  ye  see  'tis  I. 
Glo.  Time  sorts  not  now  to  know  these  mysteries. 
How  thou  cam'st  hy  this  ring,  or  stol'at  this  coat, 
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Thej  are  mine  now  in  possession,  for  vhich  kind- 
ness, 

If  I  escape,  I'll  get  thee  liberty. 

Or  fire  toe  Fleet  about  the  wuden's  ears. 

Mumbudget,  not  a  word,  as  thou  lovest  th7  life. 
Seink.   Ay  mum,  mum  fair,  pray  God  may 
chance  it, 

My  lord,  but  that  my  case  is  desperate. 

I'd  Bee  your  eyes  out,  ere  I  would  be  cheated. 
Glo.   Walk  like   an   earl,  TiUain;    some   are 
coming. 


SCENE  THE  THIRTEENTa 

Enter  Prinxe  John  and  Portzr, 

John.  Where  is  this  Glosterl 

Glo.  Y-y-yonder  he  walks.     Fa-&-father,  Met 

me  out 
Poit.  Why,  whither  must  you  now! 
Glo.   To  Je-Jerieho,  I  th-think;  'tis   such  a 

h-h-humorous  earl. 
For.  Well,  sir,  will't  pleaae  you  hasten  home 

again. 
Glo.  I-I-ll  be  h-here  in  a  trice;  b-but  p-pray 
have  a  care  of  th-this  madcap ;  if  he  g-give  us  the 
B-B-elip,  s-3-8ome  of  us  a  are  like  to  m-make  a  s1-b1- 
slippery  occupation  on't. 

[This  vihile  JoHN  waikt  and  alalU  by  Seink  \dit. 
guUed  at  Glo'ster],  never  a  word  bettoeen 
them. 
For.  Look  to  your  business,  sir ;  let  me  alone. 
Glo.  Alone ;  never  trust  me,  if  I  trouble  thee. 
John.  Mad  Gloster  mnte,  all  mirth  tum'd  to 
despair  I 
Why,  now  you  see  what  'tis  to  cross  a  king, 
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Deal  t^ainst  princes  of  the  royal  blood, 

You'll  snarl  and  rail,  but  now  your  tongue  is 

bedrid, 
Come,  caperhay,^  set  all  at  six  and  seven  ; 
What,  muaest  thou  with  thought  of  hell  or  heaven  I 

Skink,  Of  neither,  John;  I  muse  at  my  dis- 
CTUce, 
That!  am  thus  kept  prisoner  in  this  pl»ce. 

John,  0,  sir,  a  number  are  here  prisoners  ; 
Jly  cousin  Morton,  whom  1  came  to  visit. 
But  he  (good  man)  is  at  his  morrow  mass  ; 
But  1,  thai  neither  care  to  say  nor  sing, 
Come  to  seek  that  preaching  hate  and  prayer. 
And  while  they  mumble  up  their  orisons. 
We'll  play  a  game  at  bowls.     What  say'st  thou, 
Glosterl 

Skink.  I  care  not,  if  I  do. 

JoHX.  You  do  not  care, 
Let  old  men  care  for  graves,  we  for  our  sports ; 
(Iff  with  your   gown,   there    lies    my  hat    irnd 

The  bowls  there  quickly,  ho  1 
Skikk.  No.  my  gown  stirs  not ;  it  keeps  sorrow 
warm. 
And  she  aud  I  am  not  to  be  divorced. 


Etitcr  Porter  xniih  hovli. 

John.  Yea,  there's  an  axe  must  part  your  head 
and  you. 
And  with  your  head  sorrow  will  leave  your  heart. 
But  come,  shall  I  begin  1  a  pound  a  game  1 
Skink.  More  pounds,  and  we  thus  heavy  1  well, 

begin. 
John,  Rub,  rub,  rub,  rub. 

'  i'urliapa  the  douce  m  called  u  meant. 
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Skink.  Amen,  Grod  send  it  short  enongh,  and  me 
A  safe  running  with  these  ^  clothes  from  thee. 
John.  Play,  Eobin ;  run,  run,  run. 
Skink.  Far  enough  and  well :  flj  one  foot  more; 
Would  I  were  half  so  far  without  the  door. 
John.  Now,  Porter,  what's  the  news  ? 
PoR.  Your  cousin  Morton  humbly  craves. 
Leaving  your  game,  you  would  come  visit  hun. 

John.  Bowl,  Gloster ;  I'll  come  presently. 
So  near,  mad  Robin  1  then  have  after  you. 

[Bx.  Port. 
Skink.  Would  I  were  gone,  make  Mter  as  you 

may. 
John.  Well,  sir,  'tis  yours,  one  all;  throw  but 
the  jack, 
While  I  go  talk  with  Morton,     I'll  not  stay, 
Keep  coat  and  hat  in  pawn,  I'll  hold  outplay. 

[Ex.  John. 
Skink.  I  would  be  sorry,  John,  but  you  should 
stay. 
Until  my  bias  run  another  way. 
Now  pass  and  hey-pass,  Skink,  unto  your  tricks  : 
'Tis  but  a  chance  at  hazard.     There  lies  Gloster, 
And  here  stands  Skink ;  now,  John,  play  thou  thy 

part, 
And  if  I  'scape  I'll  love  thee  with  my  heart. 

[Puts  on  Prince  John's  cloak,  sword,  and  hat. 
So,  porter !  let  me  forth. 

Enter  PoRTER. 

PoR.  God  bless  your  grace,  spoke  ye*  with  the 

Lord  Morton  ? 
Skink.  I  have,  and  must  about  his  business  to 
the  Court. 
It  grieves  me  to  break  my  sport  with  Gloster : 
The  melancholy  earl  is  comfortless. 

^  [Old  copy,  ikem.'\  ■  [Old  copy,  yt  tpokei 
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POB.   I  would  your  gracA  would  comfort  hini 
from  hence, 
The  Fleet  is  weary  of  his  company. 

[Redcap  htoth. 
Skink.  Drink  that,  some  knocks ;  I  prythee,  let 
me  out, 
His  head  shall  off  ere  long,  never  make  doubt. 

[Kxnnt. 

Enter  John  at  the  other  door. 

John.  Now,  madcap,  thou  winn'at  all;  where 
art  thou,  Robin ) 
Uncased  1  nay,  then,  he  means  to  play  in  earnest, 
But  where'a  my  cloak,  my  rapier,  and  my  hat  1 
I  hold  my  birthright  to  a  beggar's  scrip, 
The  bastard  is  escaped  in  my  clothes. 
'Tis  well  he  left  me  his  to  walk  the  streets  ; 
I'll  fire  the  city,  but  I'll  find  him  out. 
Perchance  he  hides  himself  to  try  my  spleen, 
I'll  to  hia  chamber.     Gloster  I  hallo  !  Gloater  \ 


Snta-  KedcaP. 

Fob.   I  wonder  how  thou  cam'st  so  strangely 
chang'd  I 
'Tis  not  an  hour  since  thou  went'st  from  hence. 

Red.  By  my  Ch-Ch-Cliristendom,  I  ha-have  not 
b-beenh-here  this  three  nights;  ap-p-plagueof  him, 
that  made  me  such  a  ch-chanting,  and  s-sent  me 
such  aja-ja-jaunt  1  blood,  I  was  st  stayed  for  Skink, 
that  ill-fa-fa- fac'd  rogue. 

PoH.  I  pray  God  there  be  no  practice  in  this 
change. 
\ow  I  remember  these  are  Skink's  clothes, 
That  he  wore  last  day  at  the  Parl'araent 
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Knock;  Enter  at  another  door  JOHN  in  Gloster's 

goum, 

John.  Porter  1  you  Porter  1 

POR.  Do  you  not  hear  them  knock  ?  70a  must 

stay,  sir. 
John.  Blood,  I  could  eat  these  rogues. 
Eed.  Wh-wh-what,  raw  1 
Tls  a  very  harsh  mo-morsel, 
Ne-next  your  he-heart 
John.  A  plague  upon  your  jaunts  I  what,  porter, 

slave? 
Bed.  I  have  been  at  6-6ravesend,  sir. 
John.  What's  that  to  me  ? 
Red.  And  at  Ca-Ca-Canterbury. 
John.  And  at  the  gallows !  zounds,  this  frets 

my  soul. 
Red.  But  I  c-could  not  f-find  your  s-s-sister  the 

La-Lady  Fau-Fauconbridge. 
John.     You    stammering   slave,  hence !    chat 

among  your  daws. 
Come  ye  to  mad  me  1  while  the  rogue  your  father — 

Unter  Porter, 

Red.  Myf-fa-father? 

John.  Porter,  you  damned  slave. 

PoR.  Is't  midsummer :  do  you  begin  to  rave  ? 

John.  Hark,  how  the  traitor  flouts  me  to  my 
teeth ! 
I  would  entreat  your  knaveship,  let  me  forth, 
For  fear  I  dash  your  brains  out  with  the  keys. 
What  is  become  of  Gloster  and  my  garments  1 

PoR.  Alas,  in  your  apparel  Gloster's  gone, 
I  let  him  out  even  now ;  I  am  undone. 

John.  It  was  your  practice,  and  to  keep  me 
back. 
You  sent  Jack  Daw  your  son  with  ka-ka-ka^ 
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To  tell  a  sleeveleBB  tele !  lay  hold  on  him. 
To  Newgate  with  hiin  and  your  tut-a-tut! 
Kun,  Kedcap,  and  trudge  about, 
Or  bid  your  father's  portership  farewell. 

\_£ieeant  with  PORTEB, 
Red.  Eh!  here's  a  go-good  je-je-jest,  by  thoL-Lord, 
to  mo-mock  an  ape  withal !  my  fa-fa-father  has 
brought  lu3  ho-ho-hogs  to  a  fa-fftfair  m-m-market. 
Po-po-porter,  quoth  youl  p-po-porter  that  will  for 
me  ;  and  I  po-po-porter  it,  let  them  po-po-post  me 
to  heaven  in  this  qua^uarter.  But  I  moat  B-a-aeefc 
this  GI-Gl-Gloster  and  Sk-Sk-Skink  that  co-coney- 
catching  ra-ra-rascal,  a  pa-pa-plague  co-co-confound 
him.  Ue-Re-Redcap  must  ni-ruu,  he  cannot  tell 
nhi-whither,  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  FOURTEENTH. 

Sound  ti-umpett,  enter  Henry  ihf  youngfT,  on  out 
Itaud  of  him  QuEEN  EusOH,  on  Ott  vUiri- 
Leicister. 

HnK.    ^lother  and  Leicester,  add  uot  oil  to 
fire; 
Wrath'e  kindled  with  a  word,  and  cannot  hear 
The  numberless  persuasions  you  insort. 

QiniEN.  0,  but,  my  eon,  thy  father  favours  liim. 
Richard,  that  vile  abortive  changeling  brat. 
And  Fauconbridge,  are  fallen  at  Henry'a  feet. 
They  woo  for  him,  but  entreat  my  son 
Gloeter  may  die  for  this,  that  he  bath  done. 

Lei.  If  Gloater  live,  thou  wilt  be  overthrown. 

Queen.  If  Gloster  live,  thy  mother  diea  iu  moan. 

LeL  If  Gloster  live,  Leicester  will  fly  tlie  realm. 

Queen.   If  Gloater  live,  thy  kingdom's  but  a 
dream. 

Hes,  Have  I  not  awom  by  that  eternal  ann. 


J 
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That  puts  just  vengeance'  sword  in  monarchs* 

hands, 
Gloster  shall  die  for  his  presumption  I 
"What  needs  more  conjuration,  gracious  mother  f 
And,  honourable  Leicester,  mark  my  words. 
I  have  a  bead-roll  of  some  threescore  lords 
Of  Gloster's  faction. 

Queen.  Nay,  of  Henr/s  faction, 
Of  thy  false  father's  faction ;  speak  the  trothy 
He  is  the  head  of  fstctions ;  were  he  down. 
Peace,  plenty,  glory,  will  impale  thy  crown. 

Lei.  Ay,  there's  the  But,  whose  heart- white  if 
we  hit. 
The  game  is  ours.     Well,  we  may  rage  and  rave^ 
At  Gloster,  Lancaster,  Chester,  Fauconbridge  ; 
But  his  the  upshot. 

Queen.  Yet  begin  with  Gloster. 

Hen.  The  destinies  run  to  the  Book  of  Fates, 
And  read  in  never-changing  characters 
Robert  of  Gloster's  end  ;  he  dies  to-day  : 
So  fate,  so  heaven,  so  doth  King  Henry  say. 

Queen.  Imperially  resolv'd.      [Trumpets  far  of. 

Lei.  The  old  King  comes. 

Queen.  Then  comes  luxurious  lust; 
The  King  of  concubines ;  the  King  that  scorns 
The  undefiled,  chaste,  and  nuptial  bed ; 
The  King  that  hath  his  queen  imprisoned  : 
For  my  sake,  scorn  him  ;  son,  call  him  not  father  ; 
Give  him  the  style  of  a  competitor. 

Hen.  Pride,  seize  upon  my  heart:  wrath,  fill 
mine  eyes ! 
Sit,  lawful  majesty,  upon  my  front. 
Duty,  fly  from  me ;  pity,  be  exil'd : 
Senses,  forget  that  I  am  Henry's  child. 

Queen.  I  kiss  thee,  and  I  bless  thee  for  this 
thought 

^  Old  copy,  rave. 
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Kino.  0    Lancaster,    bid    Henry  peld    some 

Why  he  desires  so  much  the  death  of  Gloater. 

HeK.  I  hear  thee,  Heury,  and  I  thus  rejily  : 
I  do  desire  the  death  of  b^tard  Gloster, 
For  that  he  spends  the  Treasure  of  the  Crown  ; 
I  do  desire  the  death  of  bastard  Gloster, 
For  that  he  doth  desire  to  pull  me  down. 
Or  were  this  false  (I  purpose  to  be  plain), 
He  loves  thee,  and  for  that  I  him  disdain. 

Hen.  Therein  thou   shewest    a  hate-uomipteil 

To  him  the  more  unjust,  to  me  unkind. 

Queen.  He  loves  you,  as  his  father  tov'd  his 
mother. 

KiKG.  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  hateful  Elinor  ; 
I  thought  thou  hadfit  been  long  since  scarlet-dyed. 

Hen.  She  is,  and  therefore  cannot  change  her 
colour. 

Rich.  You  are  too  strict ;  Earl  Glostet's  fault 
Merita  not  death. 

Fau.  By  the  rood,  the  Prince  saye  true ; 
Here  is  a  statute  from  the  Confessor.' 

Hen.  The  Confessor  was  hut  a  simple  fool. 
Away  with  books  ;  my  word  ahall  be  a  law, 
Gloster  shall  die. 

Lei.  Let  Gloster  die  the  death. 

Lan.  Leicester,  he  shall  not ; 
He  ahdl  have  law,  despite  of  him  and  thee. 

'  i.e.,  From  llie  lime  of  tbe  Confcuor. 
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Hen.    What  law  1  will  you  be  traitors  t  what's 

the  law  t 
EiCH.  His  right  hand's  loss ;  and  that  is  such  a 

loss, 
As  England  may  lament,  all  Christians  weep. 
That  hand  hath  been  advanc'd  against  the  Moots, 
Driven  out  the  Saracens  from  Gad's  ^  and  Sicily, 
Fought  fifteen  battles  under  Christ's  red  cross  ; 
And  is  it  not,  think  you,  a  grievous  loss, 
That  for  a  slave  (and  for  no  other  harm) 
It  should  be  sundred  from  his  princely  arm  ? 

Fau.  More  for  example,  noble  Lancaster ; 
But  'tis  great  pity  too — too  great  a  pity. 

Hen.  I'll  have  his  hand  and  head. 

KiCH.  Thou  shalt  have  mine,  then. 

Queen.  Well  said,  stubborn  Dick,  Jack  would 
not 
Serve  me  so,  were  the  boy  here. 

KiCH.  Both  John  and  I  have  serv'd  your  will 
too  long ; 
Mother,  repent  your  cruelty  and  wrong : 
Gloster,  you  know,  is  full  of  mirth  and  glee. 
And  never  else  did  your  grace  injury. 

Queen.  Gloster  shall  die. 

Hen.  Fetch  him  here,  I'll  see  him  dead. 

ElCH.  He  that  stirs  for  him  shall  lay  down  his 
head. 

Fau.  0  quiet,  good  my  lords ;  patience,  I  pray, 
I  think  he  comes  unsent  for,  by  my  fay. 

Enter  John  in  Gloster's  goim, 

EiCH.  What  meanest  thou,  Gloster  1 
Hen.  Who  brought  Gloster  hither  % 
John.  Let  Gloster  hang  and  them  that  ...  * 

^  i.e.,  Spain  ;  old  copj,  Gddt. 

^  A  word  or  words  left  blank  in  the  old  copy. 
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Tliere  lies  his  cnse,^  a  mischief  on  his  carcase ! 

[TliroTui  of  Oloster'S  ffoiPii. 

Queen.  M7  dear  son  Ja^k ! 

John.  Your  dear  son  Jack-an-apea  ; 
Your  monkey,  your  baboon,  your  ass,  your  gull ! 

Lel  What  ails  Earl  John  I 

John.  Hence,  further  from  my  sight  t 
My  fiery  thoughts  and  wrath  have  work  in  hand  ; 
I'll  cnrse  ye  blacker  than  th'  Avornian  '  Lake, 
If  you  stand  wond'ring  at  my  sorrow  thus. 
I  am  with  child,  big,  hugely  swoll'n  with  rage, 
Who'll  play  the  midwife,  and  my  throbs  assuage ) 

King.  I  will,  my  son. 

Hen.  I  will,  high-hearted  brother. 

John.  You  will )  and  you  1  tut,  tut,  all  you  are 
nothing  I 
'Twill  out,  'twill  out,  myself  myself  can  ease  : 
You  chafe,  you  swell :  ye  are  commanding  King. 
My  father  is  your  footstool,  when  ye  please. 
Your  word's  a  law ;  these  lords  dare  never  speak. 
Gloster  must  die  ;  your  enemies  must  fall ! 

Hen.     What  means  our  brother? 

John.  He  means  that  thou  art  mad  : 
She  frantic  :  Leicester  foolish  :  I  the  babe — 
Thou  grind  ua,  bite  us,  vex   us,  charge  and  dis- 

ch.-u^. 
Gloster,  O  Gloster ! 

Queen.  Where  is  Gloster,  son  1 

Hen.  Where  is  Gloster,  brother  1 

King.  I  hope  he  be  escaped. 

John.    0,   I  coold  tear  my  hair,  and,  falling 
thus 
Upon  the  solid  earth. 
Dig  into  Gloster's  grave. 
So  he  were  dead,  and  gone  into  the  depth 
Of  under- world — 


'  Hugoini. 


*  Oltl  copf,  Leva 
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Or  get  sedition's  hundreth  thousand  hand. 
And,  like  Briareus,  battle  with  the  stars. 
To  pull  him  down  from  heaven,  if  he  were  there  i 
Fau.  Look  to  Earl  John;  the  gentleman  is  mad 
John.  0,  who  would  not  be  mad  at  this  dis- 
grace? 
Gloster  the  fox  is  fled ;  there  lies  his  case. 

[Paints  to  the  gown. 
He  cozen'd  me  of  mine  ;  the  porter  helped  him. 
Hen.  The  porter  shall  be  hang'd;  let's  part  and 
seek  him : 
Gloster  shall  die ;  all  Europe  shall  not  save  him. 
John.  He  is  wise,  too  wise  for  us ;  yet  111  go 
with  you 
To  get  more  fools  into  my  company. 
Queen.  This  is  your  fathers  plot;  revenge  it, 

son. 
Hen.   Father,  by  heaven,  if  this  were  your 
advice. 
Your  head  or  heart  shall  pay  the  bitter  price. 
Come,  mother,  brother,  Leicester ;  let's  away. 
John.   Ay,  I'll  be  one,  in  hope  to  meet   the 
bastard, 
And  then  no  more :  myself  will  be  his  headsman. 

\ExeuM. 
King.   Richard  and  Fauconbridge,  follow  the 
search ; 
You  may  prevent  mischance  by  meeting  Gloster. 
If  ye  find  Skink,  see  that  you  apprehend  him. 
I  hear  there  is  a  wizard  at  Blackheath ; 
Let  some  inquire  of  him,  where  Skink  remains. 
Although  I  trust  not  to  those  fallacies. 
Yet  now  and  then  such  men  prove  soothsayers. 
Will  you  be  gone  ? 
Fau.  With  all  my  heart,  with  all  my  heart,  my 
lord. 
Come,  princely  Eichard,  we  are  ever  yok'i 
Pray  Gody  there  be  no  mystery  in  this. 
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KiCH.   Be  not  euspicioiu,   where  there  is  no 

cause. 
FaU.  Nay,  nothing,  nothing ;  I  am  but  in  jest. 
[Exeunt. 
Kixo.  Coll  in  a  pursuivant. 
Lan.  Here's  one,  my  liege. 

£nter  PCRSUIVANT. 

Kino.  There  is  a  porter  likely  to  be  hang"!! 
For  letting  Gloster  'scape ;  sirrah,  attend. 
You  shall  have  a  reprieve  to  bring  him  us. 
These  boys  are  too-too  stubborn,  Lancaster ; 
But  'tis  their  mother's  fault.   If  thus  she  move  me, 
I'll  have  her  head,  though  all  the  world  reprove 
me.  [Ejctuiit. 


SCENE  THE  SIXTEENTH. 
Enter  BoBiN  HoOD  antl  Lady  Fauconbridge, 

Lady  F.  Do  not  deny  me,  gentle  Huntington. 

Rob.  My  lord  will  miss  me. 

Lady  F.  Tut,  let  me  excuse  thee. 

Rob.  Turn,  woman )    0,  it  is  intolerable ! 
Except  you  promise  me  to  play  the  page. 
Do  that,  try  one  night,  and  you'll  laugh  for  ever 
To  hear  the  orisons  that  lovers  use : 
Their  ceremonies,  sighs,  their  idle  oaths  J 
To  hear  how  you  are  pnua'd  and  pray'd  unto. 
For  you  are  Richard's  saint.     They  talk  of  Mar)' 
The  blessed  Virgin ;  but  upon  his  beads 
He  only  prays  to  Marian  Fauconbridgo, 

Lady  F.  The  more  his  error ;  but  will  you  agree 
To  be  the  Lady  Fauconbridge  one  day  ) 

Rob.  When  is't  1 

Lady  F.  On  Mondny. 


432  LOOK  ABOUT  TOU. 

Rob.  Wherefore  is't  ? 

Lady  F.   Nay,  then,  you  do  me  wrong  with 
inquisition. 
And  yet  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  tell  thee. 
Thou  seest  my  husband  full  of  jealousy : 
Prince  Richard  in  his  suit  importunate, 
My  brother  Gloster  threat'ned  by  young  Henry, 
To  clear  these  doubts,  I  will  in  some  disguise 
Go  to  Blackheath,  unto  the  holy  hermit. 
Whose  wisdom,  in  foretelling  things  to  come, 
Will  let  me  see  the  issue  of  my  cares. 
If  destinies  ordain  me  happiness, 
HI  chase  these  mists  of  sorrow  from  my  heart 
With  the  bright  sun  of  mirth ;  if  fate  agree 
To't,^  and  my  friends  must  suffer  misery, 
Yet  I'll  be  merry  too,  till  mischief  come. 
Only  I  long  to  know  the  worst  of  ill. 

Rob.  I'll  once  put  on  a  scarlet  countenance. 

Lady  F.  Be  wary,  lest  ye  be  discovered,  Robin. 

Rob.  Best  paint  me,  then  be  sure  I  shall  not 
blusL 

JSnter  Block  hleeding,  Gloster  toith  him, 

Blo.   Beat  an  officer.  Redcap  1    Til  have    ye 
talk'd  withal ! 
Beat  Sir  Richard's  porter  9  help,  madam,  help  ! 

Glo.  Peace,  you  damned  rogue. 

Lady  F.  Brother,  I  pray  you  forbear. 

Glo.  Zwounds !  an  hundred's  at  my  heels  almost^ 
And  yet  the  villain  stands  on  compliment. 

Blo.  a  bots  on  *  you,  is't  you  1 

Glo.  Will  you  to  the  door,  you  fool,  and  bar 
the  gate  1 
Hold,  there's  an  angel  for  your  broken  pate  : 
If  any  knock,  let  them  not  in  in  haste. 

^  Old  copy,  IL  *  Old  copy,  ont. 
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Blo.  Well,  I  Till  do,  as  I  see  cause  ; 
Blood,  tliou  art  dear  to  me. 
But  here's  a  sovereign  plaifiter  for  the  sore : 
Gold  hualeth  wounds,  gold  easeth  heartB  I 
What  can  a  man  have  mors )  [Sxit. 

Lady  F.  Deur  brother,  t«ll  ns  how  yoa  made 
escape  1 

Gw.  You  see  I  am  here,  but  if  you  would  know 
how, 
I  cannot  'scape,  and  tt;ll  the  manner  too. 
By  this  I  know  your  house  is  compassed 
With  hell-hound  search.* 

Lady  F.  Brother,  I'll  furnish  you  with  beard 
and  hair. 
And  garment  like  my  huebaiid'a. 
How  like  you  that  ( 

Glo.  Well,  when  I  have  them  : 
Quickly,  then,  dispatch.     [Exit  Lady.]     S'blood  I 

Grey  beanl  and  hair, 
Kohin,  conceal ;  this  dieteth  my  mind. 
Mirth  is  the  object  of  my  humorous  spleen. 
Thou  high,  comraandbig  fury,  further  device  ! 
Jeata  are  conceited.    I  long  to  see  their  birth. 


Re-mler  Lady  Faucoseridgk. 

What,  come  ye,  aiater  T    Kobin,  a  thiefs  hand ! 
But,  prythee,  where  hadst  thou  this  beard  and 
hairT 
Lady  F.  Prince  Richard  wore  them  hither  in  a 

masque. 
Glo.  say'st  thou  me  so!  fiuth,  [IJ  love  the 
princely  youth ; 
Tut,  yon  most  taste  stolen  pleasure  now  and  then. 

'  The  word  KareK  is  here,  and  Agun  a  little  further  oa 
used  in  the  bcuk  oE  tcardurt. 

VOL.  VIL  2  E 
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Rob.  But  if  she  steal,  and  jealous  eyes  espy. 
She  will  be  sure  condemned  of  burglaiy* 

Glo..  Ha !  crake  1  can  your  low  stumps  veniune 
SO  deep 
Into  affection's  stream  ?  go  to,  you  wanton  I 
What  want  we  now?  my  nightcap!  0,  'taa  here. 
So  now  no  Gloster,  but  old  Fauconbridge. 
Hark,  the  search  knocks ;  I'll  let  them  in  myself : 
Welcome,  good  fellows ;  ha !  what  is't  you  lack  ? 

Enter  Il£DCAP,  inth  tioo  others,^ 

Bed.  Ma-master  Co-Constable,  se-se-search  you 
th-that  way;  a-and,  you  ho-honest  man,  th-that 
way.    1*11  ru-run  th-this  way  m-my  own  se-self. 

[Thep  disperse  thenuelves* 
Glo.  What  search  you  fori  what  is   it   you 
would  have  ?  . 

Enter  Block. 

Blo.  Madam,  what  shall  I  do  to  these  brown-t 
bill  fellows  ?  some  rui^  into  the  wine  cellar ;  some 
here,,  some  there. 

Glo.    Let  them  alone;   let  them  search  their 

fills. 
Blo.  I'll  look  to  their  fingers  for  all  that. 
Glo.   Do  so,  good  Block;   be   careful,  honest 
'       Block. 
Blo.  Sir  stammerer  and  your  wa-watch,  y'are 
pa-past,  i'faith.  [EjcU. 

Glo.  Will  you  not  speak,  knaves  1  tell  me  who 

you  seek.  i 

Red.  Ma-marry,  sir,  we  s-seek  a  va-va-vacabond, 
a  fu-fugative,  my  la-lady's  own  b-brother ;  but,' 

;  1  Old  copy,  another;  bii^  Redcap  is  eTidently  accompanied 
by  two  aasUtants. 
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iiiul  he  were  the  po-po-pope's  own  b-hrother,  I 
would  s-eearch  I'-f-lbr  him  ;  for  I  have  a  p-poor 
father  r-ready  to  be  ha-ha-hang'd  f-f-for  hira. 

Glo.  O,  'tis  for  Gloster)  marry,  search,  a'  Gotl's 
naine. 
Seek,  peace  ; '  will  he  break  prison  too  1 
It'a  a  jjity  he  should  live  ;  nay,  I  defy  him. 
Come,  look  about,  search  every  little  corner, 
Myself  wOl  lead  the  way ;  pray  you,  come, 
Seek,  seek,  and  spare  not,  though  it  be  labour  Ipst : 
He  comes  not  under  my  roof ;  hear  ye,  wife  ? 
He  comes  not  hither,  take  it  for  a  warning. 

Red.  You  sp-sp-speak  like  an  honest  g&'ge-gen- 
tienmn,  re-re-rest  you  me-rae-merry  1  co-co-como, 
my  f-f-friends,  I  be-believe  h-h-Ue  r-ran  by  the, 
g-g-garden  w-wall  toward  the  wa-water  aide. 

[i'jrewnf  running. 

Glo.  Tliia  fellow  is  of  the  humour   I  would 
choose  my  wife : 
Few  words  and  many  paces ;  a.  word  and  away  ; 

and  so 
Must  I.     SiBter,  adieu;  pray  you  for  me ;  I'll  do 

the  like  for  you. 
Kobin,  fare«-ell ;  commend  me  to  the  Prince. 

Lady  F.  Can  ye  not  stay  here  safe  1 

Glo.  No,  I'll  not  trust  the  changing  humours  of 
old  Fauconbridge. 
Adieu,  young  earl ;  siat*r,  let's  kiaa  and  part. 
Tush,  never  mourn,  I  have  a  merry  heart.     [Exil, 

Lady  F.  Farewell  all  comfort 

Rob.  What,  weeping,  lady  t 
Then  I  perceive  you  have  forgot  Blackhesth ! 

Lady  F.  No,  there  I'll  learn  both  of  his  life  and 
death. 

Rob.  Till  Monday,  madvn,  J  must  take  my  leave. 
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Lady  F.  You  will  not  miss  then) 

Bob.  Nay,  if  Bobin  fail  ye. 
Let  him  have  never  favour  of  fair  lady  I 

Lady  F.    Meanwhile,  I'll  spend  my  time  in 
prayers  and  tears, 
That  Gloster  may  escape  these  tihreafned  fears. 


SCENE   THE   SEVENTEENTH. 

JSfUer  Skink,  like  Princb  ^  JoHN. 

Skink.  Thus  jets  my  noble  Skink  along  the 
streets. 

To  whom  each  bonnet  vails,  and  all  knees  bend ; 

And  yet  my  noble  humour  is  too  light 

By  the  six  shillings.     Here  are  two  crack'd  groats 

To  helter-skelter  at  some  vaulting-house.^ 

But  who  comes  yonder  ?  ha  !  old  Fauconbridge  ?    > 

Hath  a  brave  chain;   were  John   and  he  good 
friends, 

That  chain  were  mine,  and  should  unto  Black- 
heath. 

I'll  venture ;  it*s  but  trial :  luck  may  fall. 

Grood  morrow,  good  Sir  Bichard  FauconbridKe. 
Fau.  Good  morrow,  my  sweet  Prince,  hearty 
good  morrow ; 

This  greeting  well  becomes  us,  marry  does  it, 

Better,  i'wis,  than  strife  and  jangling. 

Now  can  I  love  ye ;  will  ye  to  the  sheriff's  ? 

Your  brother  Bichard  hath  been  there  this  hour. 
Skink.  Yes,  I  am  plodding  forward,  as  you  do ; 

What    cost    your    chain?    it's    passing    strongly- 
wrought, 

I  would  my  goldsmith  had  a  pattern  of  it 

^  Old  copj,  King.  '  A  brotbeL 
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Fau.  TIb  at  your  grace's  service :  show  it  him. 

SkiNK.  Then  dare  ye  trust  me  i 

Fau.  Who  I  the  princely  Johu  1 

My  sovereign's  son :  why,  what  a  question's  that. 
rij  leave  you ;  ye  may  Imow  I  dare  trust  you. 

Skink.  I'll  bring  it  ye  to  the  aheriff's,  excuse 
my  absence. 

Fau.  I  will,  my  noble  lord ;  adieu,  sweet  prince. 

Seixk.  Why  so;  this  break&st  was  well  fed 

When  Skink's  devices  on  Blackheath  do  fail. 
This  and  such  cheats  would  set  me  under  sail, 
I'll  to  the  water-side,  would  it  were  later  [on] ; 
For  still  I  am  afraid  to  meet  Prince  John, 


SCENE  THE  EIGHTEENTH. 

Eiifer  Gloster  like  Fauconbridge. 

But  what  a  mischief  meant  Fauconbridge 
To  come  ngoia  so  soon  I  that  way  he  went, 
And  now  comes  iieaking.    Ujxin  my  lite, 
The  buzzard  hath  me  in  suspicion, 
But  whatsoever  chance.  Til  tilch  a  share. 

Glo.  Yonder'a  Prince  John;  I  hope  he  cannot 

know  me, 
There's    nought    but  Gloster,   Gloater   in    their 

mouths ; 
I  am  half-strangled  with  the  garlic- breath 
Of  rascals  that  exclaim,  as  I  pass  by, 
Gloster  is  fled  ;  once  taken,  he  must  die. 
But  rU  to  John — how  does  my  gracious  lord  1 
What  babbles    rumour  now?     What    news    of 

Gloster? 
Skink.  \Vhat  news  could  I  hear,  since  you  left 

me  last} 
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Were  you  not  here  even  now?  lent  me  your 

chain  9 
I  think  you  dote. 

Glo.  Sweet  prince,  age  aye^  forgets. 
My  brother's  chain  1  a  pretty  accident ! 
But  I'll  have't,  and  be  in  the  spite  of  John.  [Aside, 
Skink.  There's  more  and  more ;  111  geld  it,  ere 
it  go.  [He  breaks  the  cJuun, 

This  same  shall  keep  me  in  some  tavern  meny. 
Till  night's  black  hand  curtain  this    too   clear 
sky. 
Glo.^  My  sweet  prince,  I  have  some  cause  to 
use  my  chain ; 
Another  time  (whene'er  your  lordship  please) 
'Tis  at  your  service,  0  marry  God,  it  is. 

Skink.  Here,  palsy,  take  your  chain ;  stoop  and 
be  hanged,  [Casts  it  doum. 

Yet  the  fish  nibbled,  when  she  might  not  swallow  : 
Go'ut  !3  I  have  curtaiFd,  what  I  could  not  borrow. 

[ExU. 
Glo.  He's  gone  away  in  frets ;  would  he  might 
meet 
My  brother  Fauconbridge  in  this  mad  mood. 
There  would  be  rare  ado.     Why,  this  fits  me ; 
My  brain  flows  with  fresh  wit  and  policy. 
But,  Gloster,  look  about,  who  have  we  yonder  1 
Another  John,  Prince  Richard,  and  the  sheriff  1 
Upon  my  life,  the  slave,  that  had  the  chain. 
Was  Skink,  escap'd  the  Fleet  by  some  mad  sleight 
Well,  farewell  he,  better  and  better  still, 
These  seek  for  me  ;  yet  I  will  have  my  wilL 


1  [Old  copy,  age.] 

*  [Old  copy,  Fau,  for  Fauconbridge,] 


'  [This  might  appear  to  be  a  corruption  of  go  otU,  or  of 
God's  gut  (Oods  guts  is  an  ejaculation  foand  elsewhere) ;  but 
from  a  subsequent  passage  we  can  but  conclude  that  the 
disease  so  called  is  intended. 
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SCENE  THE  NINETEENTtt 

EiUtr  Prince  John,  Prince  Richaed,  and  Out 

Sheriff. 

John.  SheriET,  in  any  case  be  diligent. 
Wto'a  yonder )     Faueonbridge  I 

Glo.  How  now,  sweet  chuck ;  how  fares  i»y 
lovely  prince  ? 

John.  What  carest  thou  T  or  well  or  ill,  we  crave 
No  help  of  thee, 

Glo.  Grod'a  mother,  do  ye  acorn  mel 

John,  Go'ut !  what  then  I 

KiCH.  Fie,  leave  these  idle  brawls,  I  prytlice, 
John; 
Let's  fallow  thnt  we  are  enjoin'd  unto. 

Glo,  Ay,  marry,  prince,  if  now  you  slip  thB 
time, 
Gloster  will  slip  away  ;  but,  though  he  hate  mu, 
I  have  done  service ;  I  have  found  him  out. 

BtCH.  A  shame  confoimd  thee  for  thy  treocherj-, 
Inconstant  dotard,  timorous  old  ass, 
That  shakes  with  cowardice,  not  with  years. 

Glo.  Go,  I  have  found  him,  I  have  winded  him. 

John.  0,  let  me  hug  thee,  gentle  Fauconbridge ; 
Forgive  my  oft  ill-ueing  of  thine  age. 
I'll  call  thee  father ;  I'll  be  penitent ; 
Bring  me  where  Gloster  is  ;  I'll  be  thy  slave. 
All  tnat  is  mine  thou  in  reward  shalt  have. 

Glo.  Soft ;  not  too  hasty ;  I  would  not  be  seen 
in't; 
Marry  a'  God,  my  wife  would  chide  me  dead. 
If  Gloster  by  my  means  should  lose  his  head. 
Princely  Richard,  at  this  comer  make  your  stand : 
And  for  I  know  you  love  my  aister  well. 
Know  I  am  Gloster,  and  not  Fauconbridge. 
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Rich.  Heayen  prosper  thee,  sweet  prince,  in  thy 

escape ! 
Glo.  Sheriff,  make  this  your  quarter,  make  good 
guard; 
John,  stay  you  here ;  this  way  he  means  to  turn, 
By  Thomas,  I  lack  a  sword,  body  a'  me  I 

John.  What  wouldst  thou  with  a  sword,  old 

Fauconbridge  1 
Glo.  0  sir,  to  make  show  in  his  defence. 
For  I  have  left  him  yonder  at  a  house, 
A  friend's  of  mine,  an  honest  citizen. 
John.  Well  fetch  him  thence. 
Glo.  Nay,  then,  you  injure  me.    Stay,  till  he 
come ;  he's  in  a  russet  cloak. 
And  must  attend  me  like  a  serving-man. 
John.  Hold,  there's  my  sword,  and  with  my 
sword  my  heart 
Bring  him,  for  God's  sake,  and  for  thy  desert 
My  brother  king  and  mother  queen  shall  love  thee. 
Glo.  Mark  me,  good  prince ;  yonder  away  we 
come, 
I  go  afore,  and  Gloster  follows  me ; 
Let  not  the  sheriff  nor  Eichard  meddle  with  ua. 
Begin  you  first ;  seize  Gloster,  and  arrest  him. 
Ill  draw  and  lay  about  me  here  and  here ; 
Be  heedful  that  your  watchmen  hurt  me  not. 
John.  I'll  hang  him  that  doth  hurt  thee ;  pry- 
thee,  away, 
I  love  thee ;  but  thou  kill'st  me  with  delay. 
Glo.  Well,  keep  close  watch;  I'll  bring  him 

presently. 
John.  Away  then  quickly. 
Glo.    Gloster,    close,    master    sheriff.    Prince 

Kichard. 
Rich.  Gloster,  adieu.' 
Glo.  I  trust  you. 
Rich.  By  my  knighthood,  Fll  prove  true. 

[Exit  Glosteb. 
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JoKK.   Revenge,  I'll  build  a  temple  to  your 

name; 
And  the  first  offering  sliall  be  Glostcr'a  head. 
Thy  altars  shall  be  sprinkleil  with  the  blood, 
Whose  wanton  curreat  bis  mad  humour  Ted; 
He  was  a  rhymer  and  a  riddler, 
A  scoffer  at  my  mother,  praisM  my  father : 
I'll  fit  him  now  for  all — escape  and  all. 
Rich.  Take  heed  epite  burst  not  in  his  proper 

gall. 


SCENE  THE  TWEXTIETa 
Enter  FAncoNBRiDGE  and  Block. 

John.  How  now,  what  way  took  Fauconbridge, 
I  wonder) 
That  is  not  Gloster,  sure,  that  attends  on  him  I 

Fau.  He  came  not  at  the  shoiiff'a  by  the  morrow- 
mass, 
I  sought  the  Gotdamitbs'  row,  and  found  him  not ; 
Sirrah,  y'are  sure  he  sent  not  home  my  cham  I 

Blo.  Who  should  send  [home]  your  chain,  sir} 

Fau.  The  prince,  Prince  John;  I  lent  it  him 
to-day. 

John,   what's  this  they  talk  1 

BLO..Bymy  truth,  sir,  and  ye  lent  it  turn,  I  think 
you  may  go  look  it :  for  one  of  the  drawers  of  tho 
Salutation  told  me  even  now,  that  he  had  took  up 
a  chamber  there  till  evening,  and  then  he  will 
away  to  Kent. 

Fau.  Body  of  me,  he  means  to  spend  my  cliaiii. 
Come,  Block  ;  I'll  to  him. 

John.  Hear  you,  Fauconbridge ; 

Fau.  Why,  what  a  knave  art  thou  I  yonder's 
Prince  John. 
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Blo.  Then  the  drawer's  a  knave.;  he  told  me 
Prince  John  was  at  the  Salutation. 
John.  Where's  Gloster,  Fauconbridge  f 
Faij.  Sweet  prince,  I  know  not. 
John.  Come,  jest  not  with  me :  tell  me  where 

he  is? 
Fau.  .  I  niBver  saw  him  since  the  Parl'ament. 
John.  Impudent  liar,  didst  thou  not  even  now 
Say  thou  wouldst  fetch  him  ?    Hadst  thou  not  my 
sword  1 
Fau.  Wert  thou  a  king,  I  will  not  bear  the  lie. 
Thy  sword]   no,  boy;    thou  seest  this  sword  is 
mine. 
Blo.  My  master  a  liar  ?    Zounds,  wert  thou  a 

potentate ! 
Fau.  I  scorn  to  wear  thy  arms,  untutor'd  child, 
I  fetch  thee,  Gloster,  shameless  did  I  see  thee, 
Since  as  I  went  this  morning  to  the  SheriflTs, 
Thou  borrow*dst  my  gold  chain  ! 
John.  Thy  chain  1 
Fau.  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  cheat  me,  princocks 

John ! 
John.  I'll  cheat  thee  of  thy  life,  if  thou  charge 
me 
With  any  chain. 

Fau.  Come,  let  him  come,  I  pray, 
I'll  whip  ye,  boy,  I'll  teach  you  to  out-face. 

Blo.  Come,  come,  come !  but  one  at  once ;  ye 

dastanls,  come. 
Rich.  Keep  the  king's  peace,  I  see  you  are  both 
deceived. 
He  that  was  last  here  was  not  Fauconbridge. 
Fau.  They  slander  me;  who  says  that  I  was 

here? 
Rich.  We  do  believe  ye,  sir ;  nor  do  you  think 
My  brother  John  deceived  you  of  a  chain. 

Fau.  He  did  ;  I  did  deliver  it  with  this  hand. 
John.  Ill  die  upon  the  slanderer. 
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Fad.  Let  the  boy  come. 

Blo.  Aye,  let  him  come,  let  him  come. 

KicH.  Fellow,  thou  epeak'st  even  now,  as   if 
Prince  John 
Had  been  at  some  old  tavern  in  the  town ! 

£lo.  Aye,  sir,  I  came  up  now  but  from  the 
Salutation, 
And  a  drawer,  that  doth  not  use  to  lie,  told  me 
Prince  John  hath  \ieen  there  all  this  afternoon. 

John.  The  devil  in  my  likeness  then  is  there. 

Fau,  The  devil  in  thy  likeneaa  or  thyself 
Had  my  gold  chain. 

John.  Thou  art  the  devil ;  for  thou 
Hadst  my  good  sword,  all  these  can  witness  it. 

Fau.  God's  mother,  thou  beliest  me, 

John.  Give  mo  the  lie  1 

EiCH.  Nay,  calm  this  fury ;  let's  down  to  the 
tavern ; 
Or  one  or  both  :  these  counterfeits  are  there. 

Fau.  I  know  him  well  enough,  that  had  my 
chain, 
And  there  be  two  Johns,  if  I  find  one  there, 
Byr  Lady,  I  will  lay  him  fast. 

Rich.  It  is  this  Skink  that  mocks  us,  i  believe! 

John.  Alas,  poor  Sldnk ;  it  is  the  devil  Gloster, 
Who  if  I  be  so  liappy  once  to  find, 
I'll  give  contentment  to  his  troubled  mind. 

Rich.  I  hope  he's  far  enough,  and  free  enough, 
Yet  these  conceits,  I  know,  delight  his  bouL    \Ati*/e. 

Fau.  Follow  me,   Blocker,  follow  me,  nouest 
Blocker. 

Blo.  Much  follow  you  !  I  have  another  piece  of 
work  in  hand ;  I  hear  say  Redcap's  father  shall  be 
hanged  this  ^Cemoon,  I'll  see  mm  slip  a  string, 
though  I  give  my  service  the  slip ;  beddes,  my 
lady  bad  me  hear  his  examination  at  bis  death. 
I'll  get  a  good  place,  and  pen  it  word  for  word, 
and  OS  I  Uka  it,  let  out  a  mournful  ditty  to  the 


tune  of  "  Labondalaahot,"  or  "  Bow" 

riners,"  or  somewh^  as  my  muse  shall  me  invtilce^ 


SCENE  THE  TWENTT- 

BkUt  GlOSIEB  /U«  FAIKXJKBRtDQB,  «A4  a  Pd» 
SUtVANT;  Glosteb  having  a  p<q>€r  im  hU 
hand,  iKe  PuBSDIVANT  ban. 

Glo.  a  charitable  deed,  God  blets  the  kiog^ 
Be  shall  be  then  reprieved  .  ^ 

Pub.  Ay,  air,  some  di^or  twOf 
TUl  the  j'oim^  king  and  Prince  John  change  it— 
^ntedally  if  the  good  earl  be  not  found, 
Wnich  God  forbid ! 

Glo.  \Vliat  house  is  this. 
That  we  are  stepp'd  into,  to  read  this  warraot  in  1 

Pub.  a  tavern,  sir,  the  Salutation. 

Glo.  a  tavern  t 

Then  I  irill  turn  prodigal;  call  for  a  piAt 
Of  sack,  good  fellow. 

Pur.  Drawer ! 

Dra.  [ire'tAtii.]  Anon,  ^, 

EnUr  DKi.WER. 

Glo.    a  pint   of   thy  best   sack,  my   pretty 

youth. 
Dra.  God  bless  your  worship,  eir ; 
Ye  shall  liave  the  best  in  London,  sir. 
Glo.  AVhat,  know'st  thou  me?  kuow'st  thoo  old 
Fauconbridge  1 
I  am  no  taveni-b[a]unter,  I  can  tell  thee, 
Dra.  But  my  master  hath  taken  many  a  fair 
pound 
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Of  your  man  Block ;  he  was  here  to-ilay,  sir. 
And  emptied  '  two  bottlee  of  niiipitate  •  Back. 

Glo.  Well,  fill  ua  of  your  nippitate,  sir  ; 
This  is  well  tbanced.     But  hear'  ye,  boy  ! 
Bring  suear  in  white  paper,  not  in  brown ; 
For  in  white  paper  I  have  here  a  trick. 
Shall  make  the  purauivant  first  bwooh,  then  eick. 

[Afi-li. 
Thou  honest  fellow,  what's  thy  name  t 

PoR.  My  name  ia  Winterliome,  sir. 

Glo.  What  countryman,  I  prytheel 

Pur,  Barkshire,  nad  please  yo. 

Glo.  How  long  haet  thou  been  sworn  a  mes- 
senger ) 

Pur,  But  yesterday,  and  please  your  worship, 
This  is  the  first  employment  I  have  had. 

£nteT  Drawer,  teith  wiae  and  mgar. 

Glo.  a  good  beginning ;  here,  have  to  thee, 
fellow ; 
Thou  art  my  fellow,  now  thou  servest  the  king, 
Nay,  take  sugar  too,  God's  Lady  dear ! 
I  put  it  in  my  pocket ;  but  it's  here  : 
Drink  a  good  draught,  I  prythee,  Winterbome. 

[He  drink*  aiulfalU  over  the  itool. 
Dra.  0  Lord,  Sir  Richard,  the  man,  the  man ! 
Glo.  ^\'hat  a  forgetful  beast  am  I !  Peace,  boy, 
It  is  his  fashion  ever,  when  he  drinks. 
Fellow,  he  hath  the  falling  sickness ; 
Run,  fetch  two  cushions  to  raise  up  his  head. 
And  bring  a  little  key  to  ope  hia  teeth. 

[Exit  Drawer. 

'  Old  copy,  fiU'd.  the  eompocitfiT'*  eye,  perhaps,  hating 
strajed  to  the  neil  line. 

■  Btrang.     See  a  long  note  in  Nares,  ediL  13G9,  p.  603. 
•  Oldeop;,  A«ra. 
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Pursuivant,  your  warrant  and  your  box — 

These  must  with  me ;  the  shape  of  Fauconbridge 

Will  hold  no  longer  water  hereabout. 

Gloster  will  be  a  Proteus  every  hour, 

That  Elinor  and  Leicester,  Henry,  John, 

And  all  that  rabble  of  hate-loving  curs. 

May  minister  me  more  mirth  to  play  upon. 

Reenter  DRAWER,  wUh  an  ASSISTANT. 

Dra.  Hete's  a  key,  sir,  and  one  of  our  folk  to 
help. 
•    Glo.  No  matter  for  a  key ;  help  him  but  in. 
And  lay  him  by  the  fire  a  little  while, 
He'll  wake  immediately ;  but  be  [not]  heart-sick. 
There's  money  for  a  candle  and  thy  wine, 
I'll  go  but  up  unto  your  alderman's. 
And  come  down  presently  to  comfort  him.  [Exetint, 

Skink.  [ITt^AtnJ  Drawer  !  what  Drawer!  with 
a  vengeance,  Drawer  I 

Dra.  [Within,]  Speak  in  the  Crown ^  there. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-SECOND. 

Enter  Skink,  like  PRINCE  JOHN. 

Skink.  They  be  come ;  the  devil  crown  ye  one 
by  one. 
Skink,  thou'rt  betray'd,  that  Master  Fauconbridge, 
Missing  some  of  liis  chain  has  got  thee  dogg'd. 
Drawer !  what  Drawer  I 
Dra  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Skink.  Was  not  Sir  Eichard  Fauconbridge  be- 
low? 
'    Dra.  Yes,  and  please  ye. 


^  A  room  io  the  SalaUtioo  •^-cailed. 
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&K1NE.  It  doe^  not  please  me  well.     Knows  he 
that  I  am  here  } 

Dra,  No.  I  protest 

i^KiNE.    Come  Iiitlier,  sirrah.      I    have  little 
money ; 
But  there's  some  few  links  of  a  chain  of  gi>Id. 
Upon  your  honesty,  knows  not  Sir  Richard 
That  I  am  here ) 

Dra,  No,  by  my  holyHlam. 

SkikK.  Who's  that  was  with  him  1 

Dra.  Wliy,  a  pursuivant 

Seink.  Where  is  Sir  Richard  t 

Dra.  At  the  aldennan's. 

Skink.  a  pursuivant,  and  at  the  alderman's  i 
What  pig,  or  goose,  or  capon,  have  you  Idll'd 
Within  your  kitchen  newl 

Dra,  a  pignew-stick'd. 

Skink.  Fetdi  me  a  saucer  of  tlio  blood ;  quick, 
run ;  [A'xit  Drawer. 

I'll  fit  the  pursuivant,  and  alderman, 
And  Fauconbridge,  if  Skink  have  any  wit 
Well,  Oloster,  I  did  never  love  thee  yet ; 
But  thotfst  the  maddest  lord  that  e'er  I  met 
If  I  'scape  this,  and  meet  thee  once  again, 
Curse  Skink,  if  he  die  penny  in  thy  debt. 

Ht-tnier  Drawer, 
Dra.  0  my  lord,  the  house  is  full  of  lialbertn. 
and  a  great  many  gentlemen  ask  for  the  room 
where  Prince  John  is, 

Skimk  Lend  me  thy  apron ;  run  and  fetch  a 
pot  from  the  next  room. 
Betray'd,  swoonds,  betray'd  by  gout,  by  palsy,  by 
dropsy — 

Re-enter  DRAWER  with  a  pot. 
O,  brave  boy,  excellent  blood  I  up,  take  niy  tloak 


448  LOOK  ABOUT  TOU. 

And  my  hat  to  thy  share  ;  when  I  come  firom  Kent^ 

rilpay 
Thee  like  a  king. 
Dra.  I  thank  you,  my  lord.        {£xU  Dbawkb. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-THIRD. 

Enter  JOHN,  RiCHARD,  FaUCONBRIDGE,  SHERIFFS, 

ait(£  Officers. 

Skins.  Now,  fortune,  help  or  never:  They 
come — and  ye  were  a  princCf  at  fe  say  ye  are^  ye 
would  he  cukamed  to  abuse  a  poor  servant  ihm$;  but 
and  if  ye  were  not  of  the  Mood  royal^  I'd  break  the 
neck  of  ye  down  the  etairsy  so  would  /,  Fd  teadh  you 
to  hurt  ^prentices. 

Rich.  Who  hurt  thee,  fellow  ? 

Skink.  Prince  devil  or  his  dam ;  Piinoe  John 
they  call  him. 

John.  Gloster,  I  hope. 

Rich.  I  doubt  not  but  'tis  Skink. 

John.  Where  is  he  1 

Skink  Up  them  stairs ;  take  heed  of  him, 
He's  in  the  Crown. 

Fau.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  he  hath  crown'd  thee 
shrewdly. 

John.  In  recompence,  if  it  be  him  I  seek, 
111  give  thee  his  whole  head  to  tread  upon. 
Follow  me,  brother ;  come,  old  Fauconbridge  ; 
Keep  the  stairs,  shenff.     You  see,  it  waxeth  dark ; 
Take  heed  he  slip  not  by  you.  [ExeunL 

Skink   Hang  yourselves,  this  darkness  ehall 
convey  me  out  of  doors, 
I'll  swim  the  Thames,  but  I'll  attain  Blackheath. 
London,  farewell;  curse,  John,  rave,  Fauconbridge ! 
Skink  'scapes  you  aU  by  twilight's  privile^  [ExiL 
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WmilN.  Where  is  lie )    ligtta,  bring  lights  ; 
drag  out  that  boy. 

^b(«-  all  leith  the  BoY, 

JoHS,  This  is  my  cloak,  my  hat,  ray  rapier ; 
Aiiil  either  it  was  Skink  or  GloBtor. 

Dra.  I  know  not  who  'twas,  sir ;  he  said  he  was 
Prince  John ;  he  took  away  my  apron  and  a  pottle- 
pot  with  him,  and  all-to  blooded  his  head  and  face. 

Fau.  We  met  liim,  by  St  Anthony,  we  met  him ! 

John.  The  fire  of  St  Anthony  confound 
This  changing  counterfeit,  whatsoever  he  be. 

Rich.  It  makes  me  laugh  at  envious  greediness, 
Who  feeds  upon  her  own  heart's  bitterness. 

John.  Sirrali,  you  that  were  bom  to  cry  anon, 
What  other  copes-mates  have  you  in  the  house } 

Dra,  Sir,  my  master's  gues'a'  be  none  of  my 
copesmates. 

John.  Well,  your  gues'a  I  can  you  guess  who 
they  be  1 

Dra.  Marry,  here's  a  pursuivant,  that  this  gentle- 
man, sir,  Richard  Fauconbridge,  left  sick  even  now. 

Fau,  Marry  of  God,  did  I,  thou  lying  knave  1 

Dra.  I  am  a  poor  boy,  sir ;  your  worship  may 
say  your  pleasure ;  our  maids  have  had  a  foul  hand 
with  him.  You  said  he  would  be  sick  ;  so  he  is, 
witli  a  witness. 

John.  Look  about,  Fauconbridge,  here's  work 
for  you ! 
You  have  some  evil  angel  in  your  shape. 
Go,  sirrah,  bring  us  forth  that  Pursuivant. 

ETOer  turn,  leading  tlit  PURSCIVANT,  wcA. 
Kicu.  GloBter,  thou  wilt  be  too-too  venturous ; 


450  LOOIt  ABOtrr  TOU. 

Thou  dost  delight  in  those  odd  hnmotirs  so, 
That  much  I  fear  they'll  be  thy  overthrow.  ^Astde. 
Pur.  O,  O,  O,  not  too  fast ;  0,  I  am  sick,  O, 

very  sick. 
John.  What  picture  of  the  pestilence  is  this  % 
Pur.  a  poor  man,  sir,  a  poor  man,  sir  :  down, 
I  pray  ye;  I  pray,  let  me  sit  down.     Ah,  Sir 
Richard,  Sir  Richard  1     Ah,  good  Sir  Richard  ! 
what,  have  I  deserv'd  to  be  thus  dealt  withal  at 
your  worship's  hands  ?    Ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 
Fau.  At  my  hands,  knave  f  at  my  hands,  paltry 

knave  f 
Dra.  And  I  should  be  brought  to  my  book-oath, 

sir. 
Within.  What,  JefBrey  ? 
Dra.  Anon,  anon. 
John.  A  plague  upon  your  Jeflring;  is  your 

name  JeflFrey  ? 
Dra.  Ay,  and't  please  you,  sir. 
Rich.  Why,  gentle  Jeffrey,  then  stay  you  awhile. 
What  can  you  say,  if  you  come  to  your  book  1 
Dra.  If  I  be  pos'd  upon  a  book,  sir,  though  I  be 
a  poor  'prentice, 
I  must  speak  the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth, 
sir. 
John.  And  what's  your  truth,  sir  f 
Pur,  O,  O  my  heart. 

Dra.  Marry,  sir,  this  knight,  this  man  of  wor- 
ship  

Fau.  Well,  what  of  me  1  what  did  my  worship  do? 
Dra.  Marry,  ye  came  into  the  Bell— our  room 
next  the  bar — with  this  honest  man,  as  I  take  it 
Fau.  As  thou  tak'st  it  ? 
Pur.  O,  sir,  'tis  too  true,  too  true,  too  true.     O 

Lord. 
Dra.  And  there  he  caird  for  a  pint  of  sack,  as 
good  sack  (I'll  be  pos'd  upon  all  the  books  Uiat 
ever  opened  and  shut),  as  any  in  all  Christendom. 
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Fau.  Body  of  me,  I  come  and  call  for  aack ) 

Pliit.  O,  ye  did,  ye  did,  ye  did.     O,  0. 

John.  Well,  forward,  airruh. 

Rich.  Gloster  hath  done  this  jeet.  [Aiide. 

Dba.  And  you  call'd  tlien  for  eugar,  sir,  as  good 
sugar  and  as  wholesome,  as  ever  came  iu  any  cup 
of  sack :  you  drauk  to  thie  man,  and  you  do  well, 
God  bo  tliauked — but  he  no  sooner  drank 

Pm.  But  I,  but  I,  but  I— 0  my  head  !  O  my 
heart! 

BiciL  I  cannot  choose  but  smile  at  these  conceits. 

John.  I  am  mad  ;  and  yet  I    must  laugh  at 
Fauconbridge : 
Brother,  look  how  Sir  Kichard  acts  his  rage ! 

Fau.  I  came)    I  call}  the  man  is  like  to  die, 
Practice,  by  the  mass  j  practice,  by  the  many  God ! 
I  shall  be  cliarg'd  here  for  a  poison'd  knave, 
Practice,  by  th'  Lord,  practice  ! — I  see  it  clear. 

Pt'R.  And  more,  Sir  Klcliard,     0  Lord,  0  Sir 
Richard  1 

Fau.  What  more  1  what  hast  then  more  1  what 
practice  more  1 

Pur.  0  my  box,  my  box,  with  the  king's  arms ! 
0  my  box, 
0  my  box  !  it  cost  me,  0  Lord,  every  penny ;  0 
my  Ikix  ! 

Rich.  And  what  of  your  box,  sir ) 

Dka.  Marry,  sir,  it's  lost ;  and  'tis  well  knowa 
my  master  keeps  uo  thieves  in  his  house ;  0,  there 
was  none  but  you  and  he. 

Fau.  O,  then  belike  thou  thinkest  I  liad  his  box. 

PUH.  0  Sir  Richard,  I  will  not ;  0  Lord,  I  will 
not  charge  you  for  all  the  world ;  hut — but — biit 
for  the  warrant  the  old  King  sign'd  to  reprieve 
the  porter  of  the  Fleet !    0  God,  0  God ! 

John.  The  porter  of  the  Fleet  ?  the  old  King 
Bign'd  1 — 

Pur  Ay,  my  good  lord,  ay,  ay. 
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John.  Is  he  reprieved  then  f 

Pur.  No,. my  lord ;  0,  Sir  Richard  took  it  from 
me  with  his  own  hand,  01 

Fait.  Here's  a  device  to  bring  me  in  contempt 
With  the  old  King,  that  I  ever  loVd. 
Princes  and  Sheriff,  you  can  witness  with  me. 
That  I  have  been  with  you  this  afternoon- 
Only  with  you,  with  nobody  but  you — 
And  now  a  fellow,  whom  the  King  would  save 
By  a  reprieve,  this  fellow  says,  is  hang'd. 

John.  If  thou  hadst  done  it,  I'd  have  justified  it ; 
But,  Eichard,  I  conceit  this  jest  already : 
This  mad-mate  Skink,  this  honest  merry  knave. 
Meeting  this  Pursuivant,  and  hearing  tell 
He  had  a  warrant  to  reprieve  a  slave 
Whom  we  would  hang,  stole  it  away  from  him. 
This  is  sure  the  jest ;  upon  my  life,  it  is  ! 

Pur.  O,  but  my  warrant,  how  shall  I  do  1  O ! 

EiCH.  But  look  about  you,  hot-brain'd  brother 
John, 
And  I  believe  you'll  find  it  otherwise  ; 
Gloster  hath  got  the  warrant  in  disguise, 
And  sav'd  the  fellow  you  so  fain  would  hang. 

John.  No,  no  ;  how  say  you,  master  Sheriff,  is 
he  not  hang'd  ? 

Sher.  My  lord,  the  ribbet  was  set  up  by  noon 
In  the  Old  Bailey,  and  I  charged  my  men, 
If  I  return  not,  though  it  were  by  torchlight^ 
To  see  him  executed,  ere  they  come. 

John.  I  am  greedy  to  hear  news. 

Fau.  Eobb'd  of  my  chain,  out-faced  I  had  a 
sword, 
Accused  of  poisoning,  cozenage,  seeking  blood  I 
Not  to  be  borne  !  it  is  intolerable ! 

BiCH.  Sir  Bichard,  I  prythee,  have  some  pati- 
ence» 

Fau.  Ill  to  Blackheath,  talk  not  of  patience  j 
It  is  intolerable^-Qot  to  be  borne. 
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John,  Ifia  intoIeraWe,  not  to  be  borne ; 
A  warranty  brother ;  Fauconbridge,  a  warrant  1 
Fau.  I  saw  no  warrant ;  I  defy  you  alL 
John.  A  elave,  a  purBuivant,  one  Wiiiterbora. 
Tau,  I  care  not  for  thee  that,  Winterbom. 
Pub.  0,  it  is  I,  sir ;  that's  my  warrant. 
John.  Is't  you  t  you  rogue,  you  drunkard ;  ye 
are  cheated, 
And  we  are  cheated  of  the  prisoner. 
Out,  dog,  dog. 

PuK  O,  0,  0, 0  my  lord.    [Exit  mfA  Drawer. 
Seer,  Have  patience,  and  we  will  have  a  privy 

search. 
John.  Go  hang,  ye  blockheads,  get  ye  from  my 
sight ! 
O,  would  I  were  a  basilisk,  to  kill 
These  glear-ey'd  viUaiDs. 

Sher.  Come  away  ;  let 's  leave  him. 
We  have  a  warrant ;  let  him  do  his  worst. 

[L'xeunt  Sheriff  an<l  OFFICERS. 
Fau.  I'll  to  Blackheath,  PU  to  the  holy  hermit; 
There  shall  I  know  not  only  these  deceivers. 
But  how  my   wife   plays   fast    and    loose    with 

Richard, 
Ha  1  I  shall  fit  them,  I  ehall  tickle  them  ; 
I'll  do  it,  Pll  hence,  I'll  to  the  heath  amaia 

[Exit. 
John.  There  shall  I  know  where  this  damned 
Gloater  is, 
I'il  have  the  devils  rous'd  to  find  that  devil, 
0[r]  else  I'll  conjure  the  old  conjuror. 
I'll  to  Blackheath,  and  there  with  friends  conspire. 
But  I'll  have  Gloater's  head,  my  heart's  desire. 
High.  Would  mad  Earl  Eobin  saw  these  hum- 
ourists: 
■Twould  feed  him  fit  with  laughter !  O,  'twould  fit 

him. 
Wherever  be  is,  1  know  the  bare  couceik 
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Is  better  to  him  than  his  daintiest  fbod« 

Well,  and  it  fits  me  well,  now  I  hare  HtM, 

To  court  my  Lady  Fauconbridge  at  leisure. 

Love,  I  implore  thy  aid ;  fair  Cipria, 

Thou  sea-born  mother  at  affection's  ring, 

Shine  brightly  in  thy  sphere^  that  art  ^  my  atari 

My  planet,  thou  of  all  kghts  most  beauteousi 

Be  thou  to  my  desires  auspicious.  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-FOURTH. 

Enter  EOBIN  HoOD  in  the  Lady  Fauco^^RIDGB's 
gotmif  night  attire  on  his  head, 

EoB.  0,  for  this  lady !  Was  never  poor  gentle- 
man troubled  with  gentlewoman  as  I  am  with  my- 
self I  My  Lady  Fauconbridge  hath  fitted  me  a  turn. 
Here  I  am,  visited  with  sleeveless  errands  and 
with  asking  for  This  thing,  Madam,  and  That  tking^ 
Madam,  that  they  make  me  almost  mad  in  earnest. 
Whoop,  here's  another  client. 

Enter  a  Serving-man. 

Ser.  Here's  my  Lady  Eawford's  page  attends  to 

speak  with  your  ladyship. 
EoB.  I  pray  ye  bid  her  lordship's  page  come 
into  my 
Ladyship.     [ExU.    Servingman.]     Well,  Bobin 

Hood,  part  with  these  petticoats, 
And  cast  these  loose  devices  from  thy  back, 
I'll  ne'er  go  more  untruss'd,  never  be  kerchief  d, 
^ever  have  this  ado  with  whoJt  do  you  lack  f 

^  Old  copy,  a<. 
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Enter  Paoe. 


Page.    Madam,  my  lady  greets  your  houour 
kindly, 
And  sends  you  the  first  grapes  of  her  young  vine. 

Eo&  I  am  Diiich  indebted  to  lier  ttonour,  there's 
an  angol  for  you  to  drink ;  set  them  up  tilt  alter 
supper.  Humphrey,  pray  look  ahout  for  Block. 
Humphrey  I  trust  me,  I  thiuk  the  fool  be  lost. 

Page.  No,  forsooth,  madam,  he's  upoa  the 
green,  jesting  with  a  stammerer,  one  Kedcap. 

KoB,  It  ia  a  lewd  fellow ;  pniy,  bid  him  come 
in,  youth  ;  I'll  give  him  hia  welcome  at  the  door. 
Commend  me  to  your  lady,  I  pray  ye,  heartily. 

{Exit  Page. 
Humphrey,  I  marvel  where  Sir  Richam  is  so  late ! 
Truly,  truly,  he  does  not  as  beseems  a  gentleman 
of  his  calQug ;  pray,  let  some  go  forth  to  meet 
him  ou  the  green,  and  send  in  that  blockliead 
Block.  {Exit  HuarnREY. 

Enter  Eedcap,  and  BLOCK  after  him, 

Blo.  Will  ye  tell  tales,  ye  ass,  will  ye  I 

Red.  I'll  te-te-tell  your  lo-la-lady,  or  I  would  to 
G.God  we  were  ha-hang'd  else,  as  my  fa-father 
should  have  been. 

RoR  Now,  what's  the  matter  there,  I  pray  you  1 
What  company  have  you  there,  a-God's  name  ? 
where  spend  you  the  day,  I  pray  ? 

Blo.  Why,  where  yon  gave  me  leave ;  at  the 
gallows  I  was — no  farther. 

Red.  A-a-and  you  be  his  hv-lody,  you  are  the 
La'La<ly  Fau-Fauconbridge,  the  Earl  of  Glo- 
[iloster's  sister. 

Rob.  I  am  so,  fellow. 

Rkd,  Y-y-yoor  man  B-B-Blocke  here  does  no- 
nothing  but  f-f-flout  m-me,  a-and  cr-crias  r-rtm  Re- 
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Jifdcap  and  9-8-see -pou  /"f-fatlier  ha-Jia-kan^cL  I 
sh-shall  g-go-near  to  xn-make  m-murder,  and  be 
u-use  it       . 

ROR  Well,  sirrah,  leave  your  mocking,  you 
were  best,  111  bob  your  beetle  bead,  and  if  you 
mock  him. 

Blo.  He's  run  Redcap. 

Red.  La-la-law,  ma-madam. 

Rob.  Away,  ye  saucy  fool ;  go,  wait  within. 

Blo.  Run,  Redcap;  ran^  Redcap.  [ExiL 

Rob.  Art  thou  the  porter's  son,  that  was  con- 
demned about  my  brother  Gloster  1 

Red.  Ay,  G-G-Grod  be  with  you,  I  am  the  p-p- 

Eorter's  son,  I  m-must  r-run  to  3-8-seek  your  b-br- 
rother. 

Rob.  Well,  drink  that,  fellow ;  if  thou  find  my 
brother,  be  not  too  violent,  and  TU  reward  thee. 

Red.  I  th-th-thank  ye  h-heartily;  and  I  had 
not  been  cozened  with  Sk-Skink,  I  had  no  nee- need 
of  these  ja-jaunts,  for  Gl-Gloster  was  s-safe  enough. 

Enter  BLOCK  and  the  Porter  mih  his  cloak  mvffled, 

Blo.  Ah,  farewell,  Redcap. 

Red.  Fa-fare  we-well,  and  be  ha-hang'd.     [Exit. 

Rob.  Youll  never  leave  your  knavery,  who's 
there  more. 

Blo.  One,  madam,  that  hath  commendations  to 
you  from  your  brother. 

Rob.  Comest  thou  from  Gloster  1  thou  art  wel- 
come, friend. 

Blo.  O,  it's  one  of  the  kindest  ladies  (thoueh 
she  will  now  and  then  have  a  bout  with  Block) 
that  ever  breath'd,  an^  she  had  been  in  her  mood 
now,  Redcap  would  have  made  her  such  sp-sp-sporl 
as  't  a'  pa-pa-pass'd. 

Roa  will  you  make  sport,  and  see  who  knocks 

•  again] 


LOOK  ABOUT  yOUi 


467 


Blo.  Our  gates  are  like  an  anvil ;  from  four  to 
t«n,  nothing  but  knick-a-knock  upou't. 

Rob.  .  Will  you  bo  gone,  sir  I  [Exit  Block.") 
Honest  friend,  I  am  glad 
My  brother  Gloater  got  thy  liberty. 
Whose  flight  was  cause  of  thy  captivity : 
Nor  shall  there  be  in  us  such  negligence, 
Though  thoii  have  lost  thy  ofllce  and  thy  house, 
But  we  will  see  thee  better  far  provided 
Thau  when  thou  wert  [the]  Porter  in  the  Fleet. 

Ke-enter  Block, 
Blo.  Madam,  your  old  friend.  Prince  Richard. 
All  alone, 
Making  moan, 

Fetching  many  a  grievous  groan. 
EoB.  Prince  Eichard  come  so  late  I  lights  to  hi* 
chamber ; 
Sirrah,  in  any  case,  say  I  am  eick. 
Blo,  Very  sick,  sick,  and  like  to  die  !  I'll  sing 

it,  and  you  will. 
BOR  Away,  ye  knave ;  tell  him,  in  tlie  morning 
I'll  humbly  wait  upon  his  excellence. 

BiX).  That's  all  his  desire  to  have  ye  lowly  and 
humble,  and  'tiB  a  courteous  thing  in  a  lady. 

[ExiL 
KoB.  Hence,  or  else  I'll  get  you  hence.     Go  in, 
good  friend. 
Come,  Lady  Fauconbridge ;  it's  time  to  come  ; 
Robin  can  hold  out  no  longer,  I  see : 
Hot  wooers  will  be  tempters  presently.  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-FIFTH. 
EiUtr  Skinic  lUe  a  Ilermit. 
Skink.  Now,  holy  Skink,  in  thy  religious  weed. 
Look  out  for  purchase  or  thy  wonted  dieute. 
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Warrants,  qaoth  you  t    I  was  fairljr  wanranted ; 
Young  Eobin  Hood,  the  Earl  of  Huntington, 
Shall  never  fetch  me  more  unto  his  prince, 

Enter  Ladt  Faucokbridoe,  in  Merehanfs 

Wife's  cUtire, 

But,  pauca  verba,  Skink  !  a  price,  a  prise ; 
By  th'  mass,  a  pretty  girl ;  close,  hermit^  close. 
Overiiear,  if  thou  canst,  what  she  desires, 
For  so  my  cunning  and  my  credit  spreads. 

Lady  F.  See,   now   affection   arms  my  feeble 
strength. 
To  this  so  desperate  journeying  all  alone. 
While  Eobin  JHood,  young  Ean  of  Huntington, 
Plays  Lady  Fauconbridge  for  me  at  home. 

Skink.  What  mystery  is  this  ?    The  Lady  Fau- 
conbridge ! 
It's  she  ]    Sweet  fortune,  thou  hast  sent  her  well ; 
I  will  entice  this  morsel  to  my  cell. 
Her  husband's  jealous ;  1  will  give  him  cause. 
As  he  believes,  I  hope  it  shall  succeed. 
Nay,  swounds,  it  shall;  she's  mine  in  scorn  of  speed. 

Lady  F.  By  this  broad  beaten  path,  it  should 
appear. 
The  holy  hermit's  cave  cannot  be  far. 
And  if  I  err  not,  this  is  he  himself. 

Skink.  What  honour'd  tongue  enquireth  for  the 
hennit  ? 

Lady  F.  What  honour'd  tongue  1 

Skink.  Ay,  Lady  Fauconbridge, 
I  know  ye,  and  I  know  for  what  ye  come. 
For  Gloster  and  your  husband's  jealousy. 

Lady  F.  0  thou,  whose  eye  of  contemplation 
Looks  through  the  windows  of  the  highest  heavens, 
Resolve  thy  nandmaid,  where  Earl  (3oster  lives : 
And  whether  he  shall  live,  and  'scape  the  hate 
Of  proud  young  Henry  and  his  brother  John  % 
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S£tNE.  I'll  have  yoa  first  in ;  I'll  tell  you  more 

Madam,  they  say  buahes  have  ears  and  eyes ; 
And  tUeee  are  matters  of  great  secrecy ; 
And  you'll  vouchsafe  enter  my  holy  cell, 

There  what  you  long  to  know  I'll  quickly  telL 

Fitter  John  and  Fauconbridge, 

Lady  F.  Stay,  here  are  strangers. 
Skink.  a  plague  upon  them,  come  they  in  the 
nick. 
To  hinder  Reynard  ^  of  his  fox's  trick  1 

f.ADY  Fauconbridge  retirts  a  UlUe. 
day,  old  hermit. 

Fau.  So  to  you,  fair  dame. 

John.  By  Elinor'a  grey  eye,  she's  fair  indeed. 
Sweet  heart,  come  ye  for  holy  bonisons  I 
Hermit,  haat  thou  good  custom  with  such  clients  1 
I  caunot  blame  your  feats,  your  juggling  tricks. 
Plague  ju^le  you ! 

Lady  FT  Why  curse  ye  sacred  worth  ? 

Fau.  Ill  done,  in  sooth,  my  Lord,  very  ill  done, 
Wrong  holiness  I  a  very  pretty  woman  !  [aeiife.] 
Mock  gravity  I  by  the  mass  a  cherry  lip !  [a*i(/«.] 
Ah,  it's  not  well  done  [to]  deride  a  holy  hermit ! 

John.  I  have  it  in  my  purse  shall  make  amends. 

Skink.  His  purse  and  yours   shall   make  me 


For  hind'ring  me  this  morning  from  the  lady ; 

For  scaring  me  at  tavern  yesternight : 

For  haring  back  your  cham,  I'll  fit  you  both. 

[AnJe. 

John.  Hermit,  a  word. 

Fai7.  a  word  with  you,  fur  mlatress. 

'  Old  eap7,  Ratpiald. 
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John.  Where  lie  yolir  devils,  that  tell  all  your 
news! 
Would  you  would  trouble  them  for  half  an  hour,  \ 
To  know  what  is  become  of  tridtor  Oloster, 
That  in  my  clothes  broke  prison  in  the  Fleet  1 

SKiiiK.  No,  it  was  SkinL 

John.  Come,  old  fool,  ye  dote. 

Skink.  But  hear  me.  ,, 

Fau.  Hear  him,  Prince. 

John.  'Swounds,  who  hears  you? 
Ill  make  your  lady  graft  ye  for  this  work. — 

[Aside,'] — 
But  to  your  tale,  sir. 

Skink.  Know,  thrice-honoured  Prince, 
That  Skink  did  cosen  Bedcap  of  his  clothes, 
Gloster  did  cosen  Skink,  and  so  escaped. 

John.  Well  done,  Fauconbridge  I 

Fau.  My  lord,  he  tells  you  true. 

John.  You  find  it  on  her  lips :  but,  forward,  sir. 

Skink.  'Twas  Skink  in  Gloster's  gown,  whom 
you  did  visit. 
That  play'd  at  bowls,  and  after  stole  your  clothes, 
While  you  went  into  the  Lord  Morton's  chamber. 

John.  This  savours  of  some  truth. 

Fau.  'Tis  very  like. 

John.  Well,  Fauconbridge,  by  heaven,  I'll  tell 
your  wife. 

Fau.  Shell  much  believe  you !  youwillt  Come, 
Tell  me  not  of  my  wife  :  ^  this  evening  fail  me  not. 
My  wife,  quoth  you :  I'll  send  my  wife  from  home. 
Do  tell  my  wife.  Prince  John,  by  my  dear  mother, 
I  love  her  too-too  well  to  like  another. 

Lady  F.  It  seems  so,  fox;  0,  what  a  world  is  this! 
There  most  sin  reigns,  where  least  suspicion  is. 

Fau.  Youll  come  ? 

Lady  F.  I  will  not  fail,  I  warrant  you. 

^  [Old  copy^  me  o/.] 
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John.  Hermit,  is  all  this  true  1 
Skimk.  Himself, 

[If  he]  deliver  not  bo  mucli,  before  ye  sleep. 
Root  me  from  out  the  borders  if  this  realm. 

[John  and  Fauc.  retire  a  Utile. 
JoHN.i  Well,  by  your  leave,  Sir  Richard  Fau- 
cOBbridge, 
Hence,  free  from  fear ;   you'll  melt,  you'll  melt, 
old  man. 
Fau.  May,  take  her  to  you ;  she's  a  shrev,  1 
warrant. 
I'll  to  the  holy  hermit,  and  inquire 
About  my  chain,  your  sword,  tne  pursuivant, 
And  other  matters,  that  I  have  to  ask, 

[He  returns;  JoHN  addreatea  ike  Lady, 
Skink.  You're  welcome,  good  Sir  Richard. 
John.  Nay,  do  not  stand  on  terms;  I  am  fire, 
all  life, 
Xor  never  tell  me,  that  I  have  a  wife. 
I  do  not  mean  to  marry ;  ye  think  so  I 
But  to  be  merry  you  the  manner  know. 
And  you  will  have  me,  have  me — 'ppoint  a  meet- 
ing; 
I'll  be  your  true  love,  you  shall  be  my  sweeting. 
If  you  deny  to  promise,  this  is  plain 
I'll  have  my  wiH,  ere  you  get  home  again. 
Lady  F.  Most  gracious  lord. 
John.  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  grace  : 
I  like  no  goodness  but  a  beauteous  face. 
Bo  therefore  brief;   give    me    your    hand    and 

Or  I'll  away  with  you  into  the  heath : 
Neither  shall  Fauconbridge  nor  hermit  help. 
And  what  I  do  I'll  answer  well  enough. 

Lady  F.  Why,  then,  my  lord. 

John.  Nay,  do  not  stand  on  them : ' 

'  t.c,  Tenni,  u  mentioDcd  before.    Old  cap^ ,  (Aen, 
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But  tell  me,  when  my  lord  shall  have  yoo.  Lady ; 
It's  presently  I  venture  for  a  baby. 

liADyF.  This  night  at  Stepney,  by  my  8iiiiuii6r<* 
house, 
There  is  a  tavern  which  I  sometimes  use, 
When  we  from  London  come  a-gossiping ; 
It  is  the  Hind. 

John.  Give  me  thy  pretty  hand : 
Thoult  meet  me  at  the  Hind  1  I'll  be  tiij  roe. 

Lady  F.  One  word's  enough. 

John.  Suffice;  then  be  it  so. 

Lady  F.  Til  fit  my  old  adulterer  and  your  grace, 
I'll  send  the  Princess  thither  in  my  pku^.     [Ande, 

Fau.  Prince   John,  Prince  John,  the   hermit 
tells  me  wonders ; 
He    says  it  was   Skmk   that  'scap'd  us  at  the 

tavern : 
Skink  had  my  chain — nay,  sure,  that  Skink  did 
alL 

Skink.  I  say,  go  but  to  yonder  corner, 
And  ere  the  sun  be  half  an  hour  higher, 
There  will  the  thief  attempt  a  robbery, 

John.  Whol  Skink  1 

Fau.  Will  Skink  1 

Skink.  Ay,  Skink,  upon  my  word. 

Fau.  Shall  we  go  seize  upon  him,  good  Prince 
John  ? 

John.  Nay,  we  will  have  him,  that's  no  question. 
And  yet  not  hurt  the  honest  rogue. 
Hell  help  us  well  in  quest  of  changing  Gloster. 
Hermit,  farewell ;  Lady,  keep  your  hour. 

Fau.  Adieu,  old  hermit :  soon  in  the  evening,  lass. 

Lady  F.  I'll  meet  you  both,  and  meet  with^ 
both  of  you. 
Father,  what  answer  do  you  give  to  me  t 

■         —  —— ^^"^p— — 

^  To  meet  wiUi  ia  a  rery  common  phrase  for  to  terve  out, 
requite^ 
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Brink.  Lady,  start  down;   I    must  into    my 

cell, 
Where  I  am  curing  of  a  man  late  hurt ; 
He  tlivss'd,  I  must  unto  my  orisona ; 
In  half  an  hour  all  will  be  dpspatch'd. 
And  then  I  will  attend  your  ladyship. 

[Krif. 
Lady  F.  At  your  best  leisure,  father.     0,  the 

life. 
That  this  thrice-reverend  hermit  leadeth  here. 
How  far  remote  from  mortal  vanities, 
Baits  to  the  soul,  enticements  to  the  eyel 
How  far  ia  he  unlike  my  luatful  lordt 
"Who  being  given  himself  to  be  unchaste. 
Thinks  all  men  like  himself  in  their  effects, 
And  injures  me,  that  never  had  a  thought 
To  wrong  the  sacred  rights  of  spotless  iuith. 

Enter  Skink  ttiih  a  patdi  on  hit  face,  and  a 
falconer'i  lure  in  hit  hand.^ 

Skins.  Hermit,  £irewell,  I'll  pay  ye  or  speak 
with  ye  next  time  t  see  ye.  Sweet  mouse,  the 
hermit  bids  you  stoy  here ;  he'il  visit  you  anon. 
Now,  John  and  Fauconbridge,  I'll  match  ye, 
and  I  do  not  say  Skink's  a  wretch,  a  wren,  a 
worm.  When  I  have  trick'd  them,  madam,  I 
will  trim  you.  Commodity  is  to  be  preferr'd 
before  pleasure.  About  profit,  Skink  ;  for  crowns, 
for  crowns,  that  make  the  kingly  thoughts ! 

{£rit. 

Lady  F.  (to  the  hermit  mppoted  vnthin.)  I  am 
assur'd  that  man's  some  murderer. 
Good  Father  Hermit,  speak  and  comfort  me ; 


>  Skink  jssnef  from  tbe  bermit'a  boote  in  the  dligaiu  of 
the  msn  irham  be  a  euppoud  to  hire  cured,  kod  u  he 
leaves,  iddrcsK*  puling  word*  to  Uie  bermil  witUn. 


464  LOOK  ABOUT  TOtT» 

Are  ye  at  prayers,  good  old  maaf     I  pray  ye, 
speak.  [JSnter*. 

What  s  herel  a  l)eard1  a  counterfeited  hair  f 
The  hermit's  portesse,^  garments,  and  his  beads! 
Jesus  defend  me !  I  will  fly  this  den ; 
It's  some  thiefs  cave,  no  haunt  for  holy  men. 
What,  if  the  murderer  (as  I  guess  him  one) 
Set  on  my  husband !  Tush,  Prince  John  and  he 
Are  able  to  defend  their  ^  noble  selves. 
Howe'er,  I  will  not  tarry,  Fll  away, 
Lest  unto  theft  and  rape  I  prove  a  prey.        [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-SIXTH.. 

Enter  Skink  toius. 

Skink.  Yonder  they  are ;  I'll  fit  them ;  here's 
my  ground. 
Wa-ha-how,  wa-ha-how,  wa-ha-how ! 

Enter  Fauconbridge  [and  JOHN.] 

Fatj.  I  warrant  ye,  my  lord,  some  man's  dis- 
tress'd. 

John.  Why,  man,  tis  a  falconer. 

Fau,  Marry  of  me,  good  fellow,  I  did  think 
thou  had'st  been  robb'd. 

Skink.  Eobb'd,  sir  ?  No,  he  that  comes  to  rob 
me  shall  have  a  hard  match  on't,  yet  two  good 
fellows  had  like  to  have  been  robb'd  by  one  tall 
thief,  had  not  I  stepped  in.  A  bots  on  him  !  I 
lost  a  hawk  by  him,  and  yet  I  car'd  not  to  send 
another  after  him,  so  I  C(Hdd  find  the  thief;  and 
hereabout  he  is ;  I  know  he  is  squatted. 

}  Brevity.  •  Old  copy,  (Aeiii.   . 
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Fait.  Say'st  thou  me  eot  we'U  find  him,  by  St 
Maiy, 
An  honest  fellow,  a  good  commonwealth's  man. 

John.  There  are  caves  hereabout,  good  fellow, 
are  there  not  ] 

Skink.  Yea,  sir  ;  tread  the  ground,  sir,  and  you 
ahall  hear  their  hollowness;  thig  way,  sir, 
this  way. 

John,  Help,  Fauconbridge. 

Fau.  0.  help  me,  good  Prince  John. 

Seink.  I'll  help  you  both  ;  deliver,  sir,  deliver ! 
Swounda,  linger  not.  Prince  John,  put  up  your 
purse,  or  I'll  throw  poniards  down  upon  your  pate. 
Quickly !  when  1 1  am  Skink,  that  'scap'd  ye  yea- 
tomight,  and  fled  the  Fleet  in  your  cloak,  carrying 
me  clean  out  of  wind  and  rain.  I  broke  the  bonds 
and  links  that  fettered  your  chain  amity ;  this 
(.'heat  is  mine. 
Farewell,  I  cannot  stay. 

Sweet  Prince,  old  Knight,  I  thank  ye  for  this 
prey.  f^^iV. 

Fau.  God's  marry  mother,  here's  a  jest  indeed. 
Wo  came  to  take  :  a  thief  takes  us  ! 
Where  are  ye,  good  my  lord  t 

John.  No  matter  where; 
I  think  I  was  fore-spoken  at  the  teat. 
This  damn'd  rogue  serv'd  me  thus  1   Gloster  and  he. 
Upon  my  life,  conclude  in  villany. 
He  was  not  wont  to  plot  these  stratagems. 
Leud  me  your  hand  a  little  ;  come  away. 
Let's  to  the  cell  again  ;  perchance  the  hermit 
Is  Skink  and  thief,  and  uermit,  all  in  one. 

Fau.  Marry  a  God,  then  ten  to  one  it's  bo  ; 
Well  thought  on,  Princely  John  ; 
He  had  my  chain,  no  doubt  he  had  your  sword. 

John.  If  there  be  now  no  hermit  at  the  coll, 
I'll  swear  by  all  the  saints  it's  none  but  he. 

[  ExevTU. 

VOL.  Vlt.  3  G 
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SCENE  THE  TWENTY-SEVENTR 

Enter  Gloster  in  the  Hermi£i  gwm^  putting  an  the 

bearcL 

Glo.  This    accident    hath    hit   thy    humour, 
Gloster ; 
From  pursuivant  1*11  turn  a  hermit  now. 
Sure,  he  that  keeps  this  oelFs  a  counterfeit, 
Else  what  does  he  here  with  false  hair  and  beard  ? 
Well,  howsoe'er  it  be,  I'll  seem  to  be 
The  holy,  hermit ;  for  such  fame  there  is, 
Of  one  accounted  reverend  on  this  heath. 

Enter  Skink. 

I'll  fain  unto  my  cell,  to  my  fair  lady  ; 

But  John  and  Fauconbridge  are  at  my  heels ; 

[Sees  Jolvn, 
And  some  odd  mate  is  got  into  my  gown. 
And  walks  devoutly  like  my  counterfeit, 
I  cannot  stay  to  question  with  you  now, 
I  have  another  gown  and  all  things  fit. 
These  guests  once  rid,  new  mate,  I'll  bum,^  I'll 
mark  you.  \ExiU 

Glos.  What's  he,  a  God's  name  ?  he  is  quickly 
gone. 
I  am  for  him,  were  he  Robin  Goodfellow, 
Who's  yonder,  the  Prince  John  and  Fauconbridge? 
I  think  they  haunt  me  like  my  genii^ 
One  good,  the  other  ill ;  by  the  mass,  they  pry. 
And  look  upon  me  but  suspiciously. 
John.  This  is  not  Skink  ;  the  hermit  is  not 
^  Skink. 
He  is  a  learned,  reverend,  holy  man ; 

1  Brand. 
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Fau.  He  is,  he  is  a  very  go^ly  maB  ; 
I  warrant  ye,  he's  at  hia  book  at'a  prayers. 
We  flhould  have  took  yon,  by  my  halidom. 
Even  for  a  very  thie£ 

Glo,  Now  God  forfend 
Such  noblemen  as  you  should  gueaa  me  bo  I 
I  never  gave  such  cause,  for  ought  I  know. 

John.  Yet  thoa  did'at  t«U  na  Skiok  should  do 
a  robbery, 
A^)oint«d  us  the  place,  and  there  we  found  him. 

Fau,  And  hefelt  us,  for  he  hath  robb"d  us  both. 

Glo.  He's  a  lewd  fellow  ;  but  he  shall  be  taken. 

John,  I  had  rather  hear  of  Glostcr  than  of  him. 

Glo,  Gloster  did  cheat  him  of  the  same  gold 
chain, 
Thatdeceiv'd  Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge. 
He  got  your  sword,  Prince  John ;  'twas  he  that 

saVd 
The  porter,  and  begoil'd  the  pursuivant. 

John.  A  vengeance  on  him  ! 

Glo.  Do  not  curse,  good  prince  ; 
He's  bad  enough,  'twere  better  pray  for  him. 

John.  I'll  kill  thee,  and  thou  bid  us  pray  for 

I'll  fell  [the]  woods,  and  ring  thee  round  with  fire. 
Make  thee  an  offering  unto  fierce  revenge. 
If  thou  have  but  a  thought  to  pray  for  him. 

Glo.  I  am  bound  to  pray  for'  all  men,  chieSy 
Christiana. 

John.  Ha,  ha,  for  Christians  ?  tlunk'st  thou  he 
is  one  t 
For  men )  hast  thou  opiuion  he  is  a  man  1 
He  that  changes  himself  to  sundry  shapes, 
Is  be  a  Christian  1  can  he  be  a  man  t 
0  irreligious  thoughts ! 

Glo.  Why,  worthy  prince, 

•  Old  copy,  qf. 
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I  saw  him  christened,  dipp'd  into  the  font. 
John..  Then  nine  times,  like  the  northern  Lap- 
landers, 
He  backward  circled  the  sacred  font, 
And  nine  times  backward  said  his  orisons : 
As  often  curs'd  the  glorious  host  of  heaven, 
As  many  times  invok'd  the  fiends  of  hell. 
And  so  tum'd  witch ;  for  Gloster  is  a  witch. 
Glo.  Have  patience,  gentle  prince ;  he  shall 
appear 
Before  your  kingly  father  speedily. 
John.  Shall  he  indeed  1  sweet  comfort,  kiss  thy 
cheek  ; 
Peace  circle  in  thy  aged  honoured  head. 
When  he  is  taken,  hermit,  I  protest 
I'll  build  thee  up  a  chapel  and  a  shrine  : 
I'll  have  thee  worshipped  as  a  man  divine. 
Assure  [ye]  he  shall  come,  and  Skink  shall  come. 
Fau.^  Aye,  that  same  Skink ;  I  prythee,  send 

that  Skink. 
John.  Send  both ;  and  both,  as  prisoners  crimi- 
nate. 
Shall  forfeit  their  lost  -  lives  to  England's  state, 
Which  way  will  Fauconbridge  1 

Fau.  Over  the  water,  and 
So  with  all  speed  I  may  to  Stepney. 

John.  I  must  to  Stepney  too,  and  revel,  and  be 
blithe. 
Old  [Knight],  wink  at  my  mirth;  't  may  make 

amends. 
So  thou  and  I,  and  our  friends,  may  be  friends. 
Fau.  With  all  my  heart,  with  all  my  heart, 
Prince  [John], 
Old  Fauconbridge  will  wait  upon  your  grace. 
Be  good  to  Gloster,  for  my  Marian's  sake, 
And  me  and  mine  you  shall  your  servants  make. 

1  Old  copy,  Olo.  «  [Old  copy,  la$t,] 
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Glo.  Of  that  anon :  my  pleasure  being  serv'd, 
GloBter  shall  have  what  Gloster  hath  deseiVd. 

Fau.  Why,  that's  well  said ;  adieu,  good  honest 
hermit,  [Exit. 

John.  Hermit,  farewell,  if  I  had  my  desire, 
I'll  make  the  world  thy  wondrous  deeds  admire, 
[E^it. 

Glo.  Still  good,  still  passing  good ;  Gloster  is 
still 
Henry's  true  hate,  foe  to  John's  froward  will, 
No  more  of  that :  for  them  in  better  time. 
If  this  same  hermit  be  an  honest  man, 
He  will  protect  me  by  hia  ^  simple  life  j 
If  not,  I  care  not ;  I'll  be  ever  Gloster, 
Make  him  my  footstool,  if  he  be  a  slave. 
For  baseness  over  worth  can  have  no  power. 
Kobin,  bethink  thee,  thou  art  come  from  kings, 
Then  scorn  to  be  [a]  slave  to  underlings, 
Ijook  well  about  thee,  lad,  and  thou  shalt  see 
Them  burst  in  envy,  that  would  injure  thee. 
Hermit,  I'll  meet  you  in  your  hermit's  gown, 
Honest,  I'll  love  you :  worse,  I'll  knock  you  down, 
[Sxit. 

SCENE  THE  TWENTY-EIGHTH. 

£nler  PRINCE  Richard,  with  muiii: 

P.  KiCH.  Kind  friends,  we  have  troubled  Lady 
Fauconbridge, 
And  either  she's  not  willing  to  be  seen. 
Or  else  not  well,  or  with  our  boldness  griev'd. 
To  ease  these,  I  have  brought  you  to  tliis  window. 
Knowing  you  are  in  music  excellent. 
I  have  penn'd  a  ditty  here,  and  I  desire 
You  would  sing  it  for  her  love  and  my  content 

Mna  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord, 

>  [Old  eopj,  lAii.] 
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JEnter  BOBIN  HoOD,  like  the  Ladt  [FauCON- 

bridoe]. 

EoR  Your   excellence    forgets   your  princely 
worth ; 
K I  may  humbly  crave  it  at  your  hands^ 
Let  me  desire  this  music  be  dismiss'd. 

EiCH.  Forbear,  I  pray,  and  withdraw  yourselres ; 
Be  not  offended,  gracious  Marian.     [Exeunt  music. 
Under  the  upper  heaven  nine  goodly  spheres 
Turn  with  a  motion  ever  musical ; 
In  palaces  of  kings  melodious  sounds 
Offer  pleasures  to  their  sovereigns  ears. 
In  temples,  milk-white-clothed  quiristers 
Sing  sacred  anthems,  bowing  to  the  shrine ; 
And  in  the  fields  whole  quires  of  winged  clerks 
Salute  the  ^  morning  bright  and  crystalline. 
Then  blame  not  me ;  you  are  my  heaven,  my  queen  : 
My  saint,  my  comfort,  brighter  than  the  mom. 
To  you  all  music  and  all  praise  is  due ; 
For  your  delight,  for  you,^  delight  was  bom. 
The  world  would  have  no  mirth,  no  joy,  no  day. 
If  from  the  world  your  beauty  were  away. 

Rob.  Fie  on  love's  blasphemy  and  forgery, 
To  call  that  joy  ^  that's  only  misery ! 
I,  that  am  wedded  to  suspicious  age, 
Solicited  by  your  lascivious  youth; 
I,  that  have  [only]  one  poor  comfort  living — 
Gloster  my  brother,  my  high-hearted  brother — 
He  flies  for  fear,  lest  he  should  faint,  and  fall 
Into  the  hands  of  hate  t3nrannicaL 

Rich.  What  would  you  I  should  do  1 

Rob.  I  would  full  fain 
My  brother  Gloster  had  his  peace  again. 

Rich.  Shall  love  be  my  reward^  if  I  do  bring 

A  certain  token  of  his  good  estate, 

- 

^  Old  copy,  iolutes  he.  •  Old  copy,  you  for, 

•  Old  copy,  in.. 
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And  ftlter  pacify  my  brother'a  wratli  ? 
Say  you  will  love,  ne  •  will  be  fortunate  1 

Hob.  I  will 

Rich,  No  more ;  I  vow  to  die  unblest 
If  I  perform  not  this  imposed  quest. 
But  one  word,  madam  ;  pray,  can  you  tell 
Where  Huntington  my  ward  is ! 

KuB.  I  was  bold 
To  Bend  young  Eobin  Hood,  your  noble*  ward, 
Upon  some  business  of  import  for  me. 

Rich.  I  am  glad  be  ia  employ'd  in  your  affairs  ; 
Farewell,  kind  fair ;  let  [not]  one  cloudy  frown 
Shadow  the  bright  sun  of  thy  beauty's  light : 
Be  confident  in  this — I'll  find  thy  brother, 
Kaiae  power  but  he'll*  have  peace  :  only  perform 
Your  gracious  promise  at  my  back-return. 

Bob.  Well,  here's  my  hand,  Prince  Richard ; 
that  same  night, 
Which  secondeth  the  day  of  your  return, 
I'll  be  your  bed-fellow,  and  from  that  hour 
Forswear  the  loathed  bed  of  Faucoubriilge  : 
Be  speedy,  therefore,  as  you  hope  to  speed. 

Rich.  U  that  I  were  as  large-winged  as  the  wind, 
Then  should  you  see  my  expeditious  will 
My  most  desire,  adieu  !  guess  by  my  haste 
Or  your  sweet  promise  the  delicious  taste.     [Exit. 

ROR.  Why  so  :  I  am  rid  of  him  by  this  device, 
He  would  else  have  tired  me  with  his  songs  and 


Enter  Block. 
But  now  I  shall  have  ease ;  here  comes  the  saint, 
To  whom  such  sait  was  made. 

Blo.  My  lady  gentlewoman  is  even     here   in 
her  privity-walk     Madam,  here's  the  merchant's 


'  (Old  eopy,  Kt'll.] 
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wife  was  hertf  yesterday  would  speak  with  ye.    O, 
I  was  somewhat  bold  to  bring  her  in. 

Ent^  Lady  Fauconbridge,  disgutted  as  a 

merchants  wife. 

EoB.  Well,  leave  us,  sir ;  y'are  welcome,  gentle- 
woman. 

Blo.  These  women  have  no  liberality  in  the 
world  in  them ;  I  never  let  in  man  to  my  lady,  but 
I  am  rewarded. 

EOR  Please  ye  to  walk,  sir  I  wherefore  mumble 
ye  1  [Exit  Block. 

Lady  F.  Robin,  what  news  ?  how  hast    thou 
done  this  night  ? 

Rob.  My  ladyship  hath  done  my  part,  my  task, 
Lain  all  alone  for  lack  of  company, 
I  might  have  had  Prince  Richard. 

Lady  F.  Was  he  here  ! 

Rob.  He  went  away  but  now ; 
I  have  been  lov*d  and  woo'd  too  simply, 
God  rid  me  of  the  woman  once  again ; 
I'll  not  be  tempted  so  for  all  the  world. 
Come,  will  you  to  your  chamber,  and  uncase  ? 

Lady  F.  Nay,  keep  my  habit  yet  a  Httle  while. 
Old  Fauconbridge  is  almost  at  the  gate, 
I  met  him  at  Blackheath  just  at  the  hermit's. 
And,  taking  me  to  be  a  merchant's  wife. 
Fell  mightUy  in  love,  gave  me  his  ring, 
Made  me  protest  that  I  would  meet  him  here. 
I  told  him  of  his  lady — 0,  tut,  quoth  he, 
I'll  shake  her  up,  I'll  pack  her  out  of  sight. 
He  comes ;  kind  Robin  Hood,  hold  up  the  jest 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge  and  Block, 

talking  together. 

Fau.  God's  marry,  knave,  how  long  hath  she 
been  here  1 
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Blo.  Sir,  she  came  but  even  in  afore  jou, 
Fau.  a  cunning  quean,  a  very  cunning  quean, 
Go  to  your  buaioess,  Block ;  I'll  meet  with  her, 
Blo.  Ah,  old  muttonmonger,  I  believe  here's 
work  towards.  [Exit. 

Fau.  [seeing  tlit  merefutnt't  wife].  Do  not  believe 
her,  Moll,  do  not  beheve  her, 
I  only  spake  a  word  or  two  in  jeat. 
But  would  not  for  the  world  have  been  bo  mad  ; 
Do  not  believe  her,  Moll,  do  not  believe  her. 
Gob.  What  should  I  not  believe  t  what  do  you 

meanl 
Lady  F.  Why,  good  Sir  Kichard,  let  me  speak 
with  you. 
Alas,  will  you  undo  me  t  will  you  shame  me  ? 
Is  this  your  promise  1  came  I  here  for  this  1 
To  be  a  laughing-stock  unto  your  ladyT 
KoB.  How  now.  Sir  Bichard,  what's  the  matter 

there  1 
Fau.  I'll  talk  with  yon  anon ;    come  hither, 
woman. 
Did'st  [thou]  not  tell  my  wife  what  match  we  made  I 
Lady  F.  I  tell  your  wife  t  think  ye  I  am  such  & 
beast! 
Now  God  forgive  ye  ;  I  am  quite  undone. 
Fau.  Peace,  duck;  peace,  duck ;  I  warrant  all  is 
well  [Atu/e. 

Rob.  What's  the  matter  1 1  pray  ye.  Sir  Richard, 

tell  me  ! 
Fau.  Marry,  Moll,  thus — about  some    twelve 
month  since, 
Your  brother  Gioster,  that  mad  prodigal, 
Caus'd  me  to  pass  my  word  unto  her  husband 
For  some   two  thousand  pounds,    or  more   per- 
chance— 
No  matter  what  it  is,  you  shall  not  know, 
Nay,  ye  shall  never  ask  to  know, 
KoB.  And  what  of  this  t 
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Fau.  MaRji  the  man's  decayed, 
And  I  believe  &  litUe  thing  would  please  her ; 
A  very  little  thing,  a  thing  of  nothine. 

00  in,  ffood  Moll,  and  leave  us  two  fuone, 
ril  deal  with  ve  as  simply  as  I  can. 

Ladt  F.  Fox,  look  about  ye,  ye  are  caught, 

i'faith. 
Boa  Deal  with  her  simply  1  0,  0,  what  kind  of 
dealing! 
Can  ye  not  deal  with  her,  and  I  be  by  I 

Fau.  Marry  a  Gk)d,  what,  are  ye  jealous  f 
Ye  teach  me  what  to  do  1  in,  get  you  in. 
O,  I  have  heard  Prince  Bichard  was  your  guest. 
How  dwelt  you  then?  In,  get  you  in,  I  say. 
%lust  I  take  care  about  your  brother's  debts. 
And  you  stand  crossing  me  ?    In,  or  Til  send  you 
in.  [Exit  Robin. 

Ha,  sirrah;  you'll  be  master,  you'll  wear  the  yellow,^ 
You'll  be  an  over-seer  1  marry,  shall  ye  I 
Lady  F.  Ye  are  too  curst  (metbinks,  sir)  to 

your  lady. 
Fau.  Ah,  wench,  content  thee,  Imust  bear  her  hard, 
Else  she'll  be  pr3ring'  into  my  dalliance. 

1  am  an  old  man,  sweet  girl ;  I  must  be  merry  : 
All  steel,  all  spright :  keep  in  health  by  change  ; 
Men  may  be  wanton,  women  must  not  range. 

Lady  F,  You  have  given  good  counsel,  sir ;  111 
repent  me. 
Here  is  your  ring ;  I'll  only  love  my  husband. 
Fau.  I  mean  not  so,  I  think  to-day  thou  told'st 
me 
Thy  husband  was  an  unthrift  and  a  bankrupt 
And  he  be  so,  tut,  thou  hast  favour  store ; 
Let  the  knave  beg,  beauty  cannot  be  poor. 

1  In  thfs  pasttge  the  phraa^  to  wear  the  veUom,  seems 
hardly  to  bear  the  ordinary  conatnietion  of^  toot  jtaicus. 
«  Old  copy,  pining. 
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LadV  F.  Indeed  my  husband  is  a  bankrupt — 
Of  faith,  of  love,  of  shame,  of  chastity, 
Dotea  upon  other  women  more  than  me. 

Fau,  Hfl  I  do  he  so  J  then  give  him  tit  for  tat. 
Have  one  bo  joung  and  fair,  and  loves  another  'I 
He's  worthy  to  be  cuckolded,  liy  the  mass  ! 
Wliat  is  he,  old  or  young  i 

Lady  F.  About  your  age. 

Fau.  An  old  knave. 
And  cannot  be  content  with  such  a  peat ! 
Come  to  my  closet,  girl,  make  much  of  me ; 
We'll  appoint  a  meeting-place  some  twice  a  week, 
And  I'll  maintain  thee  uke  a  lady,  ha ! 

Lady  F,  0,  but  you  will  forget  me  presently, 
Wlien  you  look  well  upon  your  lady's  beauty. 

Fau.   WhoT    upon  her]    why,  she  ia  a  very 
dowdy, 
A  dishclout,  a  foul  gipsy  unto  thee. 
Come  to  my  closet,  lass,  there  take  thy  earnest 
Of  lore,  of  pleasure,  and  good  maintenance. 

Lady  F.  I  am  very  fearful. 

Fau.  Come,  fool,  never  fear. 
I  am  lord  here,  who  shall  disturb  ua  then  J 
Nay,  come,  or,  by  the  rood.  I'll  make  you  come. 

Lady  F.  Help,  Madam  Fauconbridge,  for  God's 

JihUr  KoBiN  Hood  at  Ladt  Fauconbridge,  ami 
*        Block. 
Fau,  Hownow,  what  mean'sti 
Lady  F.  Help,  gentle  madam,  help ! 
KoB.  How  now,  what  ail'st  thou  1 
Block.  Nay,  and't  be  a  woman:  ne'er  fear  my 

master,  madam. 
Kor'  Why  speak'st  thou  not,  what  ail'st  thou) 

I  Old  eopj  giret  UiU  lloe  to  lb«  ladr,  >.«.,  the  mcreiunt't 
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Fait.  Why,  nothing,  by  the  rood,  nodiiiig  she 

aiU. 
Lady  F.  0  madami  this  vile  nun  would  hsre 

abused  me. 
And  foro'd  me  to  his  closet 
lioB.  Ah,  old  Cole,^  now  look  about :  joa  are 

catcht  1 
Lady  F.  Call  in  your  fellows,  Block. 
Fau.  Do  not,  thou  knave. 
Lady  F.  Do,  or  1*11  crack  your  crown. 
I3lo.  Nay,  Til  do't :  I  know  she  means  to  shame 
you.  [BxiL 

Fau.  Why,  Moll,  wilt  thou  believe  this  paltry 
woman) 
Huswife,  ril  have  you  whipp'd  for  sland'ring  me. 
lion.  What,    lecher  1    no,   she    is    an    honest 
woman : 
Her  husband^s  well  known;   all  the  household 
knows, 
l^i.o.  Hero's  some  now  to  tell  all  the  town  your 

mind. 
liADV  F.  Before  ye  all  I  must  [now]  siure  com- 
plain. 
You  Hw  this  wicked  man,  and  ye  all  know 
1  low  oft  he  hath  been  jealous  of  my  life : 
SuHpoctiug  falsehood,  being  false  himself. 
liiiO.  0  master,  0  master. 
Fau.  She  slanders  me ;  she  is  a  cozening  quean. 
Fetch  me  the  constable  :  FU  have  her  pumsh'd. 

Lady  F.  The  constable  for  me  ?  fie^  fie  upon  ye. 
Madam,  do  you  know  this  ring  ] 
Kon.  It  is  Sir  liichard's. 
Blo.  O,  aye,  that's  my  master's,  too  [ — too]  sure. 


^  Thii  Memi  to  be  lome  popular  and  weU-nndeTstood 
allusion — weU  understood  then,  but  now  obscure  enough  ; 
nor  does  Steerens's  explanation  help  us  much.  See  '*  Pop. 
AnUq.  of  Or.  BriUin/'^  1870,  iU.  822. 


LOOK  ABOUT  TOU.  477 

Fait.   Aj,  many,  I  did  lend  it  to  t^e  false 
drab 
To  fetch  Home  money  for  that  bankrupt  knave, 
Her  husband,  that  lies  prisoner  in  the  Fleet, 
Ladt  F.  My  husband  hankniptt    my  husband 
in  the  Fleet  prisoner  1 
No,  no,  he  is  as  good  a  man  as  you. 
£oB.  Ay,  that  he  is,  and  can  spend  pound  for 
pound 
With  thee,  i'faitb,  wert  richer  than  thou  art. 
I  know  the  gentleman. 

Lady  F.  Nay,  madam,  he  is 
Hard  by :  there  must  be  revels  at  the  Hind  to- 
night ; 
Your  copeamate's  there — Prince  John. 
Rob,  There's  a  hot  youth ! 
Blo.  O,  a  fierce  gentleman  I 
Lady  F.  He  was  fierce  as  yon;  hut  I  have 
match'd  him  ; 
The  princess  shall  be  there  in  my  attire. 

Fau.  a  plaguy,  crafty  quean,  marry  a  God, 
I  see  Prince  John  courted  as  well  as  I ; 
And  since  he  shall  be  mock'd  as  well  as  I, 
It's  some  contentment. 

Blo.  Mass,  he  droops. 
Fellow  Humphrey,  he  is  almost  taken, 
Look  about  ye,  old  Bichard.  [Atide. 

Fau.  Hence,  knaves ;  get  in  a  httle.     Pnrthee, 
Moll, 
Let  thou  and  I,  and  she,  shut  up  this  natter. 
Boa  Away,  sirs ;  get  in. 
Blo.  Come,  come, 
Let's  go ;  he  will  he  baited  now.    Farewell. 

[Exit  Block. 
Fau.    Marry,  sweet  Moll,  I  say,  I  met  this 
woman ; 
Lik'd  her,  lov'd  her ; 
For  she  is  worthy.  love,  I  promise  tbed. 
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I  say,  I  coturted  her :  tut,  make  no  brawl^ 
'Twixt  thou  and  I  we'll  have  amends  for  alL 
Bob.  ^Had  I  done  such  a  trick,  what  then  I  what 
then? 
'  Fau.  Ah  piythee,  Moll,  tut,  bear  with  men. 
Rob.  Aye,  we  must  bear  with  you ;  you'll  be 
excused, 
When  women  undeserved  are  abus'd. 
Fau.  Nay,  do  not  weep:  pardon  me,  gentle 
lady; 
I  know  thee  virtuous,  and  I  do  protest 
Never  to  have  an  evil  thought  of  thee. 
KoB.  Aye,  aye,  ye  swear ;  who's  that  that  will 

believe  ye  1 
Fau.  Now,  by  my  halidom  and  honest  faith. 
This  gentlewoman  shall  witness  what  I  swear. 
Sweet  duck,  a  little  help  me. 
Lady  F.  Trust  him,  madam. 
Fau.  I  will  be  kind,  credulous,  constant  ever. 
Do  what  thou  wilt,  I'll  be  suspicious  never. 

Rob.  For  which  I  thank  [the]  noble  Faucon- 
bridge.  [piacovers  himself, 

Fau.  Body  of  me,  who's  this  1  young  Hunting- 
ton? 
Lady  F.  And  I  your  lady,  whom  you  courted 
last,  [Digcavers  herself. 

Ye  looked  about  you  ill,  fox ;   we  have  caught 

ye; 
I  met  ye  at  Blackheath,  and  ye  were  hot. 

Fau.  I  knew  thee,  Moll ;  now,  by  my  sword,  I 
knew  thee. 
I  wink'd  at  all ;  I  laughed  at  every  jest 

Rob.  Aye,  he  did  wink ;  the  blind  man  had  an 
eye.^ 
Fau.  Peace,  Robin,  thou't  once  be  a  man  as  L 
Lady  F.  Well,  I  must  bear  it  alL 

.'  ^  aUqsion  to.  an  old  uroTerb. 
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Fau.  Come,  and  ye  bear. 
It's  but  your  office  ;  come,  forget,  sweet  MoU, 

Lady.  F.  I  do  forgive  it,  and  forget  it,  sir. 

Fau,  Why,  that's  well  said ;  that's  done  like  a 
good  girL 
Ha,  eiirob,  ha,  you  match'd  me,  pretty  earL 

ItOB.  I  have,  ye  sec,  sir ;  1  must  unto  Black- 
heath 
In  quest  of  Richard,  whom  I  sent  to  seek 
Earl  Gloster  out.     I  know  he's  at  thu  hermit's. 
Lend  me  your  coach  ;  I'll  shift  me,  as  I  ride  ; 
Farewell,  Sir  Eichanl.  [E^il. 

Fau.  Farewell,  England's  pride. 
By  the  matins,  Moll,  tt  is  a  pretty  child ; 
Shall  we  go  meet  John  t  shall  we  go  mock  the 
prince  I 

Lady  F.  We  wilL 

Fau.  O.  then  we  shall  have  sport  anon. 
Never  wear  yellow,  MoU ;  'twas  but  a  trick  ; 
Old  Fauconbridge  will  still  be  a  mad  Dick. 

[Exeu7il. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-NINTH. 

^lUer  Redcap  and  GixjsTER. 

Red.  Do  ye  s-B-say,  fa-fa-father  hermit,  th-that 
Gl-Glo8t«r  is  about  this  heath  I 

Glo.  He  is  upon  this  heath,  son  ;  look  about  it. 
Run  bht  the  compass,  thou  shalt  find  him  out. 

Red.  R-r-run !  I'll  r-nm  the  co-compass  of  all 
K-Kent  but  I'll  f-find  him  out ;  my  f-f-father 
(where'er  he  lays  his  head)  dare  ne-never  come 
home,  I  know,  t-t-till  he  be  fo-fo-found. 

Glo.  Well,  thou  shalt  find  him.  Know'st  thou 
who's  a-hunting  I 

Red.  M-m-marry,  'tis  the  Earls  of  La-La-Lan- 
caster and  Le-Leicest«r.     Fa-iarfarewell,  f-father  ; 
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and  I  find  Skink  or  Glo-GIoster,  I'll  g-g-give  thee 
the  pr-price  of  a  penny  p-p-pudding  for  thy  p-pains. 

[Exit 
6lo.  Adien,  good  friend :  this  is  sure  the  fellow 
I  sent  on  message  from  the  Parl'ament — 
The  porter's  son — he's  still  in  quest  of  me. 
And  Skink,  that  cosen'd  him  of  his  red  cap  ! 

Enter  RiCHARD,  like  a  Serving-man. 

But  look  about  thee,  Gloster ;  who  comes  yonder  I 

0,  a  plain  senring-man,  and  yet  perhaps 

His  bags  are  lin'd. 

And  my  purse  now  grows  thin : 

If  he  have  any,  I  must  share  with  him. 

Enter  Skink,  like  a  Hermit. 

And  who's  on  yond  side?    0,  it  is  my  hermit; 
Hath  got  his  other  suit,  since  I  went  forth. 

Skink.  Sblood,  yonder's company ;  1*11  back  again, 
Else  I  would  be  with  you  counterfeit ; 
I'll  leave  the  rogue  till  opportunity. 
But  never  eat,  till  I  have  quit  my  wrong.       [Exit. 

Rich.  I  saw  two  men  attend  like  holy  hermits ; 
One's  slipped  away,  the  other's  at  his  beads. 
Now,  Richard,  for  the  love  of  Marian, 
^lake  thy  inquire,  where  mad  Gloster  lives. 
If  England  or  the  verge  of  Scotland  hold  him, 
rU  seek  him  thus  disguis'd.     If  he  be  pass'd 
To  any  foreign  part,  I'll  follow  him. 
Love,  thou  art  Lord  of  hearts ;  thy  laws  are  sweet; 
In  every  troubled  way  thou  guid'st  our  feet. 
Lovers,  enjoin'd  to  pass  the  dangerous  sea 
Of  big-swolPn  sorrow  in  the  bark  Affection, 
The  winds  and  waves  of  woe  need  never  fear. 
While  Love  the  helm  doth,  like  a  pilot,  steer. 

Glq.  Here's  some  lover  come,  amischief  on  him ! 
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I  know  not  how  to  answer  tliesd  mad  foola ; 
But  I'll  be  brief ;  HI  mar  the  hermit's  tale. 
Off,  gown  ;  hold,  buckler;  slice  it,  Bilbo'  blade. 

EicH.  What's  thial  whAt  should  this  meanl  old 
man,  good  friend. 

Glo.  Young  fool,  deliver ;  else  see  your  end. 

EiCH.  I  thought  thou  hadst  been  holy  and  a 
hermit. 

Glo.  Whate'er  you  thought,  your  purse !  come, 
quickly,  sir ; 
Cast  that  upon  the  ground,  and  then  confer. 

Rich.  There  it  is. 

Glo.  Falls  it  ao  heavy  t  then  my  heart  is  liglit. 

KiCH.  Thou'It  have  a  heavy  heart  before  thou 
touch  it. 
Theft   shrin'd   in  holy  weeds,   stand  to't,  y'are 
best. 

Glo.  And  if  I  do  not,  seeing  such  a  prey. 
Let  this  be  to  me  a  disaster  day. 

Eice.  Art  thou  content  to  breathe  J 

[figbi  arid  pari  once  w  Iwke. 

Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 
Take  half  thy  money,  and  we'll  friendly  part. 

EiCH,  I  will  not  cherish  theft. 

Glo.  Then  I  defy  thee. 

\F'\qH  aga.\%  and  hrtailit. 

EicH.  Alas  for  pity,  that  so  stout  a  man, 
So  reverend  in  aspect,  should  take  this  course. 

Glo.  This  is  no  common  man  with  whom  I  fight. 
And  if  he  be,  he  is  of  wond'roua  apright.  \As\dt. 
Shall  we  part  stakes ) 

Rich.  Fellow,  take 

Tlie  purse  upon  condition  thou  wilt  follow  me. 

Glo.  What,  wait  on  youl  wear  a  tum'd  lively. 
Whose  man's  your  master!     If  I  be  your  man, 
My  man's  man's  office  will  bo  escellont ! 
There  lies  your  purse  again ;  win  it  and  wear  it 

vol-  VII.  2  Q 
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EtU^  Robin  Hood.    They  breathe,  offer  again. 

KoB.  Clashing  of  weapons  at  my  welcome  hither? 
Bick'ring  upon  BlackheatL    Well-said,  old  man ; 
ril  take  thy  side,  the  younger  hath  the  odds. 
Stay,  end  your  quarrel,  or  I  promise  ye 
I'll  take  the  old  man's  part. 

Rich.  You  were  not  wont. 
Young  Huntington  ;  [be]  still  on  Richard's  side. 

RoB.  Pardon,  gracious  prince ;  I  knew  ye  not 

6lo.  Prince  Richard?  then  lie,  envy,  at  his 
foot. 
Pardon  thy  cousin  Gloster,  valiant  lord. 
I  knew  no  common  force  confronted  mine. 

RlCH.^  O  heaven,  I  had  the  like  conceit  of  thine, 
I  tell  thee,  Robin,  Gloster,  thou  art  met. 
Bringing  such  comfort  unto  Richard's  heart : 
As  in  the  foil  of  war,  when  dust  and  sweat. 
The  thirst  of  wreak,^  and  the  sun's  fiery  heat. 
Have  seized  upon  the  soul  of  valiance. 
And  he  must  faint,  except  he  be  refresh'i 
To  me  thou  com'st,  as  if  to  him  should  come 
A  perry  •  from  the  north,  whose  frosty  breath 
Might  fan  him  coolness  in  that  doubt  *  of  death. 
With  me  then  meet'st,  as  he  a  spring  might  meet, 
Cooling  the  earth  under  his  toil-parch'd  feet, 
Whose  crystal  moisture,  in  his  helmet  ta'en. 
Comforts  his  spirits,  makes  him  strong  again. 

Glo.  Prince,  in  short  terms,  if  you  have  brought 
me  comfort. 
Know,  if  I  had  my  pardon  in  this  hand, 
That  smit  base  Skink  in  open  Parliament, 
I  would  not  come  to  Court,  till  the  high  feast 
Of  your  proud  brother's  birthday  be  expired. 
For  as  the  old  king — as  he  made  a  vow 


1  Old  copy  gives  this  line  to  Qloster.  '  Old  copy,  weak, 

'  Hftlliwell  says,  "a  squall."  *  Fear. 
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At  his  unlucky  coronation,  [that  I] 

Must  wait  upon  the  boy  and  fill  his  cup, 

And  all  the  peers  must  kneel,  while  Henry  kneels, 

Unto  hia  cradle — he  ehall  hang  me  up, 

Ere  I  commit  that  vile  idolatiy. 

But  when  the  least  is  paas'd,  if  you'll  befriend  nie, 

I'll  come  and  brave  my  proud  foes  to  their  teeth. 

Rich.  Come,  Robin ;  and,  if  my  brother'a  grace 
deny, 
I'll  take  thy  p.irt,  them  and  their  threats  defy. 

Glo.  Gramercy,  princely  Dick. 

Bob.  I  have  so^ie  pow'r : 
I  can  raise  two  thousand  soldiers  in  an  hour. 

Glo.  Gramercy,  llobin  ;  gramercy,  little  wag. 
Prince  Richard,  pray  let  Huntington 
Carry  my  sister  Fauconbridge  this  ring. 

Rich.  I'll  carry  it  myself;  but  I  had  rather 
Had  thy  kind  comi)aDy ;  thou  might'st  have  mov'd 
Thy  sister,  whom  I  long  have  vainly  lov'd. 

Glo.  I  like  her  that  she  shuns  temptation, 
Prince  Richard ;  hut  I  bear  with  doting  lovers. 
I  should  not  take  it  well,  that  you  urge  me 
To  such  an  office  :  but  I  bear  with  you. 
Love's  blind  and  mad.    Hie  to  her  boldly :  try  her ; 
But  if  I  know  she  yield,  faith,  I'U  defy  her. 

Rich.  I  like  thy  honourable  resolution; 
OloKter,  I  pray  thee  pardon  my  intreat. 

Glo.  It  is  men's  custom :  part,  part,  gentle  prince, 
Farewell,  good  Robin,  this  gold  I  will  borrow  ; 
Meet  you  at  Stepney,  pay  you  all  to-morrow. 

Rob.  Adieu,  Gloster.  [ExU  Robin. 

Glo.  Farewell,  be  short. 
You  gone.  I  hope  to  have  a  little  sport 

Rich.  Take  heed,  mad  coz. 

Glo.  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  heed :  [EAt  Richakd, 
Jle  that's  too  wary'  never  hath  good  speed. 

'  Old  copy,  irray. 
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SCENE  THE  TfflRTIETH. 

Holloaing  within;  enter  LANCASTER  %»ith  a  broken 

staff  in  his  hand. 

Who's  this?  old  Lancaster,  my  honour'd  friend  f 

Lan.  These  knaves  have  seiVd  me  well,  left 
me  alone, 
I  have  hunted  fairly,  lost  my  purse,  my  chain, 
My  jewels,  and  been  bang*d  by  a  bold  knave. 
Clad  in  a  hermit's  gown,  like  an  old  man — 
0,  what  a  world  is  tnis  I 

Glo.  It's  ill,  my  lord. 

Lan.  He's  come  again  !    O  knave,  'tis  the  worse 
for  thee :   [Mistakes  Gloster /or  the  Hermit. 
Keep  from  me :  be  content  with  that  thou  hast. 
And  see  thou  fly  this  heath,  for,  if  I  take  thee, 
rU  make  thee  to  all  thieves  a  spectacle. 
Had  my  staff  held,  thou  hadst  not  'scap'd  me  so. 
But  come  not  near  me,  fellow,  thou  art  not  ^  best, 
Holla,  Earl  Leicester !  holla,  huntsmen,  ho ! 

Glo.  Upon  my  life,  old  Lancaster,  a-hunting, 
Hath  met  my  fellow-hermit.     Could  I  meet  him, 
I'd  play  [at]  rob-thief,  at  least  part  stakes  with 
nim. 

Enter  Skink  as  a  J^ermit, 
Skink.  Zounds,  he  is  yonder  alone. 

Enier  Eedcap  with  a  cudgel. 

Skink.  Now  revenge  thyself  on  yonder  slave,* 
'Snails,  still  prevented  ?  this  same  Kedcap  rogue 
Euns  like  hob-goblin  up  and  down  the  heath. 


^  Old  copy,  not  thou  art, 

'  i.e.,  GlosUr^  diflguiaed  also  as  a  hermit 
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Eed.  Wh-wh-wh-whoop,  he-hermit,  ye   ha-ha- 
nia<ma,-m.ide 
Be^Bedcap  run  a  fine  co-co-compass,  ha-have  you 
not) 

Skink.  I  made  thee  run  J 

GlO,  Yonder's  my  evil  angel. 
Were  Redcap  gone,  Gloater  would  conjure  him. 

Red.  Je-Je-JeaUB  bl-hlesB  me,  whoop !  t-t-two 
hermita  1  I'll  ca-ca-caperclaw  t-t-t'one  of  ye,  for  mo- 
mo-mocking  me,  and  I  d-d-do  not  ha-ha-hang  me. 
Wh-wh-which  is  the  fa-fa-false  k-k-k-knave  )  for  I 
am  B-B-Bure  the  old  he-he-hermit  wo-would  nevor 
mo-mock  an  honest  man. 

Glo.   He  is  the  counterfeit ;  he  mock'd  thee, 
fellow. 
I  did  not  see  thee  in  my  life  before, 
He  wears  my  garments,  and  haa  cosencd  me. 

Eed.  Have  you  co-co-coseneU  the  he-he-hermit 
and  m-made 
Eedcap  run  to  no  pu-pu-puipose  t 

Skink.  No,  he's  [a]  counterfeit ;  I  will  tell  no  lies, 
Aa  sure  as  Skink  deceiv'd  thee  of  thy  clothes, 
Sent  thee  to  Kent,  gave  thee  thy  fare  by  water. 
So  sure,  he's  false,  and  I  the  perfect  hermit 

GiX).  This  villain  is  a  conjuror,  I  doubt, 
Were  he  the  devil,  yet  I  would  not  budge. 

Red.  Si-si-sirrah,  you  are  the  co-counterfeit  0, 
this  is  the  tr-tr-true  he-hermit.     Sta-sta-stand  still, 

f-good  man,  at  that,  I'll  bu-bumbast  you  i'faith, 
'U  make  you  g-give  the  old  m-m-man  his  gown. 
[Ofert  to  ttrih;  GlosteR  trips  up  his  keelt; 
tU/ts  Skink  into  his  plaee, 
G-G-God'a  lid,  are  ye  go-good  at  that  t     I'll  cu- 
cndgel  ye  f-f-for  the  tr-tr- trick. 
Skink.    It  was  not  I ;  'twas  be,  that  cast  thee 

down. 
Red.  You  li-li-lilie,  you  ra-ra>rasca1,  you ;  I  le- 
Ie&  ye  st-Btaoding  be-b^«. 
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Skink.  Zounds,  hold,  you  stammerer,  or  Fll  cut 

your  stumps. 
6lo.  He  is  for  me ;  he's  weapon'd — I  like  that ! 
Bed.  O,  here's  a  ro-ro-rogue  in-ca-ca-camate, 

help,  mu-murder,  murder. 

ErUer  LANCASTER  and  HUNTSMEN  at  om  door, 
Leicester  and  Huntsmen  ai  another. 

Lan.  Lay  hold  upon  that  thievish  counterfeit 
Lel  Why,  here's  another  hermit,  Lancaster  : 
Glo.  I  am  the  hermit,  sir ;  that  wretched  man 
Doth  many  a  robbery  in  my  disguise : 
Skink.  It's  he  that  robs ;  he  slanders  me ;  he  lies. 
Lan.  Which  set  on  thee  t 
Ked.  Th-this  f-f-fellow  has  a  s-s-sword  and  a 

buckler. 
Lan.  Search  him;  this  is  the  thief;  O,  here's 
my  purse, 
My  chain,  my  jewels  !  0  thou  wicked  wretch. 
How  dar'st  thou,  under  show  of  holiness. 
Commit  such  actions  of  impiety  1 
Bind  him,  I'll  have  him  made  a  public  scorn. 
Skink.  Lay  hold  upon  that  other  hermit ; 
He  is  a  counterfeit  as  well  as  I. 
He  stole  those  clothes  from  me ;  for  I  am  Skink. 
Search  him,  I  know  him  not,  he  is  some  slave. 
Glo.  Thou  liest,  base  varlet. 
Bed.  0  G-Grod,  he  has  a  sword  too.  Skink,  are 

you  ca-catcht  ? 
Lan.  Villain,    thou    shalt  with  me  unto   the 

Court. 
Lei.  And  this  with    me ;  this   is  the  traitor 

Gloster. 
Glo.  Thou  liest,  proud  Leicester ;    I  am  no 

traitor. 
Bed,  G-Gloster  1  0  b-brave,  now  m-my  father 

sh-shall  be  f-free. 
Lan.  Earl  Gloster,  I  am  sorry  thou  art  taken* 
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Glo.  I  am  not  taken  yet,  nor  will  I  yield 
To  any  here  but  noble  Lancaster. 
Let  Skink  be  Leicester's  prisoner ;  I'll  be  tiiine. 

Lel  Thou  shall  be  mine. 

Glo.  First,  through  &  crimson  sluice, 
I'll  send  thy  hated  suiil  to  those  black  fiends, 
That  long  nave  hovered  gaping  for  their  part. 
When  tyrant  life  should  leave  thy  traitor  heart ! 
Come,  Lancaster,  keep  Skink ;  I'll  go  with  thee. 
Let  loose  the  mad  knave,  for  I  praise  his  ehitls. 
He  shall  not  start  away ;  I'll  be  his  guide. 
And  with  proud  looks]  outface  young    Henry's 
pride. 

Lei.  Look  to  them,  Lancaster,  upon  thy  life. 

Eed.  "Well,  I'll  r-nin  and  get  a  p-pardon  of  the 
k-k-k-king, 
Gl-Gloster  and  Skink  tarta-taken !    O  b-b-brave, 
r-r-r-run,  Ee-Re-Eedca-cap,  a-and  ca-ca-carry 
the  first  n-n-newa  to  Co-Co-Court. 

Lei.  Lancaster,  I'll  help  to  guard  them  to  the 

Lan,  Do  as  you  please, 

Glo.  Leicester,  do  not  come  near  me  ; 
For,  if  thou  do,  thou  shalt  buy  it  dearly, 

Lel  I'll  have  thy  hand  for  this. 

Glo.  Not  for  thy  heart. 

Skins.  Brave  Earl,  had  Skink  known  thou 
hadst  been  the  noble  Gloster  (whose  mad  triuks 
have  made  me  love  thee),  I  would  have  dyed 
Blackheath  red  with  the  blood  of  millions,  ere  we 
would  have  been  taken  ;  but  what  remedy  I  we 
are  fast,  and  must  answer  it  like  gentlemen,  like 
soldiers,  like  resolutes. 

Glo.  Aye,  ye  are  a  gallant.     Come,  old  Lan- 
caster, 
For  thy  sake  will  I  go,  or  else,  by  heaven, 
I'd  send  some  dozen  of  these  slaves  to  hell. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  THE  THTBTY-FIEST. 

Enter  Prince  Bichabd,  Bobin  Hood,  and  Lady 

Fauconbridge. 

Ladt  F.  Your  travail  and  your  comfortable  news : 
This  ring,  the  certain  sign  yon  met  with  him  : 
Binds  me  in  duteous  love  unto  your  grace  ; 
But  on  my  knees  I  fall,  and  humbly  crave 
Importune  that  no  more  you  ne'er  can  have. 

KiCH.  Nay,  then,  ye  wrong  me.  Lady  Faucon- 
bridge, 
Did  you  not  join  your  fair  white  hands, 
Swore  that  ye  would  forswear  your  husband's  bed, 
[And]  if  I  could  but  find  out  Glosterl 

Lady  F.  I  swear  so  1 

KiCH.  [Yes,]  by  heaven. 

Eo&  Take  heed ;  it's  an  high  oath,  my  lord. 

EiCH.  What  meanest  thou,  Huntington  f 

Rob.  To  save  your  soul ; 
I  do  not  love  to  have  my  friends  forsworn, 
She  never  pronus'd,  that  you  urge  her  with. 

EiCH.  60  to ;  provoke  me  not. 
Rob.  I  tell  you  true  ; 
Twas  I  in  her  attire  that  promised  you. 
She  was  gone  unto  the  wizard  at  Blackheath, 
And  there  had  suitors  more  than  a  good  many. 

Rich.  Was  I  deluded  then  ? 

Lady  F.  No,  not  deluded  ; 
But  hind'red  from  desire  unchaste  and  rude. 
O,  let  me  woo  ye  with  the  tongue  of  ruth, 
Dewing  your  princely  hand  with  pity's  tears. 
That  you  would  leave  this  most  unlawful  suit, 
If  e'er  we*live,  till  Fauconbridge  be  dead, 
(As  (rod  defend  his  death  I  should  desire). 
Then,  if  your  highness  deign  so  base  a  match^ 
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And  holy  laTTB  admit  a  marriage. 
Considering  our  affinity  in  blood, 
I  will  become  your  baadmaid,  not  your  barlotj — 
That  shame  Bhall  never  dwell  upon  my  brow. 

Rob.  i'  iaith,  my  lord,  she's  honourably  resolv'd, 
For  shame,  no  more ;  importune  her  no  more. 

Rich.  Marian,  I  see  thy  virtue,  and  commend 

I  know  my  error,  seeking  thy  dishonour, 
Bat  the  respectless,  reasonless  command 
Of  my  inflamed  love,  bids  me  stlU  try, 
And  trample  under  foot  all  piety; 
Yet,  for  1  will  not  seem  too  impious, 
Too  inconsiderate  of  thy  seeming  grief. 
Vouchsafe  to  be  my  mistress  :  use  me  kindly, 
And  I  protest  I'll  strive  with  all  my  power, 
That  lust  himself  may  in  his  heat  devour. 

Lady  F.  You  are  my  servant,  then. 

Rich.  Thanks,  sacred  mistress. 

Rob.  What  am  I  ? 

Lady  F.  You  are  my  fellow  Robert. 

Enter  FaUCONBRIDGe  tn  hit  hott  and  douOlel. 

Fau.  What,  Prince  Richard  1   noble  Hunting- 
ton? 
Welcome,  i'  faith,  welcome  !  by  the  morrow  mass! 
You  are  come  as  fitly  as  my  heart  can  wisli. 
Prince  John  this  night  will  be  a  reveller, 
He  hath  invited  me  and  Marian, 
God's  marry  mother,  go  along  with  ub, 
It's  but  hard  by,  close  by — at  our  town-tavem. 

Rich,  Your  tavern  ? 

Fau.    0,   aye,  aye,  aye ;    'tis   hia   own  made 
match, 
111  make  you  laugh,  I'll  make  you  laugh,  i'faith ; 
Come,  come ;  he's  ready. '  0,  come,  come  away. 

Lady  F.  But  where's  the  princess ) 


490  LOOK  ABOUT  TOXT. 

Fau.  She  is  *  ready  too ; 
Block,  Block,  my  man,  most  be  her  waiting-man. 
Nay,  will  ye  go  f  for  God's  sake,  let  us  go. 
EiCH.  Is  the  jest  so  t  nay,  then,  let  us  away. 
Rob.  0,  'twill  allay  his  heat,  make  dead  his  fire. 
Fau.  Ye  bobb'd  me  first;   ye  first  gave  me 
my  hire, 
But  come,  a  Grod's  name,  Prince  John  stays  for 
us.  [Exeunt 

KoB.  This  is  the  word  *  ever  at  spendthrifts' 
feasts, 
They  are  gull'd  themselves,  and  ncofTd  at  by  their 
guests.  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  THIRTY-SECOND. 

A  tavern.     Enter  JOHN,  FauconbriDGE,  Robin 
Hood,  Richard,  and  the  others.^ 

John.  Baffled  and  scoflTd!  Skink,61oster,  women, 
Fools  and  boys  abuse  me.     I'll  be  reveng'd. 

Rich.  Reveng'd  I  and  why,  good  child  ? 
Old  Fauconbridge  hath  had  a  worser  basting. 

Fau.  Aye,  they  have  banded  [me]  from  chase  to 
chase; 
I  have  been  their  tennis-ball,  since  I  did  court. 

Rich.   Come,  John,  take  hand  with  virtuous 
Isabel, 
And  let's  unto  the  court,  like  loving  friends. 
Our  kingly  brother's  birth-dajr's  festival 
Is  forthwith  to  be  kept ;  thither  we'll  hie, 
And  grace  with  pomp  that  great  solemnity. 

John.  Whither  ye  will ;  I  care  not,  where  I  go. 
If  grief  will  grace  it,  111  adorn  the  show. 

^  Old  copy,  he*9. 

t  Old  copy  giyes  as  the  gtage-direction  here  merely, 
Enter  John, 
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Fait.  Come,  madam ;  we  must  thither ;  we  are 

l)oimd. 
Lady.i  I'm  loth  to  see  the  court,  Gloster  being 
from  thence, 
Or  kneel  to  him  that  gave  us  this  oSence. 
Fait.    Body  of  me,  peace,  woman,  I  prythee, 
peace. 

Enlei-  KedcaP. 

Ked.  Go-Go-Go(1  [speed]  ye,  Go-God  s-speed  yu  '. 

John,  Whither  run  you,  sir  knave  t 

Eed,  R-r-run  ye,  air  knave?  why,  I  r-run  to  my 
I^a-Lady  Fa-Fauconbridge,  to  te-te-tell  Iier  Sk-Skink 
and  Gl-Gloster  is  taken,  and  are  g-g-^one  to  the 
c-c-court  with  L-Lord  Leicester  and  L-Lord  La-Ln- 
Lancaster. 

John.  Is  Gloster  taken !  thither  will  I  Sy 
Upon  wrath's  wings  ;  not  quiet  till  he  die, 

[Exit  with  Princess. 

EiuiL  Is  Gloster  taken ) 

Red.  Aye,  he  is  to-taken, 
I  wa-warnmt  ye,  with  a  wi- witness. 

EiCH.  Then  will  I  to  court, 
And  either  set  him  free,  or  die  the  death. 
Follow  me,  Faucoubridge  ;  fear  not,  fair  madum  : 
You  said  you  had  the  porter  in  your  house  1 
Some  of  your  servants  bring  him ;  on  my  life. 
One  hair  shall  not  be  taken  from  his  head. 
Nor  ho,  nor  you,  nor  Gloster,  injured. 

Fad.  Come,  Moll,  and  Richard  say  the  word, 
ne'er  fear. 

Rob.  Madam,  we  have  twenty  thousand  atourcall, 
The  moat  young  Heniy  dares  is  but  to  brawl. 

Lady  F.  Pray  God,  it  prove  so. 

Rich.  Follow,  Huntington  : 
Sir  Richard,  do  not  fail  to  send  the  porter. 

,  '  old  copy,  Lan, 
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Fau.  Block,  bring  the  porter  of  the  Fleet  to  court 

Blo.  I  will,  sir. 

Red.  The  p-p-porter  of  the  Fl-Fl-Fleet  to  court  t 
What  p-p-porter  of  the  Fl-Fl-Fleet  1 

Blo.  V^^iat,  Kedcap  t 
Bun,  Bedcap,  wilt  thoa  see  thy  father  1 

Bed.  My  fa-father  f 
Aye,  that  I  w- would  s-see  my  f-father,  and  there  be 
A  p-porter  in  your  ho-house,  it  is  my  fa-father. 

^LO.  Follow  me,  Bedcap,  then.  [Bxit. 

Bed.  And  you  were  tw-tw-twenty  B-Blocks,  I'd 
f-f-follow  ye,  8-so  I  would,  and  r-run  to  the  co-co- 
conrt  too,  and  k-kneel  before  the  k-k-king  f-f-for 
his  pa-pardon. 

Blo.  [Wiihin.]  Come  away,  Bedcap;  run.  Bed- 
cap. 

Bed.   I-I-I  r-r-run  as  f-f-fast  as  I-I  ca-ca-can 
run,  I  wa^warrant  ye. 


SCENE  THE  THIETY-THIED. 

£nier  a  Signet,^  first  two  Heralds,  after  tliem  LEI- 
CESTER, with  a  sceptre,  LANCASTER,  vnth  a 
croum  imperial  an  a  cushion :  after  them  HSKRY 
THE  Elder,  bare-headed,  bearing  a  suoord  and. 
a  globe  :  after  him  YoUNG  HenRY,  crowned  : 
Elinor,  the  Mother-Queen,  crowned:   YoUNG 

Queen  crowned:  Henry  the  Elder  places 

his  son,  the  ttvo  Queens  on  either  hand,  Mm^df 
at  his  feet,  LEICESTER  and  LANCASTER  below 
him. 

Hen.   Herald,  fetch  Lancaster  and  Leicester 
coronets, 

^  Compare  ''  First  Part  of  Jenmimo,"  toL  It.,  p.  349,  and 
the  note. 
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Suffer  no  marquis,  oarl,  nor  countess  euter, 
Except  their  temples  circled  are  in  gold. 

[ffe  dtlivert  eoroneU  to  Leicester 
and  Lancaster. 
Siiew  them  our  viceroys :  by  our  will  controU'd, 
As  at  ft  coronfttion,  every  peer 
Appears  in  all  his  pomp  ;  bo  at  this  feast. 
Held  for  our  birthright,  let  them  be  adorn'd. 
Let  Gloster  be  brought  in,  uro^vned  like  an  earl. 

[Exit  HERAU). 
This  day  we'll  have  no  parley  of  his  death. 
But  talk  of  jouissance  and  gleeful  mirth. 
Let  Skink  come  in ;  give  bun  a  baron's  seat. 
High  is  his  spirit,  his  deserts  are  great 

King.  You  wrong  the  honour  of  nobility 
To  place  a  robber  in  a  baron's  stead. 

Queen,  It's  well  ye  term  him  not  a  murderer. 

King.  Had  I  misterm'd  him  T 

Queen.  Ay,  that  had  you,  Henry, 
He  did  a  piece  of  justice  at  my  bidding. 

King,  who  made  you  a  justice  t 

Hen.  I,  that  Lad  the  power. 

King.  You  had  none  then. 

Enter  Gloster  and  Skink. 

Lei.  Yes,  he  was  crown'd  before. 

Hkn.  Why  does  not  Gloster  wear  a  coronet  I 

Glo.  Because  his  sovereign  doth  not  wear  a 
crown. 

Hen.  By  heaven,  put  on  thy  coronet,  or  that 
heaven, 
VVTuch  now  witli  a  clear  [arch]  lends  us  this  light. 
Shall  not  be  curtain'd  with  the  veil  of  night, 
Ere  on  thy  head  I  clap  a  burning  crown 
Of  red-hot  iron,  that  shall  sear  thy  brains. 

EicB.  Good  Gloster,  crown  thee  with  thy  coronet. 

Lan.  Do,  gentle  earl. 
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Skink.  Swounds,  do ;  would  I  had  one. 

Queen.  Do  not,  I  prythee,  keep  thy  proud  heart 
stilL 

Glo.  I'll  wear  it  but  to  cross  thy  froward  will. 

Hen.  Sit  down,  and  take  thy  place. 

Glo.  It's  the  low  earth ; 

To  her  I  must,  from  her  I  had  my  birth.  ^ 

Hen.  We  are  pleased  thou  shalt  sit  there. 
Skink,  take  thy  place  among  my  nobles. 

Enter  John  and  Isabel,  tnth  coronets. 

Skink.  Thanks  to  King  Henry's  grace. 

John.  John,  Earl  of  Morton  and  of  Nottingham, 
With  Isabel  his  countess,  bow  themselves 
Before  their  brother  Henry's  royal  throne  ! 

Hen.  Ascend  your  seats ;  live  in  our  daily  love. 

Enter  Richard  and  Robert,  with  coronets.    . 

Rich.  Richard,  the  Prince  of  England,  with  his 
ward, 
The  noble  Robert  Hood,  Earl  Huntington, 
Present  their  service  to  your  majesty. 
Hen.  Y'are  welcome,  too,  though  little  be  your 
love.  [Aside.^ 

Enter  Fauconbridge  with  his  Lady,  she  a  coronet. 

Fau.  Old  Richard  Fauconbridge,  Knight  of  the 
Cross, 
Lord  of  the  Cinque  Ports,  with  his  noble  wife. 
Dame  Marian,  Countess  of  West-Hereford,^ 
Offer  their  duties  at  this  royal  meeting. 


^  [Old  copy,  hreathJ] 

•  [Compare  Courthope's  "  Historic  Peerage,"   1857,  r. 
Hereford.] 
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Hen.  Sit  down,  thou  art  a  neuter,  she  a  foe. 
Thy  love  we  doubt ;  her  heart  too  well  we  know. 

[Aside. 
What  suitors  are  without  1  let  them  come  in. 
Glo.  And  have  no  justice,  where  contempt  is 

king. 
Hen.  Madman,  I  give  no  ear  to  thy  loose  words. 
John.  0  sir,  y*are  welcome ;  you  have  your  old 

seat. 
Glo.  Though  thou  sit  higher,  yet  my  heart's  as 

great. 
Queen.  Great  heart,  we'll  make  you  lesser  by 

the  head. 
Glo.  Ill  comes  not  ever  to  the  threatened.  ^ 

Enter  Block  and  Redcap. 

Hen.  What  are  you  two  1 

Eed.    M-ma-marry,    and't   please   you,    I    am 
Re-Re-Redcap. 

Hen.  And  what's  your  mate  1 

Blo.  a  poor  porter,  sir. 

John.  The  porter  of  the  Fleet,  that  was  con- 
demned f 

Blo.  No,  truly,  sir ;  I  was  porter  last,  when 
I  left  the  door  open  at  the  tavern. 

John.  0,  is't  you,  sir  1 

Lei.  And  what  would  you  two  have  ? 

Red.  I  co-co-come  to  re-re-re-qui-quire  the  young 
k-k-king  of  his  go-goo-goodness,  since  Glo-Gloster 
is  t-taken,  that  he  wo-wo-would  let  my  fa-fa-father 
have  his  pa-pa-pardon. 

Hen.  Sirrah,  your  father  has  his  pardon  sign'd. 
Go  to  the  office,  it  shall  be  delivered. 

Red.  And  shall  he  be  p-p-porter  a-ga-gain  ? 

^  [In  allusion  to  the  proyerb,  nreatened  nun  live  long.] 
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Hek.  Aye,  that  he  shall ;  bnt  let  him  "he  advit'd. 
Hereafter  how  [be]  lets  out  priBoners. 

Ked.  I  wa-warrant  ye,  my  lord. 

Hkn.  What  hast  thou  more  to  say  1 

Red.  Marry,  I  wo-would  have  Skink  pu-punish'd 
For  CO-CO- coney -catching  me. 

Lei.  la  that  your  business ! 

Red,  Aye,  by  my  t-t-trotU  is  it. 

Hkn.  Then  get  away, 

Glo.  Against  Skink  (pior  knave)  thou  gett'st 
no  right  this  day. 

Blo.  O,  but  run  back,  Redcap, forthe  pursuivant! 

0  L-Lord,  s-sir,  I  have  another  s-suit  for  the 
p-p-pursuivant. 
That  has  l-l-lost  his  b-b-box  and  hi^  wa-wa- warrant. 

Hen.  What  means  the  fellow  1 

Red.  Why,  the  pu-pu-purauivant,  air,  and  the 


Fau.  Marry  a  me,  and  I  was  cbarg'd  with  it. 
Had  you  it,  brother  Glosterl     God's  good  mercy  ! 
Hen.  And  what  have  you  to  say  1 
BLa    Nothing,  sir. 
But  God  bless  you !  you  are  a  goodly  company  ! 
Except  Sir  Richard^  or  my  lady  will  comm.ind  me 
Ai^  more  service. 

Fau.  Away,  you  prating  knare !  hence,  varlet, 
henca  [Exit  BLOCK. 

Lel  Put  forth  them  fellows  there. 
Red.  Af-fofore  I  g-go, 
I  b-b-be-B-8-seech  you,  let  Sk-Skink  and  Gl-GIoater 

be  lo-Io-looked  to ; 
For  they  have  p-p-play'd  the  k-k-knaves  too-too- 
too-b-h-bao. 
Hex.  Take  hence  that  stutt^ing  fellow;  shut 
him  *  forth. 

>  [Old  copy,  WiUian.] 
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Red.  Nay,  I'll  ru-ni-run;  faith,  you  sliall  not 
n-n-need  to  b-b-b-bid  him  ta-t-tahe  m-me  away; 
for  Re-Re-Kedcap  mil  r-ru-run  rarely. 

^  [Exit  Redcap. 

Hen.  The  sundry  misdemeaiiors  Inte  committed, 
As  thefts  aad  shifts  in  other  men's  disguiae. 
We  now  must  (knave  Skink)  freely  tell  thy  faults. 

Skink.  Sweet  king,  by  these  two  terrors^  to 
mine  enemies,  that  lend  light  to  my  body's  dark- 
ness :  Cavilero  Skink  being  bele^uer'd  with  an 
host  of  leaden  heels,  arm'd  in  ring  Irish  ;'  cheated 
my  hammerer  of  his  red  cap  and  coat;  was  sur- 
pria'd,  brought  to  the  Fleet  as  a  person  suspected, 
pass'd  current,  till  Gloster  stripped  me  from  my 
counterfeit,  clad  my  back  ia  silk  and  my  heart  in 
sorrow,  and  so  left  me  to  the  mercy  of  my  mother- 
wit.  How  Prince  John  released  me,  he  knows ; 
how  I  got  Fauconbridge's  chain,  I  know.  But  bow 
he  will  get  it  again,  I  know  not. 

Fac.  Where  is  it,  sirrah  i  tell  me  where  it  ia  ? 

IjLo.  I  got  it  from  him,  and  I  got  John's  sword. 

John.  I  would  'twere  to  the  hilt  up  in  thy  heart. 

Rich.  0,  be  more  charitable,  brother  John. 

Lel  My  liege,  you  need  not  by  particulars 
Examine,  what  the  world  knows  too  plain  j 
If  you  will  pardon  Skink,  his  life  is  sav'd ; 
If  not,  he  is  convicted  by  the  law. 
For  Gloster,  as  you  worthily  resolv'd, 
First  take  ins  hand,  and  afterward  his  head. 

H£N.  Skink,  thou  hast  life,  our  pardon  and  our 
love, 

Skink  [to  John.]  And  your  foi^veness  for  my 
robbery  I 

John.  Tut,  never  trouble  me  with  such  a  toy  ; 
Thou  hind'reat  me  from  hearing  of  my  joy. 

'  Sometbing  tcettii  to  have  dropped  out  of  thr 
>  1  da  not  fiiid  tbia  phru«  anj'wLere, 
VOL.  VIL  - 
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Hen.  Bring  forth  a  block,  wine,  water,  and 
towel; 
Ejiiyes,  and  a  surgeon  to  bind  up  the  veins 
Of  Gloster^s  arm,  when  his  right  hand  is  off — 
His  hand  that  struck  Skink  at  the  Parrament. 
Skink.  I  shall  bear  his  blows  to  my  grave,  my 

lord. 
King.  Son  Henrj,  see  thy  father's  palsy  hands, 
Joined  like  two  suppliants,  pressing  to  thy  throne. 
Look,  how  the  furrows  of  his  aged  cheek, 
Fill'd  with  the  rivulets  of  wet-ey'd  moan, 
Begs  mercy  for  Earl  Gloster?  weigh  his  guilt. 
Why  for  a  slave  should  royal  blood  be  spilt  t 
Skink.  You  wrong  mine  honour :  Skmk  must  ^ 

be  reveng'd. 
Hen.  Father,  I    do    commend    your    humble 
course; 
But  quite  dislike  the  project  of  your  suit 
Good  words  in  an  ill  cause  makes  the  fact  worse  : 
Of  blood  or  baseness  justice  will  dispute. 
The  greater  man,  the  greater  his  transgression  : 
Where  strength  wrongs  weakness,  it    is    mere 
oppression. 
Lady  F.  0,  but,  Kin^  Henry,  hear  a  sister  speak. 
Gloster  was  wrong'd,  his  lands  were  given  away, 
They  are  not  justly  said  iust  laws  to  break, 
That  keep  their  own  right  with  what  power  they 

may. 
Think,  then,  thy  royal  self  began  the  wrong. 
In  giving  Skink  what  did  to  him  ^  belong. 
Queen.  Hear  me,  son  Henry,  while  thou  art  a 
king. 
Give,  take,  prison :  thy  subjects  are  thy  slaves. 
Life,  need,  thrones,'  proud   hearts   in  dungeons 

fling, 

*  Old  copy,  may,  •  i.e.,  Glo«ter. 

'  There  Ib  an  eyident  corruption  here.    Query,  Hfe  knuU 
to  thronet. 
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Grace  men  to  day,  to-morFow  give  them  graves. 
A  king  must  be,  like  Fortune,  ever  turning, 
The  world  his  football,  all  her  glory  spuming. 

Glo.  Still  your  own  counsel,  beldam  policy ! 
You're  a  fit  tutress  in  a  monarchy. 

Rich.  Mother,  you  are  unjust,  savage,  too  cruel, 
Unlike  a  woman.     Gentleness  guides  their  sex ; 
But  you  to  fury's  fire  add  more  fuel. 
The  vexed  spirit  will  you  delight  to  vex  ? 

0  God,  when  I  conceit  what  you  have  done, 

1  am  asham'd  to  be  esteem'd  your  son. 

John.  Base  Eichard,  I    disdain  to  call   thee 
brother, 
Tak'st  thou  a  traitor's  part  in  our  disgrace  ? 
For  Gloster  wilt  thou  wrong  our  sacred  mother  1 
I  scorn  thee,  and  defy  thee  to  thy  face. 
0,  that  we  were  in  field  !  then  should'st  thou  try. 

Rob.  How  fast  Earl  John  would  from  Prince 
Richard  fly ! 
Thou  meet  a  lion  in  field  ?  poor  mouse, 
All  thy  careers  are  in  a  brothel  house. 

John.  'Zounds, boy! 

Rich.  Now, man! 

Lei.  Richard,  you  wrong  Prince  John. 

Rich   Leicester,  'twere  good  you  prov'd  his 
champion. 

John.  Hasten  the  execution,  royal  lord[s], 
Let  deeds  make  answer  for  their  worthless  words. 

Glo.  I  know,  if  I  respected  hand  or  head, 
I  am  encompassed  with  a  world  of  friends, 
And  could  from  fury  be  delivered. 
But  then  my  freedom  hazards  many  lives. 
Henry,  perform  the  utmost  of  thy  hate, 
Let  my  ^  .hard-hearted  mother  have  her  wilL 
Give  frantic  John  no  longer  cause  to  prate : 
I  am  prepared  for  the  worst  of  ilL 

^  Old  copy,  thy. 
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You  see  my  knees  kiss  the  cold  pavement's  face. 
They  are  not  bent  to  Henry  nor  his  friends, 
But  to  all  you  whose  blood,  fled  to  your  hearts, 
Shows  your  true  sorrow  in  your  ashy  cheeks  : 
To  you  I  bend  my  knees :  you  I  entreat 
To  smile  on  Gloster's  resolution. 
Whoever  loves  me,  will  not  shed  a  tear. 
Nor  breathe  a  sigh,  nor  show  a  cloudy  frown. 
Look,  Henry,  here's  my  hand ;  I  lay  it  down, 
And  swear,  as  I  have  knighthood,  here't  shall  lie 
Till  thou  have  used  all  thy  tyranny. 
Lady  F.  Has  no  man  heart  to  speak? 
Glo.  Let  all  that  love  me  keep  silence,  or,  by 
heaven, 
I'll  hate  them  dying. 

Queen.  Harry,  oflf  with  his  hand,  then  with  his 

head. 
Fau.  By  the  red  rood,  I  cannot  choose  but  weep, 
Come  love  or  hate,  my  tears  I  cannot  keep. 
Queen.  When  comes  this  ling'ring  executioner  1 
John.  An  executioner,  an  executioner ! 
Hen.  Call  none,  till  we  have  drunk :  father,  fill 
wine; 
To-day  your  office  is  to  bear  our  cup. 
Rich.  I'll  fill  it,  Henry.         [Rich,  kneels  down. 
Hen.  Dick,  you  are  too  mean 
To  bow  unto  your  sovereign. 
Glo.  Kneel  to  his  child  ? 
0  hell !  0  torture  !    Gloster,  learn : 
Who  would  love  life  to  see  this  huge  dishonour  1 
Hen.  Saturn  kneeled  to  his  son ;  the  god  was 
fain 
To  call  young  Jove  his  age's  sovereign. 
Take  now  your  seat  again,  and  wear  your  crown  ; 
Now  shine th  Henry  like  the  mid-day's  sun. 
Through  his  horizon  darting  all  his  beams. 
Blinding  with  his  bright  splendour  every  eye, 
That  stares  against  his  face  of  majesty. 
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The  cometa,  whose  malicious  gleams 
Threat'neii  the  ruin  of  our  royalty, 
Stand  at  our  mercy,  yet  our  wrath  detuea 
All  favour,  but  extreme  extremities  : 
Gloster,  have  to  thy  sorrow,  chafe  thy  arm, 
That  I  may  see  thy  blood  (I  long'd  for  oft) 
Gush  from  thy  veins,  and  stain  this  palace-roof 

John.  'Twould  exceed  gilding. 

Queen.  Aye,  as  gold  doth  oclire. 

Glo.  It's  well  ye  count  my  blood  so  precious. 

Hen.  Leicester,  reach  Gloster  wine. 

Lel  I  reach  it  him ! 

Hen.  Proud  eari,  I'll  epum  thee;  quickly  go 
and  bear  it. 

Glo.  I'll  count  it  poison,  if  liis  hand  come  near  it. 

Hen.  Give  it   him,  Leicester,  upon   our  dis- 
pleasure. 

Glo.  ThusGloster  takes  it :  thus  again  he  flings  it. 
In  scorn  of  him  that  sent  it,  and   of  him  that 
brought  it. 

Skink.  0  brave  epirit ! 

L\DY  F.  Bravely  reeolv'd,  brother ;   I   honour 
thee. 

Queen.  Hark,  how  his  sister  joys  in  his  abuse. 
Wilt  thou  endure  it,  Hal  1 

Fau.  Peace,  good  Marian. 

Hen.  Avoid  there  every  under-officer  : 
Leave  but  [with]  us  our  peers  and  ladies  here. 
Richard,  you  love  Earl  Gloster :  look  aliout, 
If  you  can  spy  one  in  this  company 
That  hath  but '  done  as  great  a  sin  as  Gloster ; 
Choose  him,  let  him  bo  the  executioner. 

Rich.  Thou  hast  done  worse  then,  like,  rebel- 
lious head, 
Hast  arm'd  ten  thousand  arms  against  his  life. 
That  lov'd  thee  bo,  as  thou  wert  made  a  king. 


'Old  copj,  not. 
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Being  his  child ;  now  he's  thy  underling ! 
I  have  done  worse  :  thrice  I  drew  my  sword, 
In  three  set  battles  for  thy  false  defence  \ 
John  hath  done  worse ;  he  still  hath  took  thy  part. 
All  of  us  three  have  smit  our  father's  heart. 
Which  made  proud  Leicester  bold  to  strike  his 

face, 
To  his  eternal  shame  and  our  disgrace ! 

Hen.  Silence,  I  see  thou  meanest  to  find  none 
fit 
I  am  sure,  nor  Lancaster,  nor  Huntington, 
Nor  Fauconbridge,  will  lay  a  hand  on  him. 
Mother,  wife,  brother,  let's  descend  the  throne, 
Where  Henry,  as  ^  the  monarch  of  the  west. 
Hath  sat«  amongst  his  princes  dignified. 
Father,  take  you  the  place :  see  justice  [done]. 

King.  It's  unjust  justice,  I  must  tell  thee,  son. 

Hen.  Mother,   hold  you  the  basin,   you  the 
towel: 
I  know  your  French  hearts  thirst    for    English 

blood ; 
John,  take  the  mallet ;  I  will  hold  the  knife, 
And  when  I  bid  thee  smite,  strike  for  thy  life  : 
Make  a  mark,  surgeon.    Gloster,  now  prepare  thee. 

Glo.  Tut,  I  am  ready;  to  thy  worst  I  dare  thee. 

Hen.  Then  have  I    done  my   worst,  thrice- 
honour'd  earl, 
I  do  embrace  thee  in  affection's  arms. 

Queen.  What  mean'st  thou,  Henry  1    0,  what 
means  my  son  t 

Hen.  I  mean  no  longer  to  be  luUabi'd 
In  your  seditious  arms. 

Hen.  Wife.  Mordieu  /*  Henry. 

Hen.  Mordieu  nor  devil,  little  tit  of  France, 
I  know  your  heart  leaps  at  our  heart's  mischance. 


Old  copy,  U,  '  Old  copy,  9€U 

*  i,e^  Mart  de  Dieu, 
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John.  'Swonnds,  Heniy,  thou  art  mad  ! 

Hen.  I  have  been  mad  : 
What,  Btamp'st  thou,  John )  know'st  thou  not  who 

I  ami 
Come,  atamp  the  devil  out,  suck'd  from  thy  dam  1 

Queen.  I'll  curse  thee,  Henry. 

Hen.  You're  best  be  quiet; 
Lest,  where  we  find  you,  to  the  Tower  we  bear 

you  J 
For,  being  abroad,  England  hath  cause   to  fear 

Kino.  I  am  strack  dumb  with  wonder, 

Glo.  I  omaz'd,  imagine  that  I  eee  a  vision. 

Hen.  Gloster,  I  gave  thee  firet  this  Skink,  this 
slave ; 
It's  in  thy  power  his  life  to  epill  or  save. 

Skink.  He's  a  noble  gentleman,  I  do  not  doubt 
his  usage. 

Hkn.  Stand  not  thus  wond'ring ;  princes,  kneel 
all  down, 
jVnd  cast  your  coronetB  before  his  crown. 
Down,  Btubborn  Queen,  kneel  to  your  wronged 

king, 
Down,  mammet !  LeiccBter,  I'll  cut  off  thy  lege. 
If  thou  delay  thy  duty  !  when,  proud  John  1 

John.  Nay,  if  all  kneel  of  force,  I  must  be  one. 

Fau.  Now,  by  my  halidom,  a  virtuous  deed  I 

Hen,  Father,  you  see  your  most  rebellious  son. 
Stricken  with  horror  of  his  horrid  guilt, 
Bequesting  sentence  fitting  his  desert : 
U,  tread  upon  his  head,  that  trod  [upon] 
Your  heart :  I  do  deliver  up  all  dignity, 
Crown,  sceptre,  sword,  unto  your  majesty. 

Ring.  My  heart  surfeits  with  joy  in  hearing 
this, 
And,  dear[est]  son,  I'll  bleea  thee  with  a  kiss. 
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Hex.  I  will  not  rise;   I  will  not  lesve  tilts 
ground 
Till  all  tbese  voices,  joined  in  one  sound, 
Ciy :  God  save  Henry,  second  of  that  name. 
Let  his  friends    live,  his  foes    see   death   witb 
shame  I 

All.  God  save  Henry,  second  of  that  name, 
Let   his   fiends    live,    his   foes   see    death    with 
shame ! 

Hen.  Amen,  amen,  amen  ! 

John.  Hark  !  mother,  hark ! 
My  brother  is  already  turned  derk. 

Queen.  He  is  a  recreant ;    I  am   mad  with 
rage. 

Hen,  Be  angry  at  your  envy,  gracious  mother, 
Leam  patience  and  true  humility 
Of  your  worst-tutor'd  son  ;  for  1  am  he. 
Hence,  hence  that  Frenchwoman ;   give  her  her 

dowry. 
Let  her  not  speak,  to  trouble  my  mild  soul, 
Which  of  this  world  hath  taken  her  last  leave ; 
And  by  her  power  will  my  proud  fleah  control. 
Off  with  these  silks ;  my  garments  shall  be  grey, 
My  shirt  hard  hair ;  my  bad  the  ashy  dust ; 
My  pillow  but  a  lump  of  hard'ned  clay : 
For  clay  I  am,  and  with  clay  I  must. 
O,  I  beseech  ye,  lot  me  go  alone. 
To  live,  where  my  loose  life  I  may  bemoan. 

King.  Son ! 

Queen.  Son ! 

Rich.  Brother ! 

John.  Brother ! 

Hen.    Let  none  call  me   their  eon;   Fm   no 
man's  brother. 
My  kindred  is  in  heav'n,  I  know  no  other. 
Farewell,  farewell ;  the  world  is  your's ;  pray  take 

it. 
ril  leave  vexation,  and  with  joy  forsake  it.    [£xic. 
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Last  F.  Wondrous  conversion  ! 

Fau.  Admirable  good : 
Now,  by  my  lialidom,  Moll,  passing  good. 

EiCH.  H'  hath  fir'd  my  sou! ;  I  will  to  Palestine, 
And  pay  my  vows  before  the  Sepulchre, 
Among  the  multitude  of  misbelief, 
I'll  show  myself  the  soldier  of  Christ : 
Spend  blood,  sweat  tears,  for  satisfaction 
Of  many — many  sins,  which  I  lament ; 
And  never  think  to  have  them  pardoned, 
Till  I  have  part  of  Syria  conquered. 

Glo.  He  makes  me  wonder,  and  inflames  my 
spirits. 
With  an  exceeding  zeal  to  Portingale, 
Which  kingdom  the  nncliria'nod  Saracens,! 
The  black-fac'd  Africans,  and  tawny  Moors, 
Have  got  unjustly  in  possession ; 
Whence  I  will  fire  them  with  the  help  of  heaven. 

Skink.  Skink  will  scorch  them,  brave  Gloatei' : 
Make  carbonadoes  of  their  bacon-flitches ; 
Deserve  to  be  counted  valiant  by  his  valour, 
And  fiivo  ^  will  he  cry,  and  Castile  too, 
And  wonders  in  the  land  of  Seville  do. 

EoB,  0,  that  I  were  a  man  to  see  these  fights  : 
To  spend  my  blood  amongst  these  worthy  knights. 

Fau.  Marry,  aye  me,  were  I  a  boy  again, 
I'd  either  to  Jerusalem  or  Spain. 

John.  Faith,  I'll  keep  England;   mother,  you 
and  I 
Will  live  from  *  alt  this  fight  and  foolery, 

Kino.  Peace  to  us  all,  let's  all  for  peace  give 
praise, 
Unlook'd-for  peace,  unlook'd-for  happy  days  I 


'  Old  copy,  S-ijmoni. 

'  An  eicliimation  oi  doubtful  meaning  kitd  origin.    See 

long  note  in  V&na,  edit.  1359,  c.  JCm. 

'  Uld  copy,  far. 
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Love  Henry's  birth-day ;  he  hath  been  new-bom ; 

I  am  new-crowned,  new-settled  in  my  seat. 

Let's  all  to  th'  chapel,  there  give  thanks   and 

praise. 
Beseeching  grace  &om  Heaven's  eternal  throne, 
That  England  never  know  more  prince  than  one. 
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